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OLD TUNES. 

Wi lore monc dearly: lore it with ■ deep kud fer- 
Tent sdontion that amonnta, ws anapect, Ut a "blind 
idoUtij ; " for though the mrm impnliei of our loiil 
are btbt nadjr to nuh into ntblime ecrtaa; at the Kiand 
of " Haodel'i CoronUion Anthem," thej bettay aD ec|aal 
nuceptibilitf at the jiDgling of " Fiaher's Hornpipe" on 
a demi-piauo, with which a little Italian boy occaaiooallf 
rett«sbe« onr nwrow atreet. Nay, wb eren plead 
gniltr to bmng touched by the moiith-orpn and drnm 
that, time out of mind, hare drowned the groans of the 
dying in the matrimonial battle-lield of Poncb and Jndy. 
The raadi may be iharp and the aheepalnn Rat ; but we 
hare a happy knack of reconciling the diflerence by tome 
mytterioo* tnning-fork of Benerolence in oar auricular 
faculties, and often luTe we put on ■ dawdling pace and 
Ihigered on our errand in order to hear the cooclauon of 
a " faiouiite and popular ur " played in tbil national 
Btyle. 

Let m obaerre, that ours is not a solitary taste for 
tbia particular apecics of instramentatlDn. ll ia our 
fortune now and then to breathe the perfumed air of 
Betgravia, and enjoy the aociety of certain juk-enile hot- 
hobie planCa, who have at their command golden atring! 
and iTOry keys, with the faarinating aerricea of Bochsa 
and Moscbclea; but we have been present, when, by 
chance, the Yolgar " Row-de-don," and Pandean treble 
of uncertain cadence, ventured in that £lite neighboor- 
hood. We only wiah we could convey to ooi reader* the 
actual acene that ever ensuea. Noble mammaa may 
chide with dignified astonishment, goTcmesse* may 
endeaionr to eiert the authority of pla^e, and ariatocratic 
iodiSerence to anch " low noise" be insiated on — but in 
Tain I We baie aaan the Hon. Maater Adolphns in a 
■lata of quirerin^ trepidation and nerrona flutter horn 
top to toe, and the Hon. Mias Emily a degree worse. 
We haTe seen tbem rush to the plale-glass windows with 
such nide " physical force " power, that we have trembled 
for the consequences, and there tliey liave stood pressing 
Uieir rounded chccka, and snubbing their pr«t(y little 
noiea against the barrier panes with feverish anxiety and 
eipectation, praying that the " music " may come before 
the house; and if it really and positively docs approach 
with all the magic thereunto belonging, the jumping and 



clapi^ng of hauda in hysterical delight are rather withont 
the pale of " gentility." So we have discovered, to our 
great latiibction, that the drum and mouth-organ bold the 
same primitive influence over the darlings of a duke *■ 
over the plagues of a paupw. Tbn«, we flatter oursdvea, 
that ours is an orthodox taste and expeiiencet luu blush 
in confiMsiDg our partiality for the simple melodies of ot 
country, illnstnted by oar wandering minstrels. 

We again declare that we love music dearly : from the 
"turn, turn," of the Ojibbeway Indians to ttie "Lydian 
mesaure" jraured forth by the gifted Liodi yet we have 
a lurking afiection for a peculiar onler ut harmony that 
clings to us with religion* itrength, and desiute our 
general Apollonian freo-thinking, we do homage at a 
certain style of melady with a fervanr exceeding all that 
we render np to others. There is a character of mudc 
which haa an indisputable power to lead ua by onr long 
ears into the very Charybdis of Enthusiasm ; and what 
think ye, gentle reader, may this character of music be ? 
Why, it is our grandmothen' jig-tunes, and our grand- 
mothers' fireside ditties. Yes, wc instinctively worship 
the blithe triplete of " Sir Roger de Coverly," and ^ 
rate the silvery sadneu about " Craiy Jane." 

There is something in the spirit of " olden tunes" 
haunts our heart with sacred witchery. Be it in mirth, 
or be it in melaDcholy, there ia nothing operates te 
intensely on oar nature as the melodies long familiar to 
ua. Oar feet never suffer so much from imposed restraint 
when a modem walti or rasliionable polka is played, as 
when " The Campbells are Comin'," or " Haste to 
Wedding," is struck up with tantalizing brilliancy, 
feel no thickness in the throat over the sentiment 
" Casta Diva," as we do while the aimple pathos 
" John Andenon my Jo," or " Poor Hsry Anne," 
arrests OUT bosom. Yes! Goth-like as it may appear, w 
confess our passion for all the vulgar, common-place 
tultea extant, be they English, Irish, or Scotch. 

We believe we could dance with the gout to " St. 
bich's Day," and sing with the toothache if " Wa « 
go home till Morning" were chorused around us. A* for 
" Roy's Wife," despite of bcr celebrity for jilting, wo aro 
e«er ready to be off with her on Uer elightest whisper; 
and "M'e'ro a' Noddin" has kept us out of our bed 
many an eitra ten minutes, when some " little " or big 
" warbler " has voloDteeied it just as the chamber 
candles vrere lighted. 



ELIZA COOK'S JOURNAL. 



When have we tripped so jojonsly through the 
" festive maze/' as in the free and easy time of " Christ- 
mas jollity" after supper, when young and old, grave 
and gay, are enlisted " nolens volens" into " hands 
across, down the middle, and up again," while " Katty 
O'Lynch," " The Young May Moon," or " Speed the 
Plough," was inspiring our ecstatic antics; and then, 
shall we reveal oar foolish emotions of plaintive sympathy 
awakened by the " Robin's Petition," or " Savoumeen 
Dbeelish," when a dreamy dimness has gathered before 
our eyes, until the very blaze of the cheerful fire has lost 
its distinctive form, and we have seen nothing but the 
poor starving little bird shivering in the snow-storm, and 
the exiled wanderer in his mournful solitude. Oh ! we 
do love these old tunes and ditties, and hope we ever 
shall love them ; and how many more are there in this 
hard-grinding world, who snatch glimpses of happiness 
f^om these antiquated sources. How the children of the 
poor will cluster round some ragged servitor of Apollo, 
who scrapes away at one of these " vulgar tunes," and 
how they involuntarily assume attitudes and steps of 
most animated though grotesque arrangement. These 
steps always appear to us the identical ones mentioned 
BO often by philosophers, as being between the sublime 
and the ridiculous, yet we scarcely dare to smile at the 
approach of Ignorance to the altar of Spiritual Beauty, 
uncouth as the advance may be. Let them shuffle and 
twist, and sidle and jump, in their own uncivilized way, 
it is an opportunity for their getting nigher to God 
through the medium of an " old tune." 

And would the mother do without these " old tunes " 
to hush her infant to rest, or arouse it into chuckling 
joy? Who ever heard a mother or nurse attempt to 
soothe her young one with a scientific bravura, or a 
ballad ftouk the latest opera ? Why, the thing is not to 
be imagined ! No, it is the " old tunes," the quaint and 
ancient morsels of common melody, that are naturally 
uppermost on the nursery tongue, and pass firom genera- 
tion to generation with undiminished charms. 

We once tried to get a refhu;tory infant to sleep under 
the influence of the polacca in " I Puritani." We 
laboured unceasin^y for one long hour, and seemed as 
nigh gaining our point as ever. The imp was still 
grizsling and co<nng, and stretching and Idrking, with 
most unequivocal evidence of being " wide awake," and 
we found we were rolling the stone of Sisyphus. We 
betook ourselves to "Auld Lang Syne;" the kick- 
ing subsided, the grizzling died away in a confused 
murmur between a fidnt snore and a deep sigh, and in 
ten minutes the young rebel was as £ut as the pyramids. 
The ''old tune" had done the work, and we never 
intend to experimentalize any more with new-fangled 
lullabies. 

There are few hearts but what have a grey stone or 
two erected in them to the memory of some departed 
loved ones. T%ese consecrated tablets are mercifully 
shadowed by Time into a soft oblivion, and we are spared 
the pang of continually tracing their mournful inscrip- 
tion, until a ray of light is thrown by some thought-star, 
and we con over the sad words with renewed devotion. 
All poets and philosophers have discovered how slight a 
flMiM will bring back our wannest recollections, and per- 



haps among the strongest links which hold us to the 
dead there is none stronger than the " old tune" which 
they liked to listen to or used to sing. What a gush of 
gentle sorrow will spring in the father's breast, when by ' 
chance he hears the self-same air that his fur girl learnt 
years ago, to please him. The child is missing in his 
home — her place is vacant — she is gone from nls warm 
hearth-stone to the cold sepulchre, but the "old tune" 
lives on, and has the power to thrust the world and its 
allurements from his mind, to take him back to scenes of • 
bygone happiness, and lead him onward to the future in 
hope and faith. The son never forgets the melody that * 
his mother used to sing to him in his early years, simply 
and imperfectly as it might be rendered by her; yet he 
was gladdened and ezdted by it, and he will recognise it 
when his own haur is white, and his limbs tottering, with 
a tender respect, as the " old tune " which he loved 
when he was a boy. Oh! "old tunes" are blessed 
things; and come where and when they may, the one 
who is akin to heaven as well as earth will bow to their 
influence. Never let us be ashamed of finding ourselves 
laid hold of by "Tom Bowling" or "Black-eyed Susan." 
Let us not deem it a weakness to detect our feet in aa 
incipient vertigo, at the bidding of "Mrs. M'Leod" or 
" Nancy Dawson ;" for we have little reverence for the 
man or woman who is never to be warped from the frigid 
proprieties of artificial existence, by the vulgar inter- 
ference of " old tunes." 



" THE WIDOW'S RETURN." 

Of an the characteristics of that truly national word 
" comfort" with which England abounds, one of the most 
pleasing, if not the most prominent, is to be observed in 
the frequent recurrence of those resting-places of the 
humble traveller, the little way-side inns dotted here and 
there along the highways and byways of our land. No 
great traveller myself — a loiterer often — I still have 
reason to acknowledge the gladdening or the soothing 
influences of their cheerful firesides, their flowery porch, 
the aspect of comfort within, of tranquillity without; 
giving the preference to the one or tlie other, according 
to the humour of the moment, the time, or the season ; 
and, strange to say, amidst the material oomfbrti most 
valued under such drcumstanoes, always finding addi* 
tional satiafa^on in taking up my temporary quarter! 
where the name of the dwelling suggested some associa- 
tion, less substantial indeed, but often more attractive, 
than even the neatness and good-fare experience had 
taught me almost invariably to expect. 

Amongst the many suggestive names— which, passing 
by the more common ones, as mere tignM of the timea— 
always led me to give a preference to tiieir past or hidden 
associations, I remember one in particular, which once 
upon a time took such hold of my fancy as to tempt me 
somewhat out of my way in more senses than one. Not 
but that the little dwelling possessed attsactions enough 
in itself, and was as enticing a halt as sportsman or wan- 
derer could desire ; just removed from the stir of the 
village, about a half quarter of a mile from its entrance; 
retiring, not retreating, fit)m tiie shaded road by the 
breadth of a narrow strip, paled in to protect the vine, 
clustering luxuriantly over casements and porch; but 
perfectly irresistible was the name, peeping out from 
amidst the broad leaves that just suitably shadowed the 
little bit of sentimentality, trimly painted black and 
white, in a sort of demure second mourning, quite suit- 
able too—" The Widow's Return." 
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No one, even at the first gUnoe at the name, could 
dnaan for a moment that it told of sighs still nn- 
smothered, of tears undried. There was an air of order 
and tranquillity, the very reverse of abandonment, apparent 
at the first step into the long low parlour, with its neatly 
sanded floor, its wide chimney decked with evergreens, 
its bow window at the far end, looking out into the cool 
fresh garden behind the house; and in the first impres- 
sion of its pleasant sober cheerfulness, I found myself 
involuntarily conjuring up a different and yet correspond- 
ing scene; when trial surmounted, sorrow overcome^ with 
h^piness not mirthful but chastened, the homely wel- 
come that had awaited the wanderer and haply assisted 
her to settle once more by the old fire side, was returned 
on the qmt, and the festival commemorated by the name. 
Thus, though fully prepared to sympathize with the 
struggles which had at last found so quiet a haven, and 
DO less prepared to contribute my mite to its continued 
well-being, I was utterly unprepared for the appearance 
of its mistress, when she entexed the room to enquire as 
to my wants ; blooming, youthful as a Ilebe ; no mourn- 
ing or second mourning about her, either in lip, eye, or 
garb. 

Fancy had led me so far astray* that I was really 
startled by the bright reality, and stammered out my 
requests in such unintelligible form, as evidently to 
impress my fiur hostess with the conviction that it was 
not the first way-side house I had visited that day, while 
she quickly avs^ed herself of her husband's entrance — 
there was a husband* too — to make her retreat. 

"Ahp some old-world name, belonging to other 
owners and bygone days ; well, that is nearly as good, 
if I can only trace it out." Thus I soliloquised, recon- 
ciled by an excellent dinner to the present ovder of 
things, and quite satisfied that my hostess, instead of a 
care-worn widow, should turn out a happy wife, with a 
soldier husband just sufficiently wounded to entitle him 
to contribute to the entertainment of his own fire-side, by 
" fighting his battles o'er again" for the amusement of 
his guests. But my curiosity as to the origin of the 
name was as lively as ever* though I felt some doubts as 
to whether I should apply to host, hostess, or village 
gossip — us in the evening they dropped in one by one — 
for its gratification. How long I took to decide on this 
point, and which of the parties was victimized in the end, 
shall be left to the reader's sagacity, the tale itself giving 
internal evidence of its narrator; for who else could have 
b^n present one evening many years ago, when ICarian 
Holmes stopped short on the threshold of her own little 
cottage parlour, exclaiming, with a bright and approving 
smile, "Oh* tttank you, Ally, a thousand times; in aU 
my f^ of preparations, I never once thought of that 
one^ the greatest embellishment of aU ;" and then stooped 
to inhale the perfume of a gay bunch of flowers, just 
anranged in a glass for the centre of the table, by a young 
girl who still held it smilingly in her hand. 

" And you, yourself Ally, how pretty you look* just as 
foir a flower sa any; i|^o could ever recognise in that 
rosy eheek the pale wasted one that six months ago had 
never been fonned by a country breeze ?" Then, anti- 
cipating the grateful reply that sprang to the listener's 
Iqp, she added, still more gaily* " I never saw you dressed 
10 nicely* though I often saw you wear that dress. How 
Is it ? One would think yon were expecting your lover 
too." 

A little fluttering sigh and passing paleness succeeded 
a still more transient flush and smile* as the answer* 
whatever it might have been, died away unuttered ; and 
raising her huge blue eyes half apprehensively, half 
admiringly. Ally included both enquiry and remark in the 
apparently unmeaning little reply, "And you, dear 
Marian, you " 

But the one to whom it was addressed understood as 
well as if she had spoken for an hour. She needed but 



to turn to the large old-fashioned glass, hanging in its 
frame of carved mahogany between the windows, to know 
one part of Ally's meaning ; and her consciousness of the 
other was betrayed in the heightened colour of her cheek, 
and the brightness of her eye, as still archly she replied, 
" You know every one said I was so much my own 
mistress, I should surely be an old maid ; but one tires 
of liberty itself, so I suppose my time must come. Ye^ 
here they are," added she, quiddy inteirupting her con^ 
fession; and with a grave composure of manner very 
different firom her late somewhat agitated playfulness, and 
far more like her usual self, she advanced to the door to 
meet her expected guests. 

It was a sort of betrothing party, those affairs in 
Marian's class being conducted in a manner both more 
and less formal than in more polished circles ; but in this 
case there were special reasons lor a slight degree of 
ceremony, Marian being an orphan, and in a small way 
an heiress— owner of the cottage in which she resided, 
and its few surrounding acres. It was thought advisable 
that two or three of her next-of-kin, and her guardian, 
should meet in a social way on this evening, and thus 
ratify their approval of her choice. It was a choice that 
had been long in fixing, and seemed at last to have been 
yielded as much in deference to her guardian's wish as 
from any impulse of her own. He, valuing her as she 
truly deserved, had long entertained the hope of seeing 
her the bride of his only son, and by dint of bringing the 
young people together, with the sundry other little 
devices usual on such occasiims, had at last the satisfiu:- 
tion of finding himself on the eve of accomplishing the 
first wish of his heart. 

The evening passed oiT slowly enough. To be on such 
an occasion the observed of all obserrars, is not exactly 
conducive to general agreeability, and individual enjoy- 
ment was for the time out of the question ; not but that 
young Martin Dalton did Ids part more officiously than 
Marian might have desired before so many witnesses, 
while with her there evidently was none of that se]f*for- 
getfhlness* the accompaniment of engrossing aifeetion, 
which might have made her also forgetful of the little 
absurdities of their position. And though she received 
Martin's elaborate attentions with a sort of gentle indul- 
gence, and* with perfect good-humour, now and then 
intercepted a smiting glance, or whispered joke, not in- 
tended for herself, amidst the little circle, there was still 
a sense of relief as from a wearisome effort, when she 
stood for a moment in the dear moonlight at the door* 
after receiving the last farewell from the last of her 
guests — «nd- that one was Martin. And pushing back 
her dark haur from her brow as she tamed in again to her 
own pleasant dwellmg, her passing thought was unlike 
her wonted hospitality — " 1 am glad they are gone." 

But where was Ally all the evening ? A poor relation, 
and almost a stranger, nobody much cared, or would care, 
if they never had seen her again, except Marian* who 
in the fellowship of orphanhood, inviting her to share her 
hom«, had learned to love her as a younger sister, and to 
know that she was loved again. Now* as she turned back 
into tiie room* her first impulse was to continue the 
girlish confidence interrupted in the earlier part of the 
evening, and to talk over their mutual impressions of the 
last few hours* so important to her. Now that all was 
settled* she might tell her all, and break through the 
reserve her own hesitation* and Ally's extreme youth* 
had hitherto imposed. 

Finding the parlour empty, she passed into anothear 
room* and yet another, softly calling her by name. Sur- 
prised at not receiving any answer, she turned into the 
kitchen, half ready to chide her young cousin for trou« 
bling herself with household cares at that late hour, but 
still no Ally ; the old servant had not seen her, and 
startled now in earnest, she returned to the parlour^ 
dosing the hall-door as tiie breeze swept io, and wonder* 
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ing in her own uund, if she had not fastened it ahready 
after bidding Martin good night. But she paused in 
dismay : ere she bad tsken one step into the room she 
bad left empty a few minutes before, there, on the floor, 
directly across the path, lay Ally, pale, cold, and lifeless, 
as if life indeed had fled. 

To fly towards her, to raise her up, to feel that her 
white dress, her long fair hair, were damp with the dews 
of night, as she folded her a^ms round her ; to ascertain 
that she had no visible heart, that she was still alive, 
though inanimate ; was all the work of an instant ; and 
then a quick misgiving, sending a chill through her own 
heart ; to decide on not calling any help, was almost as 
prompt a thought. Tenderly she laid her on the old 
substantial sofii, ran for a warm cloak which hung in the 
little hall, fastened the door behind her, and quietly 
removing the damp dress, replaced it with the warm 
covering, folding her arms round her again ; then breath- 
ing kisses and endearing words on her pale lips and 
cheeks, she gradually recalled her to animation, admi- 
nistered some restorative, bore her to their mutual 
apartment, and then lay down beside her in her own 
snug bed. 

The suflerer slept more soundly for some hours than 
her comforter; then came the slow awakening — slow and 
sad — ^with many a start and broken word ; then the weep- 
ing confidence, poured forth without reserve, the jroung 
fair face hidden in the sister bosom all the while. A night 
of thought and resolution bad prepared Marian both for 
word and deed ; and though her first glance at her mirror, 
presenting a countenance, oh! so difierent from the 
brightness of the evening before, testified even painfully 
to herself, how much that night had cost her ; she still 
descended to her promised interview with her betrothed, 
with a heart calm and courageous, though the pale, worn 
foce, looked as if that courage had been the fruit of long 
and trying years. 

Martin was startled at the change, and though he 
evidently expected some inquiry, perhigips reproaches, he 
was not prepared for the uncomplaining calnmess with 
which her decision was announced. What passed exactly 
at the interview none may know. He left the house with 
hurried step, and flushed and downcast look ; but not 
many days had elapsed when the news flew through the 
village, that Marian Holmes, with all her pride and her 
beauty, had been jilted by her lover ; supplanted by her 
cousin ; though, as a proof of her indifl'erence, she had 
insisted on attending their otherwise secret marriage 
herself. 

Marian's independence of character, and perhaps also 
her beauty and other advantages, had made her an object 
of jealousy and remark on more occasions than one ; but 
never before had such grounds for condolence or triumph 
been afibrded to the gossips of the place, and never 
either had freedom been baffled by greater composure of 
demeanour. They could make out nothing from Marian; 
though, when they changed their ground, and told of her 
guardian's fury against his son, his determination never 
to see him agam, never to receive his wife, never to for- 
give herself for the part she had acted, her colour did 
heighten and her lips tremble slightly, but beyond those 
passing evidences of emotion, nothing was gleaned ; she 
drew herself up proudly, and answered once for all, '* I 
am justified to God and to myself, and no one else shaU 
call me to account for what I have done." 

Whether Marian adhered to this resolution, when some 
time after, accidentally encountering her former guardian, 
and about to accost him affectionately as ever, had he not 
turned gloomily away, to repent of his anger and visit 
her in solitude that evening ; whether she madG him an 
exception, and with a heart deeply pained at his evident 
sorrow, entered into details refused to all others, during 
that prolonged interview, is more than we have been 
told i one thing was certain, that while Marian's share 



in the offence was apparently forgiven, and the visits and 
care of her guardian renewed, his anger against his son 
and daughter-in-law seemed inveterate as ever; their 
names never passed his lips, but more than once he was 
heard to mutter to himself, " The scoundrel — the fool — 
neither one or the other shall ever be aught to me." 

Thus Martin and his youthful bride were heard of no 
more, curiosity gradually slackened, except when fed from 
time to time by the arrival of letters, few and far between, 
for Marian, wMch the post-mistress averred must be firom 
the absent ones, as such dispatches had never reached 
her until after their departure ; at first they bore the 
post-mark of a distant part of England, then another, 
and another, and at last they came from over the seas ; 
the hieroglyphics were unintelligible, but all agreed that 
Marian could tell about them if she would. "Mt. Dalton 
had been for many years a widower, proprietor of the 
little secluded village inn, where his father, and, for 
aught we know, his grandfather too, had done the 
honours of the place, and in which it had been his great 
ambition to be succeeded by his son, when growing years 
should warn him it was time he should resign his post. 

But this hope now cut off, the place seemed changed, 
the owner's occupation gone, and all the old customers, 
who still resorted there frt>m habit, for their evening bowl 
or gossip, shook theii heads, prophesying sagely, that it 
would soon fall to the ground, unless it f^ into other 
hands ; and many a hopeful speculation began to arise 
as to tiie reversion, when to the surprise of all, matters 
at once assumed a brighter aspect, and the oracle of the 
village, who was also village-derk, doubly privileged by 
character and office to lay down the law, electrified his 
audience one evening in accounting for the absence of 
their host, by announcing that, in his opinion, he was 
about to commit a most unchristian act, "for though 
marriage is surely honourable (see chapter and verse), 
still to enter into that holy state for the sake of disin- 
heriting rae's child, is clearly a breach of christian duty, 
or I know nothing of the same." 

Further explanation was prevented by the entrance of 
the principal party, the group became less convivial, afid 
gradually withdrew early ; his thoughts agreeably pre- 
occupied, their host noticed nothing unusual; never 
guessed that they had tacitly adjourned to the village 
green, there to gather again round old Sandy, and hear 
the fiill particulars ; and could he afterwards have been 
a listener, he might well have afforded a smile at the 
torrents of indignation poured forth from the lips of 
many a village dame, whose wrathful curtain-lectures at 
her spouse's late return were turned into another channel, 
by the news, that Mr. Dalton was actually about to be 
married to Marian Holmes. 

Great was the clamour — " now the murder is out ;" 
Miso Marian knew well what she was about all along; 
that foolish young Dalton was no match for her — by the 
way she was three or four years older than liim too ; no- 
thing like getting rid of him and her poor young cousin 
together, and so making a clear i^age for herself. 

" And poor, broken-hearted Mr. Dalton, didn't we all 
see the way she made up to him, in this very street, in 
the height of his trouble ; poor man, he could not bear 
the sight of her face, and turned away, though she soon 
managed to come round him." 

" Yes ; brought him to the very house ; no knowing 
what story she made up. Ah ! time will tell." And vain 
was it for Marian's friends — confidants in this case she 
had none — to ofler excuse or apology for what seemed, 
even to them, an extraordinary step. She, indifferent to 
opinion, or unconscious of its censures, with the same 
serene brow as ever, followed out her own puri>oses, 
while her assailants, vainly watching for some flaw, were 
obliged, with many a mysterious shake of the head, to 
«>ntent themselves with the remark, more true than intel- 
ligible, " She has her own reasons ; time will telU ' 
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Marian never took any prominent part in the business 
of her new home ; she had her own quiet parlour at the 
rear of the house, her garden bower, her chosen asso- 
ciates, and except for a more thoughtful brow and a rarer 
smile, was little different irom the Marian of former years. 
Among the few advocates she possessed, beyond her inti- 
mate acquaintances, was old Sandy, the village clerk. As 
an orator, he was fond of proving how much may be said 
on both sides of a question, and found a continual fund 
of argument, in blaming Mr. Dalton's act, and applauding 
his choice; while Mr. Dalton himself, as though he had 
taken a new lease of life and of happiness, bid fair to realize 
the ofken-ezpressed and charitable hope of Sandy, " that 
he might find time for repentance ;" while the speakers 
on the adverse side as invariably exclaimed, " Never fear, 
Mrs. Dalton will take care of that.*' 

All their anticipations were brought to a sudden issue. 
Returning from market, poor Mr. Dalton was thrown 
from his horse, and almost instantly expired ; and nothing 
now remained but conjectures as to his will, and an 
occasional sneer at the self-command which, now become 
habitual to Marian, enabled her, with apparent calmness, 
to meet the blow. Thus varied were the interpretations 
placed on the air of quiet dejection with which Marian, 
attending the summons to hear the reading of the will, 
took her place with downcast eyes and luinds meekly 
crossed upon her knee ; " she has her own reasons," 
again reiteratecl the gossips ; and when slightly starting, 
as the date of the will showed it to have been drawn a 
few weeks after her marriage, the deepened sadness of her 
countenance revealed that some faint hope had died 
away ; all eyes were fixed on her inquisitively, and a 
slight smile exchanged between two or three ; but no 
other indication of feeling escaped her, except, indeed, 
one or two bright tears welling slowly through her droop- 
ing eyelashes, as the will harshly stated the testator's 
disagreement with his son, and his determination to dis- 
inhmt him in favour of his present wife. The smiles 
ceased ; the old clerk blew his nose vehemently, and took 
snuff; Marian's composure returned; with an air still 
dejected, but unmoved, she heard the document to the 
end, found herself the sole bgatee, and, without waiting 
for congratulations, which would probably have been, 
out of place, she quietly rose and left the room. 

Poor Sandy was sadly perplexed ; at tbe close of the 
reading he was about to utter an habitual amen ! but 
remembering that might bestow a sanction at variance 
with his better feelings for the absent, hastily checking 
himself, he coughed as the word stuck in his throat, and 
spat upon the ground ; then equally apprehensive that 
watchful eyes might interpret this as a mark of contempt 
for the equivocal conduct of the widow, he hastened to 
obey a chivalrous impulse, and starting up to open the 
door for Marian, and bowing respectfiUly as she passed 
out, he committed himself thoroughly, and left himself 
for evermore without a word on the other side of the 
question. 

He never had reason to regret his gallantry; some 
months after all this, the London coach, which used to 
pass within little more than a mile of the village, drew 
up one evening at the turn to let down a family group, 
consisting of a fine soldierly*looking man, with a sedate, 
sun-burned, handsome countenance, and one of his arms 
in a sling, and a fair slight girl, whom he assisted with 
great care and tenderness from her place on the roof; 
she, apparently, preferring his help, though disabled, to 
the more secure and practised arm of the guard; then 
came two little delicate shivering children, looking as if 
the roses had been both scooped and scorched out of 
their cheeks, in some tropical land ; and then came a 
box and a bag, a grey coat and a knapsack ; a modest 
allowance of luggage, but still too great a burthen for 
our pedestrians, who, as the coachman drove off, turned 
to a little cottage hard by, asking leave to deposit it 



there ; the soldier adding, " And you too. Ally, and the 
children, had better remain until I send some conveyance 
to bring you all." "And miss the first meeting ? — oh, 
Martin, don't be so cruel," replied the girl, in a lively 
tone, that proved she was less accustomed to cruelty 
than to the indulgent smile that granted her request. 

** But the children ; — " for once, they were secondary 
objects with their mother ; with an eager volubility that 
almost defeated her object, she commended them for an 
hour's care to the sympathizing cottager, in whose face 
shone a gleam of recognition all unheeded by the young 
stranger, who, half wild with excitement, now seized her 
husband's arm, and just turning to kiss hands to her 
little ones, led him quickly in the direction of the village 
road. 

Whatever her companion's footsteps might do, his 
feelings hardly seemed to keep pace with the joyous ani- 
mation of hers; some sadder thought appeared to 
temper the smile with which he looked down now and 
then at her glowing features, and listened to her almost 
childish expressions of delight ; when suddenly pausing, 
as if the remembrance of its cause just flashed across her 
mind also, she coloured deeply, and looking up with 
contrite eyes, exclaimed, " Oh forgive me, Martin, that 
my heart was full of notJiing else but joy." 

They paused before they reached the • entrance of tbe 
village, and found their home; expected guests were 
they, though their coming was only known to themselves 
and one beside ; and now, in the garden bower, the first 
excitement of meeting over, all witnesses withdrawn, 
Martin himself strolled out to see old hauats and old 
familiar feces, let us hoar what two such long and 
strangely-parted friends have each to say, though many 
an unrecorded word has already passed. 

" But tell me. Ally, how is it that after all you suJBered, 
want, privation, doubt, anxiety, change of climate, weary 
watchings, all you have been describing, that I see you 
still so blooming, so cliild-like, so bright, as if hanlly 
a day had passed over you since last you were here." 

A still brighter colour rose into Ally's cheek, as she 
hid her face in Marian's bosom, and murmured, " It is, 
it must be, that I am so happy." 

Then after a little pause she raised her head, and looking 
earnestly at her companion, slie added, while the colour 
faded away, " But it has nqt been always so ; oh, Marian! 
there was a time since we parted, that my cheek was pale 
and wan ; a breath could blow me away, and I longed 
but for the grave ; the dark Uioughts that possessed me 
on that feu*ful evening when I so suddenly discovered 
that Martin had broken his plighted faith to me for you 
— you that I loved so well — ^the thoughts that prompted 
me to learn the worst in that one wild interview with 
him after he had parted from you that night, and that 
then would have hurried me into self-destruction, had 
he not forcibly seized me and carried me back inside your 
door; yes, Marian, those thoughts, even after he was 
my own wedded husband, came buick again and again, for 
I knew how much worthier of his love you were ; how 
much better it would have made him; happy and 
honoured in his father's home; and I felt myself the 
only barrier, and I wished myself away. Marian," con- 
tinued she, still more solemnly, "did my letters betray 
that feeling ? oh, Marian, did they influence your after 
life ?" and she paused with a gasp as if afinaid of the 
effect such a question might produce. Then what a 
sweet calm stole over her agitated features, as Marian's 
clear candid eyes looked down into hers, shewing that to 
the very depths of her heart no thought was concealed ; 
as her gentle voice unhesitatingly replied, " Yes, my own 
poor Ally, 1 read them truly, felt the throbbing of that 
fluttering heart, even as I do now ; and in making all the 
atonement in my power to my valued and early friend, 
for the part I had felt called on to bear in rendering him 
so unhappy, I felt doubly urged to take the step, by 
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knowing it was a certain meand to pnt yonr fcnrs and 
donbtB for erer and erer at rest. Oh, Ally, it is a serions 
thing to act between a frarent and his child; no wonder all 
have suffered, — ^nothing but a deep sense of the dntj 
that Martin and I myself owed to you wonld ever hare 
induced me to insist on that unsanctioned marriage; but 
I felt that in my blindness, in the Tery deadness of my 
own heart, I had unconsciously done you deepest wrong ; 
knowing little of the feeling of love, I had not recognised 
its symptoms in you; and as to Martin — ** 

" Oh, say nothing of him," exclaimed Ally, hastily ; 
" remember his temptation," and she looked at Marian 
admiringly and smilingly as of old. 

But Marian grsrely shook her head, and then went on: 
" I thought, knowing Mr. Dalton so long* and so well, 
that he could not retain anger, when once the step I 
deemed ineritable was irretrierable also; but I was 
wrong ; even after my iniluence became paramount in all 
else, it was long, long before it reached that one obdurate 
spot. Oh, Ally> the joy I now feel that it did succeed 
at last, tliat those letters of forgiveness and penitence were 
exchanged before all was over, and that the latest wish he 
expressed was to see you both again." 

She paused in solemn thought for a few moments, then 
in a livelier tone continued, ** And now. Ally, there is 
one more question lingering in those eyes. How could 
Marian ever have married Mr. Dalton, loving Martin 
once?" 

" Oh, no, no, dear Marian, that is not my thought ; 
the moment I heard of your marriage, I was convinced 
you nefwr l«ved Martin — I knew you too well to think 
otherwise — as you truly said, that was at rest for ever : 
I knew that you had mistaken your own feelings in the 
first instance ; but I was thinking," added Ally, hesi- 
tatingly, "how could you have loved Bilr. Dalton 
either .>" 

Marian answered calmly, but m a very low voice, " I 
loved him. Ally, dearer far than I could ever have loved 
Martin ;" then half-smiling at her companion's look of 
undisguised astonishment, she added, "Remember, he 
waseverthekindest and best of friends to me; I had grieved 
him, I was grateful for his forgiveness; I had always 
loved and reverenced him, and with me the two feelings 
are inseparable ; besides," continued she, hastily turning 
off the implied slight to which her own consciousness 
made her more sensitive than Ally, '* you know I was 
at least three years older than Martin, and when we 
both were younger than now, that made me feel very 
superior indeed." 

" Oh, yes," exclaimed the young wife, with a sigh of 
relief, this reasoning seeming completely conclusive to 
her ; than smiling through sweet tears she added, " No 
one would think so now, but Martin too well deserves 
my reverence^ as well as the love that was his always : if 
you only knew his courage, his fortitude in suiTering, his 
gratitude for my poor care, his unbounded love— ^ 

" I know it all, dear Ally," interrupted Marian, as she 
dosed the conference with a kiss, "yon need not say 
another word, one has only to look in jrour happy hot, 
and know it all." 

A few more weeks saw Marian once more a resident in 
her own eottage home ; the village inn, with the rest of 
his &ther^s property now belonged to Martin, by Marian's 
free gift : she would hear of nothing else, declaring she 
had only held it in trust ; but she made it a point with 
Martin that in justice to his iather^s memory, as well as 
for his own sake, the proofs of their reconciliation should 
be made as public as their unhappy difference had been. 
For her own vindication she took no step, nor was it 
needed ; the facts spoke for themselves, they were the 
grateAil Ally's constant theme, and Martin gave his 
silent but more enduring testimony, as he placed over 
the door of the Uttie inn the name it now bears, — " The 
Widow's Return/'— «nddidany one in the village question 



the appellation, or profess ignorance of its meaning, old 
Sandy, true to his allegiance, was always ready with text 
and commentary, " She restored that 47hich she took 
not away. 
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PUBLIC LIBRARIES. 

It is gratifying to observe that, in some respects, the 
Government is working in advance of the people, and is 
quietly doing many useful things without any popular 
pressure, sometimes even in the face of pretty active 
opposition. Thus, they have succeeded in canying into 
effect a system of national education in Ireland, which is 
perhaps destined to do more for the elevation oi the 
Irish people than any other public measure that could 
have been devised. They are also carrying out a system 
of education throughout England, partial and imperfect 
it b true, but still to an extent beyond the demands of 
the people generally. Their Act for the establishment of 
baths and washhouses — ^a measure which, if fully acted 
upon, is eminentiy calculated to increase the sense of 
self-respect among the mass of the people, and to prevent 
the insidious underworkings of epidemical poisons — ^has 
proved to be considerably in advance of the popular re- 
quirements, for it has only been made use of as yet, to a 
very limited extent, in densely crowded localities, where 
it is most needed. The Act for the Removal and Pre- 
vention of Nuisances, and the Public Health Act, both 
exceedingly valuable measures, are yet, to a great extent^ 
a kind of dead letter; and in the face of the ravages of 
cholera and typhus, littie or nothing is done to put 
their provisions in force throughout the country. The 
number of towns that have yet applied to be placed 
under their benefits, is exceedingly limited in number. 
The Act for the establishment of Free Galleries and 
Public Museums for the people is also a dead letter; 
Warrington and Salford alone having, we believe, taken 
any measures to carry its provisions into effect. 

Some active members of the House of Commons have 
it also in contemplation to introduce another measure 
likely to prove of great public benefit if fully carried into 
effect, though we fear it may, like those already named, 
prove to be in advance of the popular demands : we 
mean the establishment of Public Libraries in all large 
towns. A committee on this subject sat during the last 
session, Mr. Ewart acting as Chairman, and the evidence 
which they have taken is now before the public in a 
rather bulky bine book, which we here introduce to the 
notice of our readers. 

It appears that Continental nations, as well as the 
people of the American States, enjoy great advantages afl 
regards Public Libraries freely accessible to all classes. 
Thus, France has 107 Public libraries, containing 
4,000,000 volumes; Belgium 14, containing 538,000 
volumes; the Prussian States 44, containing 2,400,000 
volumes; Austria (with Lombardy and Venice) 48^ 
containing 2,400,000 volumes ; and so on with the other 
Continental states. The United States have already above 
180 similar institutions, containing about 1,290,000 
volumes, for the most part entirely free and open to the 
public. Almost every State has its Public Library, 
supported by a vote of the State Legislature. Contra^ 
these with England, where ahnost the only libraries, 
freely accessible to the people, are the British Museum, 
in London, and Cheetham's Library, in Manchester; 
but neither of which are open in the evenings, — and it 
will be confessed that we have little reason to congra- 
tulate ourselves on our privileges in this respect. 

Many of the Continental and American libraries are 
also lending libraries ; another great pubUc advantage, 
which need scarcely be insisted on. * The libraries of 
Paris are greatiy resorted to by the working classes; 
that of Ste. Genevieve is open in the evenings, and is 
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often crowded hj artisans reading their books. "As 
soon as the doors are opened/' says M. Libri, "all the 
doors are besieged, ail the rooms are occupied, by not 
yery select readers ; they find there a temperature which 
pleases them« and agreeable reading. At Ste. Geneyiere 
they find eTen light gratis, and they instal tbemselTes by 
hnndreds in these libraries, sometimes with bread and 
cheese in their pockets, to avoid being disturbed and ex- 
posing themseWes to Ihe cold by going to breakfast at 
the wine shop." 

M. Guisot» who was also examined, says that " the 
libraries in France are accessible in every way ; they are 
accessible for the purpose of reading, and also for the 
purpose of borrowing books. In a great many of them 
the library is accessible to dvery one who comes to read, 
and the books are lent to every one who is a known person 
in the town, who has some public recommendation, or 
whose name and mode of living are known to the 
librarian." Only the very precious books are not lent out 
of the library. 

M. Guizot attributes the best results to this system. 
He says : " There are two good results. The first is, a 
general regard in the mind of the public for learning, 
for literature, and for books. That complete accessibility 
to the libraries gives to every one, learned or unlearned, a 
general feeling of good-will for learning and for knowledge ; 
and then the second result is, that the means for 
acquiring knowledge are given to those persons who are 
able to employ them. It is, of course, quite impossible 
for a private man to have in his own possession all the 
books he wants. He finds them, however, in the Public 
Libraries with the greatest fisdlity. That has been of 
the greatest use to France, and prodnctive of very good 
results to the general Uteratore of the country." The 
French libraries are supported partly by Parliamentary 
grants, and in the municipal districts their expenses are 
partly defrayed out of the tocal funds of the borough or 
oommnne. 

M. Van de Weyer, the Minister of Legation from 
the Belgian Government, also speaks to the highly 
beneficial effects of the Public Libraries of thtft country 
on the mind and character of the population. He says, 
" Good results will proceed from good tools being put 
in the hands of the people who want to make use of 
them ; the better the tools, the better the character of the 
work. We have experienced that the Public Libraries, 
having been put under the care of literary men, have in- 
creased in the number of good books, and those good books 
have been instrumental in giving a much higher character 
to the publications. I should positively say, on principle, 
that the first-rate books ought to be put in the hands of 
the people, instead of tne inferior publications prepared 
for them. They generally object to books being manu- 
fiftctured for them, and they enjoy and feel the beauties of 
the higher class of literature, I should say, as deeply as 
any literary men." The PubUc Libraries of Belgium, in 
the provinces, are mainly supported out of the funds 
raised by the annual budget of the town ; and they are 
superintended and controlled by Committees of the 
Muoicipal Council. 

The Public Libraries of the United States are exceed- 
ingly numerous, and are increasing more rapidly in 
value and in the number bf volumes added to them, than 
those of any other country. The respective States 
Governments support them liberally by annual grants, 
and private individuals of wealth also contribute both 
books and funds. These libraries are nearly all of them 
open to the public, some as reading, others also as lending 
libraries. The interest in these institutions increases 
yearly. Not only do the States Governments support 
the Public Libraries, but tfiey also vote money for the 
formation ef Academy Libraries, and Common School 
libfaries, for the use of the people at large, for whom 
also a thoroughly eAdent system of elementary education 



is provided. The grants of the State to these libraries is 
generally in proportion to the amounts raised by in- 
dividual contributions. 

The States Libraries, as for instance, that of New York, 
are open during the day and in the evening, and are 
frequented by Urg^ numbers of readers. The College 
Libraries are equally open to the public for the purpose of 
reading and consulting books. The Academy and Common 
School Libraries are ftee and open to the whole public, 
and the books are lent out to be read at home ; and 
nearly all classes in America read, — ^first, because they 
are thoroughly educated at the public schools when 
children, and next, because books are cheap, and libraries 
easily accessible to all classes of the people ; also, doubt- 
less, because the peculiar institutions of the Free States 
stimulate to the cultivation of aU the intellectual powers. 
Mr. Stevens, formerly'Librarian of Yale College, U. S., 
states in his evidence, that the working classes, and 
persons who are engaged in active business through the 
day, are the chief readers in Public Lending Libraries. 
Much of their leisure time is spent in reading. Works 
on physical science, history, biography, and of a superior 
class, are those chiefly read by them ; and when he came 
to England he stated he could not help being struck by 
the " little reading that there is among the labouring 
and business classes" of this country as compared with 
the United States. This is succinctly explained in the 
evidence given by Mr. George Dawson, wherein he says : 
" The quantity of people who cannot read and write in 
this country is a very great hindrance to the demand for 
books. We have eight nuttiont who cannot write yet." 
Mr. Edwards, one of the officers of the British Museum, 
also points to the same defect of elementary education. 
" In addition," he says, " to the positive want of school- 
ing on the part of large numbers of the population who 
are now growing up, those who do get some partial educa- 
tion, habitually neglect to improve what they get, from 
the want of cultivating a taste for reading. Unless good 
books are made accessible to the people, this is very 
likely to continue to be a cause — even where education, by 
Sunday schools, and other efforta of that kind, have been 
brought within the reach of a considerable number of 
the population — why the good effects of education have 
not been continued in after life." 

The establishment of Public Lending Libraries through- 
out England, would, in our opinion, be a measure of 
great public utility, next in value to the establishment of 
an efficient system of popular elementary instruction. It 
would afford facilities to the rising generation for carrying 
on that education which may have been commenced in 
their youth; but which, for want of sufficient oppor- 
tunities of reading good books, they run so much risk of 
forgetting. It wocdd enable them to carry on their own 
instruction in adult years. We like the idea too, of a 
working man being enabled to carry home an interesting 
book to his fire-side, and reading it there for his own 
instruction, as well as for that, it may be, of his wife and 
fiimily. Reading-rooms, as in the United States, might 
also form part of such institutions, where young men 
might profitably spend their spare time in the eveningSf^-* 
how much more delightfully and advantageously than in 
the public-house, we need not say. 

To any one studying some special branch of study- 
say mathematics, mechanics, or any department of 
science — such libraries would be of great value. The 
generality of men cannot afford to buy the best books on 
such subjects : they are altogether beyond their reach. 
Works on design, which are generally expensive, might 
well form part of such public libraries in those districts 
where the art of design is required in manufactures. 
Who knows but that the superiority of the Frendi 
artisan in all the arts connected with design, may be in 
a great measure owing to the superior opportunities he 
has of cuMviting his taste in the Public libraries of 
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Fniice? And England, as a manufacturing country, 
cannot now alTord to be behind the world in this respect. 

In the more rural districts, where more light is cer- 
tainly needed, good libraries of agricultural works, such 
as the farmers 6f Scotland have provided for themselves 
in most districts, might be established with immense 
advantage. The most recent works on emigration would 
also be found highly valuable, as giving the best informa- 
tion on a subject at present of so much interest to the 
industrious classes of all ranks. Sound, healthy books 
on all subjects might have a place in such depositories, 
displacing those frivolous and unprincipled books which 
have now by far too extensive a drcidation, but which 
cease to be read so soon as literature of a higher class is 
placed within reach of the people. Men might thus be 
taught many lessons which concern their material, as well 
as their moral and religious welfare. The cleanliness and 
ventilation of their dwellings, habits of proridence, of 
temperance, a taste for something better than mere animal 
enjoyment, might be gradually instilled into the mass 
through the instrumentality of well-chosen books. 

We need scarcely say of how great advantage Public 
Libraries would be to men of letters, to the writers of 
books, to the editors of newspapers. At present, writers 
have to exhaust their means in buying books before they 
can sit down to compose any great work. We find 
Gibbon complaining, that, in his time, the greatest city 
in the world was destitute of that useful institution, a 
Public Library ; and that " the writer who had under- 
taken to treat any large historical subject, was reduced to 
the necessity of purchasing for his private use a numerous 
and valuable collection of the books which must form the 
basis of his work." Even within the last half century, 
Graham, the hbtorian of North America, removed from 
London to Gottingen, for the sole purpose of availing 
himself of a well-stored and freely accessible Public 
Library. 

The Committee truly observe in their Report, that 
" our present inferior position in this respect, is unwor- 
thy of the power, the liberality, and the literature of the 
country," and they "feel convinced that the people of a 
country like our own — abounding in capital, in energy, 
and in an honest desire, not only to initiate, but to imitate, 
whatsoever is good and use&l — will not long linger 
behind the people of other countries in the acquisition of 
inch valuable institutions as freely accessible Public 
Libraries." 



THE HIDDEN RING. 
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Tim," spoke the little old thin-faced tailor, as he 
removed his spectacles with his right hand, and laid his 
left gently on the sleeve-board across his knee, " just run 
to Martha Cadwallader's, and get me two skeins of 
whitey-brown thread, for Bump the ooachman said, the 
squire wants these gaiters, and must have 'em. Of 
course, of course, it being agin a law in nat'r for sich as 
squires to wait." 

" Howsomever don't say so to Martha, Tim," added 
a little old woman, who, hi and round as an October 
tun, was no other than the tailor's wife, " for she's a long, 
ay and a taking tongue up at the hall ! And just too, 
beside the thread, bring half a pound of dips and a pound 
of moist sugar, which yon mustn't put your finger in, 
nor break the candles." 

Tim, a queer shambling nondescript lad of about 
sixteen, scrambled ofi* the board at this bidding, not, how- 
ever, without upsetting, as he did so, both shears and 
goose, and had received the necessary half-pence firom his 
mistress, when the old tailor added, " don't foi^get a note 
or two of the gamut as you run along. It's better than 
imitating Podd's cat or the doctor^s dog. Do you bear?" 



" And recollect about your finger in the sugar," chimed 
in the cheerful little round woman. 

" Yes, Sir, yes, mum," answered Tim, in one breath, 
as he latched the door. But no sooner had he passed 
into the village street, than, the old tailor's injunctions 
quite forgotten, he commenced his ordinary recreation, by 
peeping over every blind and half-shuttered window, 
pinching every stray cat's tail, pulling the bright rubbed 
handle of the doctor's gate bell, and by howling dis- 
mally through the spacious front door key-holes of such 
unmusical parishioners as waged war against his master 
in the matter of parochial psalmody. At length, after 
this full measure of disobedience against the solfa-ing 
injunction, he passed through Martha Cadwidlader's 
gurden wicket into the half kitchen, half shop. After 
waiting a moment to ascertain the immediate state of 
Miss Cadwallader^s domestic affairs, he rapped the pence, 
intrusted to him, pretty lustily on the top of the old 
counter; for this antique, red-nosed spinster of supposed 
genteel connexions, and owner of known deposits in 
certain country banks, was cosily enjoying herself before 
the great wood fire in the kitchen grate, on the other side 
of the counter ; a little round table being nicely spread 
before her. On this stood a suspicious dish, and on the 
warm hob something still more mysterious, and beside it 
a very comfortable mug of ale, just beginning to be 
richly white upon the top. Now, it was much whispered 
in the village that Miss CadwaUader enjoyed, through 
the agency of Bump, the coachman, the monopoly of 
divers stray tid-bits firom the squire's Itfder; that is to 
say, the tenth of a tongue, the tithe of a pheasant, or 
the third of a sponge-cake; or any other little delicacy 
in season. And the larger third of a very transparent 
red jelly, standing in a rich china plate, looked very 
suspicious on this occasion. 

By the time the tailor's apprentice had chinked his 
half-pence once or twice upon the counter. Miss Cad- 
walhhder condescended to look round (she was perfectly 
aware who it was) and say, " wait a moment," and there- 
fore whilst behind the barricade of the Iwge loaf, the 
drinking kom, and salt-cellar, she finished the remnants 
of a delicate little entremets warm upon the Squire's 
plate that very afternoon, Tim had time to survey 
the counter and window. Now, Miss CadwaUader, 
beside being the sole grocer, draper, druggist, flour-dealer, 
hatter, and bookseller, of this remote western English 
village, was also post-mistress ; and in this latter office ruled 
and made laws both parochially and extraparocfaially, in the 
fi^e-and-easy sort of way, usually supposed to be alone pe- 
culiar to kings rulingby the virtue of dirine right. One kw 
alone was fundamental and unabrogatable in this code of 
CadwaUader, namely, that "the squire must have ki$ 
letters." lliereforo whilst the firagmentary tid*bit was 
being gobbled, Tim had time to survey both window and 
counter; to number the red-herrings, the baUs of 
string, the papered-up hats, the eggs, and the brushes ; 
to long for the liquorice and bulls' -eyes in the glass- 
bottles; to mentaUy weigh the amount of cheese, butter, 
and bacon; to carry his eye along the geometrical lines of 
the crossed pipes; to speculate upon the contents of 
divers packets of tea, starch, and black-lead, in the win- 
dow, and of divers little paper funnels on the counter, 
containing half-penny-worths of tobacco, half ounces of 
tea, quarters of sugar, and ounces of coffee, lately weighed 
by her own hand, and so delicately adjusted in price to 
the ignorance, necessity, or needs of her rustic customers, 
as to bring in about two hundred per cent., not to her 
Majesty's Exchequer, but to her own. At length Tim's 
eye arriring graduaUy at the low desk on the counter, it 
spied two or three letters, the superscriptions on wUch 
he was just mastering, when Miss Quiwallader, sus- 
pending her gastronomic delight over Mr. Bump's offer- 
ing, approached the counter. Catching Tim's eye upon 
the superscription of the letters, she interrupted his curi- 
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otatj, by throwing down the half-pound of sugar before 
him, and demanding the money. Bat Tim had had 
other instruction from his master besides that of solfo-ing, 
and he now out with it, for he had no fear of the post- 
mistress. 

"Lord, mum, here's the blissed curate's letter ; just the 
Yery one, I daresay, as Absalom Podd has often said 
Mr. Longnor has been looking out for this half year like." 

" Parish boys," spoke Miss Cadwalloder, with much 
wrath, " should mind their own business. As for the 
letter, the parson will get it soon enough in the morning, 
I dare say. The girl's sure to be in tibe tillage ; for it's 
tea and coffee, candles and soap ; and yet nothing but 
book, book. Four pounds eleven and ten pence three 
iarthings down already, and no more sign of the money 
than o' me riding in a coach and six, and giving such 
credit." 

" Well, missis," still outspoke Tim, with a courage 
that did his good and honest nature justice, " master 
always says, the curate woiddn't wrong a cretur of a 
button or a needleful of thread; and as this may be the 
letter the poor gentleman has been expecting so long, 
just let me run down the lane wi' it. I'll come and give 
your sty a sweep, or the weeds a pull. You know I 
wiU." 

fiut whether it was, or not, that Miss Cadwallader 
had not as yet tasted the creamed jug npon the hob, I 
know not, for she was inexorable, thrust forward the 
candles, sugar, and thread, counted the halfpence, said 
something of speaking to the squire about impudent 
apprentice-boys, and pointed to the door. 

Tim reluctantly withdrew. Before, however, he had 
well passed out of the garden wickei;, he was called back, 
the letter thrust into hU hand, with strict injunctions as 
to its being delivered immediately ; for having fallen once 
into serious difficulties with the post-office authorities. 
Miss Cadwallader (like the before-mentioned law-givers) 
was sufficiently politic to go as far as she dared in her 
self-constituted code, but yet to lay it aside the moment 
there was the smallest appearance of danger. Tim's 
only answer was as impudent as it well could be. " Yes 
missis, it shall go as quick to the curate's as you'd carry 
it to the squire's ;'.' and without further word, the tailor's 
apprentice ran up the street, wholly innocent this time 
of his peculiar twilight recreation of knocking, pinching, 
or peeping, and without pausing an instant, he burst into 
the tailor's kitchen, in such an unusual and wild way, as 
to make both master, mistress, and Leah, the little maid, 
look towards him • with eager amazement ; particularly 
when he held up the letter with a sort of triumphal wave 
above his head, and exclaimed, " frightened Cadwal- 
lader a bit, I think mum and sir, and got ihii." So 
saying he gave the letter to his maater, who, having left 
the board during Tim's absence, was now sitting in his 
arm-chair beside the fire. The curiosity was intense, for 
the old dame, who was knitting, and little Leah, who was 
laying the cloth for supper, were soon peeping over the 
tailor's shoulder to see the letter, and when they saw it 
was large and had a great seal, and that now the good old 
soul, the tailor, having duly examined the superscription, 
rose to fetch his coat and hat, in order to carry it him- 
self, the curiosity of mistress, apprentice, and httle maid, 
had passed all reasonable bounds. 

Taking it carefully in his hand, and bidding Tim put 
by work for the night, and get his supper with Leah and 
his mistress, the old man set out upon his walk, after 
adding that none were to sit up for him beyond the ordi- 
nary time of retiring to rest. Soon leaving the village- 
street he entered a green lane, which, slightly descend- 
ing, was overhung with wide bushy hedge-rows, so 
gunished here and there with old forest trees as meet- 
ing from either side, formed one bosky canopy, which 
quite shut out the rich soft twilight of this summer's 
eve. In no great while these hedge-rows merged into a 



tract of country which had once formed a portion of a 
wide extent of wild forest land, and the green sward of 
the hedge-rows into the rich turf peculiar to sylvan and 
untrodden solitudes. At a stone's throw from where this 
lane terminated, and where began the ^cent into the 
more primeval forest land, ran a brook, crossed by a nar- 
row ford. On this side of it lay, on either hand, a primi- 
tive church and chiirch-yard, and a low, thatched, ram- 
bling cottage, called the " Parsonage," whose garden, 
rich in flowers and beehives, stretched far away beside 
the brawling brook. Little more than the forest-turf lay 
in front of the cottage, and knowing, by the sign of light 
in two of the casements, that Mr. Longnor was at home, 
the tailor gently rapped al^ the door, and at once lifting 
the latch entered a room, half parlour half kitchen, for 
it had the adornments of the' one, and the homeliness of 
the other. Crossing to the glowing, cheerful fire-plaoe 
(for in far-away country places such as this, where wood 
abounds, the nightly fire is rarely ever missed), and 
looking round the snugness of an old leather screen, 
drawn up to one comer of the fire-place, the good old 
tailor bowed thrice, as if before a potentate, and laid 
the letter in silence upon Mr. Longnor's old quaintly 
carved desk. Thus aroused, the abstract curate looked up 
with a quiet smile,and whilst he said, "Well I this is kind, 
Northwood," broke the seal with hands as tremulous as if 
they had received a galvanic shock. And well they might, 
for there dropped from it, whilst he read, a £b Bank of 
England note ; and the matter, though terse, was of such 
great meaning and interest as to make Mr. Longnor, the 
instant he had read it, rise, cross the kitchen, and tapping 
at a little door, say, " Dora, if yet awake, rise quickly 
and come here, as good old Northwood has brought us a 
letter, and there is news." He then came back to the 
fire-place, and grasped the tailor's honest hand : " It is 
not of my book," he said, with a weary sigh, which told 
painfully of months of expectancy and disappointment, 
" but news that is certainly flattering. The Society for 
the Advancement of British Science, requiring some 
geological verifications relative to a district in France, 
offer me, in this letter, the necessary mission, at a hand- 
some remuneration." 

" And just the very thing for you to accept, if I may 
be so bold as to give an opinion," spoke the good tailor, 
with his heart in his voice ; " for such as care for yon, 
Mr. Longnor, have noticed your pale face this many a 
week ; and as for Miss Dora, not a rough wind-i>f heaven 
shall blow on her, if I or my dame, or Tim, or Leah, 
our little maid, or the good souls at the Barley Mow, 
can help it. So that mustn't be a hindrance. Sir— indeed 
it mustn't." 

The curate did not answer, foe he had again risen, as 
if impatient, and had already approached the door at 
which he had previously rapped, when it opened, and a 
young girl appeared. Her dress, though hastily put on, 
and loosely arranged, was exquisite in its bccomingness; 
and as she stepped out, with naked feet, it fell round her 
in such folds as a statuary might have chiselled. Already 
aware that the good old tailor had brought a letter, she 
hastened with tearful earnestness to a hassock beside the 
fire, and Ustened whilst her father read; and as she sat 
thus bending, her upturned face was such a one as comes 
not often to charm our innate sense of what is pure, and 
beautiful, and good ; for it expressed childishness, love, 
hope, truth, and yet the grander qualities of intelligenoe 
and resolve. Hers was a small, frail, girlish figure, too; 
a bud rather than a flower ; for whikt her small fair 
arms were finely rounded, her naked feet all plump and 
dimpled, her remarkable and glorious ebon-coloured hair 
so profuse as to fall far below the boddice of her little frock, 
yet her tiny hands, her little waist, her whole fragility, 
told of few, few years, on this dear gentle mother-earth 
of ours. No wonder is it, that sculpture is the grandest 
of artistic capabilities, when it has the attribute of repre- 
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sentin; forms like these; and freeing form from sense, 
and grace from mere mortality, so raises as, and lifts 
OS yet, a little nearer, and a little nearer heaven, by 
yielding to oar sight what, we well fancy, may be some 
likeness to its angels ! 

The curate read, and when he had finished, he dropped 
the letter from his hand, as if irresolnte. Bat Dora 
intuitively knowing the secret of this irresolation, came 
to his side, and woand her little arms at once about his 
neck. 

" If you love me, papa," she said earnestly, " you 
Will go. It is the fullest summer-time, and every one 
will be good to me, I am sure ; and isn't old Absalom Podd 
almost as tender to me as yourself, and isn't dear old 
Northwood here like a second father, and is there not 
besides these, Tim and Rath, and Leah, and Lucy 
Gray across Clun Forest, and Brindle and Ned, and the 
bees and flowers ! Think a minute of it, dearest papa, 
and you will find I shall be amused. You must go; 
indeed you must, if only for your health!" 

So Dora talked, the old tailor persuaded, the curate 
listened, and at last consented. Upon again referring 
to the letter, it was found by its post-mark to have 
been a full day in the custody of Miss Cadwallader; 
the time given for preparation and reaching London 
being thus lessened to the following evening, when, if Mr. 
Longnor undertook the journey at all, he must reach 
the nearest high-road and travel by that night's western 
mail. This important step thus decided upon, and its 
Otherwise great obstacle removed by the £b Bank of 
England note enclosed within the letter, immediate 
preparations had to be commenced. Thus there was a 
long message to be delivered, the first thing in the morn- 
ing, to Absalom Podd, the landlord of the village inn, 
the Barley Mow; then a letter to write, for Northwood 
to send, by the special hand of Tim, to the curate of a 
neighbouring village, asking him to do doty onoe a fort- 
night during Mr. Longnor's absence ; and lastly, this 
fine soul stepped gently across the kitchen to the dock, 
brought from a peg beside it his sole black coat, and 
placed it in the tailor's hand. 

" If you black the seams a bit, Northwood, and dam 
the cuffs, and put on new buttons, it '11 do, I think, 
bravely," he said with much cheerfalness ; " and when I 
come back there'll be a new coat, and whaf s more, a 
frock for baby Dora here (in love he often called her so), 
for you see 
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Yes, yes," quickly interrupted the*old tailor, in a 
voice so tremulous, so quick, and yet so hearty, that one 
less abstracted than the curate, would have noticed it ; 
" the seams shall be quite black. Sir, the cuffs all right, 
the buttons new, and the best shall be done with thread 
And needle, and all in time." Thus saying, and taking 
the old black coat upon his arm, the good tailor with- 
drew in much precipitation, under the sudden pretext 
that the hour was late. 

Once alone, this fine noble soul, wasted, and wan, and 
ascetic, and past middle life, sunk into his old worn 
chair beside the fire, and Dora drew her little hassock to 
his feet. Thus father and child sat talking long and far 
into the night ; talking in such a way as to make it, as 
it were, a pity for so much sense, persuasion, absence of 
self and self-consideration, to die, unheard by other ears, 
upon the stillness of the night ; for I believe, as fully as I 
believe in the great predominance of good over evil, that 
if communions such as these could be set down by 
recording pens at half their worth, the very words of 
man himself would testify to the divineness of my 
tteed. 

" I must have had some powerful friend in this 
business, my Dora," spoke this fine nature, wholly 
unconscious that his splendid acquirements, both as a 
geologist, especially in relation to this Silurian district, 
■ad aa a adentific man^ were well known« ''and I caa 



(_ 



think of no other than Mr. Riddle. His name does not 
appear, but his is the friendly hand." 

" It is certainly no other, papa," replied Dora; "for 
we live in this far-away place, and can be known but 
to few." 

" But when we have one grand, one large-souled friend, 
my dear one, like Walter lUddle, think how many small, 
narrow-minded ones it stands in place of. Yes, he has 
both a splendid mind, and a noble soul to bear it com- 
pany ; and though I am the poorest curate amidst these 
far-away hills, I often think myself the very ridiest, 
simply in kndWing a man so splendid and so just." 

*' And I, papa," said Dora, " fancy often I know as 
much about him as if I had seen him every day, though 
I have not since I was five years old, and now in three 
weeks, I shall be fifteen. But we talk mueh about him, 
and this makes him familiar to me, though I remember 
little more than that he was tall and grave, and what now 
I should call stem." 

" But he remembers you, Dora, well. As 1 have often 
told you, he talked repeatedly of you when I was at 
Broadwood last year; indeed so often as to take an 
interest in you, like, as if you were, his own child. He 
spoke admiringly of your simple, pure, child's life amidst 
these lonely hiUs, of my scholarly rearing of you, of 
your proficiency, and often asked if your beauty in 
any way fulfilled the promise of your babyhood. I said 
I scarcely knew, though you were good and kind, and 
eager to be taught ; for the rest I added, he himself shall 
paint the picture when he comeB to see us, which he 
promised to do. And I count of your seeing him face 
to face, my dear one; for if you are yet too young to 
fiiUy comprehend his genius, you will recollect, that he 
has been my pupil, that his friendship is dear to me, 
and that you will regard him, reverence him, and I may 
almost say, obey his scholarly advice, for my sake." 

" I am snre I shall, papa; your words are always 
kws." 

As she thus aniwered the curate paused, forHie drardi 
clock striking two hours past midnight, he, after a 
few further words about the morrow, embraced her ten- 
derly, and dismissed her to her chamber. Thus separated, 
young Dora did not see the tears which fell, nor the chill 
sorrow which strangely crept over this dear fiither ; nor, 
fortunately, did he see his child's assumed cheerflilness 
melt into bitterest grief, as she crouched down at the 
foot of her little l>ed and thought of the morrow. But 
by-andJby, when the long wick of the candle had assumed 
the mushroom top it does when long unsnufTed, she 
trimmed it, gently rose (for by this time her father had 
entered his own chamber), and opened a little paper- 
covered box which stood in one comer of the room. 
Small as it was, it contained almost her whole wardrobe; 
and after due search therein she brought, carefiilly folded 
up, from the bottom, a little white frock, which might have 
been worn by a child of four or five years' old. It was 
a precious relic, for it was one her dead mother had 
arrayed her in newly, on the occasion of some little 
childish festival ; and it had been laid by with tender 
reverence, only to serve some purpose as sacred as it was 
now to serve. For reaching her work-bag, bringing the 
little round table to the bed's foot, and producing two or 
three poor tattered shirts from an old drawer, she dived 
the sdssors deep, without hesitation, into the sacred gar- 
ment, cut fnlls to make these poor rags more passable^ 
and as the night wore on, as the candle burnt lower and 
lower, as the lonely charch-clock tolled the hours, as the 
scattered forest boughs soughed gently to and fro, as the 
clear mountain brook rippled, and rippled on, a sweet 
serenity soothed her guileless and most loving heart, and 
made the task as dear and light a one, as any yet recorded 
of fair ministering spirits. 

Another task of the same sort was proceeding ebe* 
where; for« as ■oon m he had ktchad the panonage door. 
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old Noithwood tnclced the coat under his arm, and 
hastened his pace into a run, till breathlessly he stood 
an instant beneath his cottage eaves. Unlatching 
this door (for in these primitive parts of England, the 
house-door is rarely locked even through the night), and 
entering with a gentle footfall, that would not have dis- 
turbed the lightest sleeper, he found, as he expected, that 
the whole of his little household had retired to rest, but 
the fire, carefdlly plied with fuel, burnt cheerfully in the 
wide old-fashioned grate. Rousing it into a still warmer 
glow, he lighted a candle, fSstched a bit of supper from 
the pantry, and when oaten, replaced the plate with his 
well-worn bible, put on his spectacles, and sat reverently 
down. The book on this night, as if it had power to point 
out its own lesson, opened at the fifth chapter of St. 
Matthew, where the Divine Sermon on the Mount glorifies 
with its sublime morality the sacred page. And so he 
read, as it were, by intuition, " Blessed are the merdfbl, 
fbr they shall obtain mercy;" and so having read, he 
resolved, whilst he paused a moment, to follow out the 
promptings of his heart. And so resolved, he read on ; 
and &om this to a newer chapter and a newer verse, 
" That when thou doest alms let not thy left hand know 
what thy right hand doeth, that thy alms may be in 
secret." Thus with this resolution, and the manner of 
its accomplishment fixed in his mind, he reverently 
paused when he had ended, and prepared himself, his 
candle, his board for a night's work, took a quaint key 
from his pocket, and unlocked an old buffet, took a 
small roll of cloth therefrom, though of the finest 
texture and the deepest black, took shears and cut a 
ooat the pattern of the one he had brought to mend, and 
then mounting his well-worn board, plied with earnest, 
steady fingers, the swiftest needle which ever served in 
any honest worthy work. And thus the hours went on, 
work, work, work, work; and yet no weariness, for it 
was holy service. 

Beyond some few directions to honest Podd, the worthy 
landlord of the Barley Mow, there was little for Mr. 
Longnor to do ; for merely saying, " I place Dora in your 
charge, and all besides," was just the same as if the 
trust wore minutely detailed in the lengthiest scroll of 
parchment, and sealed with the binding seal of priest or 
king. But quite resolutely, and with womanly decision, 
Dora at once negatived Fodd's proposition, that she 
shonld take up her abode wholly at the Barley Mow ; and 
as the barest thought of quitting home, the dear house- 
hold home, seemed to give her pain, her father soon con- 
sented. But full allowance was given to Podd to come 
and work in the garden, for Tim to run errands and milk 
Brindle, and for Ruth to lay aside her service in the 
little bar of the Barley Mow every evening by nine 
o'clock, for the purpose of sleeping at the parsonage. 
"Well, well," mumbled Podd, "I'm only to work in 
the garden, and see to the meadow and orchard, am I ? 
but I'll make Dora, na'ertheless, the best guarded flower 
in the country, for a-dear her beauty be a touching 
thing." Thus mumbling, of which he had a great habit, 
Mr. Podd withdrew, promising to be at the church-yard 
gate with his old-fashioned gig at the very stroke of eight 
that eve. 

Something like honest Northwood, Podd was full of 
weighty thought as he ascended to the village, and imme- 
diately sadd^ng and mounting his old grey mare, he 
proceeded to an adjacent vilUge, and finding up an 
honest pedlar, who occasionally dwelt there, commissioned 
him to come and purchase the very best beaver hat in 
Miss Cadwallader's shop, as if some fitf-away gentle- 
■lan had given him the job, and after that to bring it up 
•I onoe to the Barley Mow. Then hastening homeward, 
ha unlocked a ponderous oak bureau, took firom thence 
four Hcrfland shirts of curious fineness, only used on high 
days and hofldays, and doing them carefully up in a sUk 
pocket-handkerchief, laid the parcel ready in the bar. 



and then set about making his old-fashioned gig as trim 
and as snug as possible, and in providing it wtth a due 
number of warm caped coats tor the journey. 

This eventful day wore quickly away both with the 
curate and Dora ; for the one bad many papers to get 
ready and arrange, and the other a hundred labours of 
love to perform, to wash, and iron, and set in order the 
two poor shirts ptied by such angel fingers. 

After the evening^s refreshment of tea, Mr. Longnor 
rose and said, " As neither Podd nor Northwood are yet 
come, my Dora, we wiQ go a little walk ;" and knowing 
what he meant, she followed him with reverend feet. 
They passed into the shadowed garden together ; from 
thence across the mossied road-way, into the grey and still 
churchyard. The sun was sinking, and thus threw kmg 
strips of golden glory oyer many graves ; making in the 
splendour of their decking, no difference between moss and 
stone, poor peasant resting-place, or dust of wealth and 
birth; for in the embrace of beauty, one law of pure 
equality alone is ruling potentate. So on tbe lowliest, 
though sunniest grave, niched in the very quaintest and 
most ivied buttress of the old grey walls, they knelt 
together long in silence, for the hearts of both were over 
fuU for words. At last, however, the curate said, " The 
sweetest spirit of thy mother watch over thee in my 
absence, Dora, and guard thee, dear one, and keep thee 
safe, as the most precious thing I hold in life." 

" I shall be safe, I shall be safe," sobbed Dora; 
" nothing can harm me, nothing can change me I God 
above, and my mother's dust so near, what harm can 
come ?" She said this with a light heart, and rose; fbr 
the welcome richness of the sinking sun, the trickling 
and the babbling of the water, the garniture of the forest 
boughs, the scent of the ferny woodlands and the garden 
flowers, all served to calm their grief, and shed a balmy 
influence on their souls. As they passed through the 
mossied churchyard gate, the curate produced a key ftt>m 
his waistcoat pocket : " This must be yours, my Dora," 
he said, as he placed the key into the half-upraised, half* 
closed hands of the weeping girl, " for it belongs to the 
drawers so long kept locked. When I am gone, this night 
I wish it, as hallowing your lonely home, with all that is 
unperished of the beautiful, the pore, the good, unlock 
these drawers, and look on what has remained untouched 
since the day she died. And seeing, take what is there 
and make them yours ; her bridal gown and all, for her 
sweet sake." Thus speaking, they entered the house. 
Here they beheld Podd and the tailor, both so excessively 
happy and merry, that, though the cause was concealed, 
their cheerfulness gave Mr. Longnor spirits at once. 
And rightly they laughed, for Northwood had done so 
astonishing a job as to fully hide every white seam, make 
the cuffs glossy, and the buttons firm ; and Podd had 
carefully strapped up the little portmanteau, and brought 
it to the door. How kind was this ! The new hat could 
not so well escape detection ; but the instant it was dis- 
covered by Dora, worthy Absalom made such a sudden 
grumbling about its being late, and that that nighf s mail 
would be certainly lost, that nothing more could be said 
or done than to put the little portmanteau into the gig, 
for this fine soul and good soul to bless, and tear himself 
away from, his passionately weeping child, and wave his 
hand with mute significance to the old tailor, so bent and 
downward faced, as more to conjecture this fiarewell, than 
to see it. 

The young girl watched the gig till out of sight, and 
then returned to the solitary house, and closed the door. 
The old tailor respected her feelings too much to trespass 
on this desire for privacy, and so took his way home. 
But, by-and-by, Dora's passionate grief lessened, and 
remembering her father's last injunction, " as she loved 
him, to be cheerful," she closed the rustic shutters, put 
more wood on the fire, drew the comfortable chair and 
little green baize-covered table near, laved her hoe and 
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hands, smoothed her beautiful and abundant tresses, and 
then brought the candle to the drawers so long untouched. 

These stood in a recess beside the fire-place, and 
beneath a shelf consecrated by some of her father's rarest 
books — ^thus were the sacred things of the dead and living 
in close companionship. The locks were very full of dust ; 
but after slight difficulty, the first drawer was opened, 
just covered and put as hands long perished had laid 
them — ^gown and scarf, petticoat and shawl. The first 
thing, idmost, which attracted her attention, was a small 
white gown; a girlish simple thing, almost fitted for 
herself. An irresistible impulse came over her to put it 
on, and so coming and setting down the candle upon the 
little table before the fire, she unfastened her humble 
frock, and robed herself in its trim, simple nicety — 
short sleeves, low boddioe, without one single ornament 
upon them. It was — and yet scarcely seemed too large. 
One half hour's labour with the needle, a wash in the 
limpid running brook, ten minutes on the fullest rose- 
tree of the glorious June, and it would be fitted to serve 
again, what it had once served, a bridal. As she stood 
thus, it only fastened on in negligent disorder, never had 
the old distant mirror, on which the fire-light stole, 
reflected back a simpler, purer, more perfect little human 
creature, the whole weedUi of whose passionately loving 
heart lived in those glad large eyes, as they travelled up 
from hem to sleeve, from boddice back to hem again! 
She stood as pure a thing as opening bud to its first 
morning sun! 

Thus, as she stood, half mournfully — ^half gladly, 
thinking of a hundred things which yet Unked her to her 
dead mother, some hand knocked several times upon the 
porch door. It could not be Ruth, who could not come 
till ten on this night of Podd's absence — it could not be 
Northwood or Tim — it was, perhaps, some one of the 
distant parishioners ignorant, as yet, of Mr. Longnor's 
departure, or a traveller, asking the way ; — ^without hesi- 
tation she crossed the kitchen, opened tke door full wide, 
and a stranger, a tall, dark, stem-faced man, of middle 
age, stood before her. She stood, though thus in the 
doorway, in the full glow of the strong light which shone 
from the warm hearth, quite irresolute and speechless, 
looking up into his remarkable face. He was a stranger, 
but not a beggar or traveller — she knew not what to say. 
At last he stooped down, and, in a low voice, said, — ^hb 
intense gaze never once T'^moved from ofi* her hce, her 
girlish figure, her wonderfully becoming little gown ; 

" Dora Longnor ? " 

"Yes sir;" and as she said so, she dropped a little 
curtsey ; lowly, so very lowly, as if he were the greatest 
of the earth. 

" And I, Walter Riddle ;" and as he spoke he took 
her very little hand within his large one, and came within 
the kitchen and closed the door. As if expecting to 
see the curate, he came at once to the fire place, and 
looked round the screen, — '* And your father," he asked, 
in a voice of surprise. 

"Gone, Sir, this very evening. We thought you 
knew." She spoke tremulously, for the intense gaze had 
never been once removed. 

He sat down at once in her father's old study chair, 
still looking upon her so fixedly, and said, " Tell me !" 

In her own artless way, stiU standing, though shroud- 
ing her arms together as if to hide their roundness, she 
told Mr. Riddle of the whole circumstance of her finther's 
absence. 

He seemed surprised. "I mentioned him to the 
Association some months ago," he said, " as a capa- 
ble person, in case the verifications respecting Auvergne 
and the Puy de Dome wore needed. At that time they 
said they had a candidate of their own, if one were 
wanted. I had thus quite forgotten the circumstances, 
though seemingly so well remembered by themselves." 

This enquiry ended, he began immediately to talk to 
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Dora about herself; she still standing artlessly with her 
arms bent down before her. 

And why this gown, Dora, is it a holiday ?" 
My mother's bridal gown. Sir," and thinking of her, 
she burst into tears. Riddle drew her to his side ; and, 
as if at her father's knees, she sat down upon the little 
hassock. Presently she told him of the scene that 
evening by the grave, of the dusty locks, of the drawers, 
of this, her mother's bridal gown ; ho listened intently, 
the whole tale was done, and her tears were dry. 

" And you had never put it on before, only thus as I 
came ? " 

" I had never even seen it. An hour since, and it lay 
where the dead had put it, and the very flowers and pins, 
of my poor mother's marriage-day, still within." The 
large hand trembled ; the small hand felt the vibration, i 

For many minutes the stern man sat silent ; then he 
suddenly began to talk about her studies, bid her fetch 
her father's Schiller from its shelf, and taking a short, 
full-bowled little pipe from his pocket, which he called his 
"Churchwarden," lighted it, and bid her read to him. 
She brought the book, sat down again upon the hassock 
at his feet, he smoked, occasion^y corrected her, or 
praised, but never once removed his gaze from off her hce. 

In this new relation of scholar and master, all other 
than a modest fear left the girl ; and sitting thus, all the 
unconscious purity of her nature outshone, and for the 
full confidence between them, they might have been 
reading this immortal poetry together for an age ! 

And thus they sat together ; Mr. Churchwarden having 
his old, black, smoky cavify replenished, several times, 
before this long lesson in Schiller was over. At length, 
some minutes after the book was closed, Mr. Riddle rose 
to go, which, as he did, a large shaggy hound crawled out 
from beneath one of the chairs, where it had been resting. 
Dora rose, too, from off the hassock, and brought the 
empty churchwarden from the hob, on which it lay 
forgotten, and with it the cahdle, towards the door. As he 
took his little short thick Dutchman from her hand, and 
held that little hand within his own, he stooped a 
moment involuntarily, as if to kiss her ; then, as if sud- 
denly impelled by a more sacred and holy feeling, he 
merely pressed this little hand with kindly fervour, 
bowed low before her, as if in homage of her purity and 
unconscious trust, and saying that he should be there 
again in the morning, as he had already bespoken a 
lodging at the Barley Mow, he latched the door, and 
stepped out upon the fresh and balmy night. 

With a light glad heart, proud of her master and the 
nighf s lesson, Dora went back to look anew at the Schiller, 
but it was gone. Yet scarcely she needed a book ; there 
was so much on this night to think about, to wonder at, 
to reverence, that there she sat, still in the same posture 
still in the long-past bridal dress, still as an early prim- 
rose opening to the sun, when Ruth, escorted by, and 
long lingering with, a village beau, rapped lightly at the 
door. 

Till then, upon the broad, low, ancient churchyard 
wall, leaned a man ; till then, a shaggy hound lay sUent 
at his feet ; till then, was innocence and goodness surely 
guarded, and only some half hour after, did the Barley 
Mow receive its new-come guest. 

(To be eoniinued in our next.) 



fiuticti of fidD WiOxU. 

Howard: the PhUanthropitt,* 

To John Howard with infinitely more truth than 
to the elder Mirabeau, may be applied the epithst 
which that stem fether arrogated to himself, of the 

*John Howard and the Priaon World of Europe, hy Hqiworth 
Dizon. Jackson and Walford, 18I9< 
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friend of man. He was a philanthropist in the most 
exalted sense. He was not like many who hiazon their 
deeds, and sound them ahroad, trusting to echo to repeat 
them. He sought no honours, did not push himself 
into — ^but silently, and almost stealthily risited — the homes 
of suffering and want, the scenes of misery and corrup* 
tion, of pestilence, plague, and crime. His life is a 
record of unsullied virtue, a story of good deeds, and 
Mr. Dixon has done an act of justice to Howard, of 
benefit to the public, and of honour to himself, by thus 
painting the varied scenes of his career, at once with 
vigour and fidelity. 

The exact place and date of Howard's birth are un- 
known. His infancy was not marked by any event which 
calls for much notice; hia youth was devoted to such 
learning as his abilities and tastes inclined him to, and 
his approach to manhood was in the counting-house of a 
grocer, in Watling Street. There his father bound him 
apprentice, and the son, though not relishing the occupa- 
tion, yielded without murmuring. What a loss to man- 
kind, had the future philanthropist vegetated until death, 
in the counting-house of a grocer. 

But his father dying, he entered into the possession of 
a considerable property, and made an arrangement which 
released him from his apprenticerhip. Being now his own 
master, he settled at Stoke Newington, where a severe 
illness tested his powers of endurance. Here, when few 
others attended on him, he was watched with maternal 
kindness by his landlady, Mrs. Loidore, a woman fifty-two 
years of age, ordinary in her appearance, but of a gentle 
and benevolent heart. She tended Howard on his sick 
bed, and under her care his recovery was complete. 

How to repay her was now his thought, and what did 
he? He offered her no money, no costly jewel, no 
reward that could be given by the hand, but he offered 
her that hand itaelf, with the position, the fortune, the 
name which would accompany it. Mrs. Loidore was 
astonished, believing him doubtless delirious; but he 
pressed his offer. She remonstrated, reasoned, objected, 
urged every obstacle to it, but he persisted. The struggle 
was not brief. He thought it was his duty to marry her ; 
she thought it would be wrong to accept him. But his 
logical pleading and earnest perseverance won the day, 
and the landlady became Mrs. Howard. 

Repose, from his earliest years, was denied him. Con- 
trary to the usual course of things, the husband of 
twenty-five and the wife of fifty-two Uved happily toge- 
ther, until death, at the end of three years, cut her off, 
and left him once more alone in the world. The dormant 
desire for action now awoke in Howard's mind. He had 
never been idle, toil was not new to him, but he had not 
yet entered on his proper career ; v^ fr-f that he should 
engage in some peculiar and disti--- k, and sought a 
field where the benevolence of his heart and the energies 
of his mind, might be employed with profit to mankind. 
The terrible eaiihquake of 1755, which had laid Lisbon 
in ruins, pointed out a place where he might exerdse his 
philanthropy, and he accordingly embarked for this 
destination. The seven yean' war was then raging. The 
Hanover packet, with Howard on board, was captured by 
a privateer, and carried to the Port of Brest, where he 
And his fellow voyagers being thrust into a diark, damp, 
and filthy dungeon, experienced all the ill-usage which 
the civilization of those days accorded to prisoners of 
war. Here was a practical illustration of the sufferings 
endured in the prison world. But being removed to 
Carhaix, his gaoler, confiding in his honour, allowed liim 
to reside in the town, " on his word that he would not 
attempt to escape." The person at whose house he lodged, 
seeing him penniless, and an entire stranger, took him 
in, sheltered, fed, clothed, and lent him money, allowing 
him to go mth no other security than his fair promise. 
Howard's character thus made itself visible, and won the 
confidence of all. Even hia captors at length permitted 



him to return to England, to endeavour to arrange an 
exchange of prisoners, on his pledging his honour to 
return to captivity if unsuccessful. However, he regained 
his liberty, being fortunate in his attempt. 

Now was his mission begun ; but he had yet a few years 
to pass in the enjoyment of unmingled happiness, and 
one more bitter bereavement to undergo, ere his arduous 
struggle in reality commenced. He went to Cardington, 
met Henrietta Leeds, loved her, won her hand, and was 
once more settled in calm and quiet life, never, however, 
ceasing to make his presence fblt through acts of kindness 
and benevolence. These few years of his career were the 
happiest ; with Henrietta he passed his time, laying out 
the paternal estato at Cardington, converting it into a 
little paradise of beauty, adorning his house, storing his 
mind, and feeding truly on the sweets of life. But while 
ministering to his own desires, and those of her he loved, 
he never forgot that others dwelt around whose fortunes 
were far beneath his own, and to whom his visits of 
charity would be errands of mercy. Where he found a 
wretched mud hut, he built a cottage ; where he found 
starvation, he left plenty; where he saw suffering, he 
brought alleviation ; where crime and ignorance reigned, 
he introduced piety, sobriety, and knowledge. Where 
Howard was, there was a spirit of good. 

He had long prayed for a child ; and at length it came. 
But the period of its birth was inauspicious in two re- 
spects. Henrietta, his wife, died ; and the infant, whom 
he had so earnestly desired to see, proved the curse of his 
life. Wayward in childhood, vicious in youth, and pro- 
fligate in his early manhood, he lived in wickedness and 
folly, and died a wretched maniac in 1799, nine years 
after his father. With this brief mention we dismiss 
him, and turn to Howard's pilgrimage of charity. 

The condition of the prison-world now engaged his 
attention. He resolved to inquire into it, to attract the 
eyes of the public to it, and, if possible, to ameliorate it. 
The work of inquiry was arduous and painfid. He 
travelled, after a short trip on the Continent, into all the 
great cities of the kingdom, visiting places of suffering and 
crime, and saw how cruelty and corruption held an un- 
disturbed dominion, where justice was thought to be 
punishing the misdeeds of the vricked. His description 
of Chester Castle may be quoted as a sketch of the 
prison-world in the provinces. 

" The castle is the property of the king. The first 
room is a hall. There are two stair-cases leading up from 
it to fine rooms for master's side debtors. Down 
eighteen steps is a small court, which was once common 
to debtors and felons. It has been lately divided ; but 
the high dose pales which separate the two courts, now 
so very small, deprive both debtors and felons of the bene- 
fit of fresh air, and the keeper has no view of the felons' 
court or day-rooms, where men and women are together. 
Under the pope's kitchen is a dark passage, twenty-four 
feet by nine ; the descent to it is by twenty-one steps 
from the court ; no window, not a breath of fresh air ; 
only two apertures made with grates in the ceiling into, 
the room above. On one side of it are six cells, each 
about 7i feet by 3, with a barrack bedstead, and an 
aperture over the door about 8 inches by 4. In each 
of these are locked up at night sometimes three or four 
felons. They pitch these dungeons two or three times a 
year. When I was in one of them I ordered the door to 
to be shut, and my situation brought to mind what I 
had heard of the Black Hole at Calcutta." 

Thef» are Howard's words. Bir. Dixon's description 
of the prisons is no less worthy of quotation, but our 
limits arc restricted, and we cannot therefore extract 
from his account of the dungeons of London and Ply- 
mouth ; nor can we pause to do more than mention 
John Howard's election contest, when by a majority of four 
votes, the world was prevented from seeing the spectacle 
of so great a man rushing into a petty place in the House 
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of Commons. Bribery uid cornipt infliience were 
stronger than chat actor, and his opponent triamphedf 
leaving him to pursue his career of charitjr on the Conti- 
nent. 

Ihe principal prisons of Europe were now visited by 
him ; and in almost every one of them the same system 
prevailed. There was corruption in the keeper, extor- 
tion in the jailer, worse vice in the prisoner, cruelty, 
suffering, and want. The only tolerable places of con- 
finement were in the Republic of Geneva, where the 
Government watched prisoners with attentive care, 
punishing them severely when their crimes deserved it, 
but allowing no excess of severity. In a word, justice, at 
Geneva, was pre-eminent, but under the other administra- 
tions of the Continent, ferocity usurped its pbtce. We can- 
not accompany him on his journey, which was one of great 
length, of great toil, of much privation, and Immense ex- 
pense. But Howard had now, in the sight of God, dedicated 
his life to the services of man, and his time, his fortune, and 
hb energies, were wholly devoted to the alleviation of suf- 
fering on earth. He succeeded in his attempt. With 
unparalleled perseverance, with undaunted resolution, 
and indomitable force of mind, he succeeded, if we may 
80 speak, in thrusting the subject into the attention of 
the Government, not only in England, but in several 
parts of the Continent also; he stirred the depths of 
public opinion ; and, in a measure, compelled the autho- 
rities to commence a system of prison reform. The 
manner and the nature of this we cannot pause to de- 
scribe. Suffice it that he saw where it was needed; that 
he was in a high depee successful in his attempts ; but 
that his success was bought by the relinquishment of his 
comforts, of his time, of his fortune, of all those things, 
indeed, which render life sweet, not only to the selfish 
man, but the ordinary denizen of the world. His whole 
life was a sacrifice, and his death was a martyrdom. 

Dangers, sufferings, privations, and unexampled 
fatigues were braved and endured by him. Nor were his 
pe^ of an ordinary kind. More than once his life was 
m imminent hajcard, bpt nothing cooled his ardour { he 
wias still the unwearied apostle of benevolence. '* PaduA, 
Bologna, and Ferrara, were the next visited by Howard ; 
after examining which, he proceeded to Florence, the 
prisons, hospitals, and workhouses of which city he 
inspected, under order of the Grand Doke." 

" A simple incident occurred in one of the prisons, 
which, as it is characteristic of the man and of the oonntry 
of his sojourn, is worth relating. According to his usueJ 
custom, where he considered the allowance of food rather 
low, Howard, on his first visit to the gaol called J}elh 
Stinche, left a sum of money to buy a quantity of beef 
and mutton, to be distribute in rations to the men, and 
some tea and sugar for the women* He thought no 
more of it; but on a second visit, two or three days 
alter, he was unexpectedly greeted at his entrance with 
hymns and choruses of thanks from th9 grateful recipients 
of his bounty. The motive of his liberality — a thing to 
them, outcasts of society, cast off from all the gentler 
charities of life, so unusual — ^they could not oomprdiend, 
otherwise than by referring it to a supernatural cause. 
As he walked in they fell down at his feet, and would 
have worshipped him, had he not taken pains to convince 
them that he was only a poor mortal creature like them- 
selves, whose sole object was to do them good, but not 
to receive their homage." 

We must hurry the nairative to its sequel. Having 
travelled upwards of 42,000 miles — ^having expended more 
than £30,000, and passed twelve years solely in his mission 
of mercy, he saw the results in an improved condition of 
the prison-world, and the promise of infinitely more 
gratifying amelioration. The plague was now raging in 
Europe. The cities where the pestilence was making 
its most fearful ravages, drew his attention, and he re- 
solved to extend his wanderings thither, for, wherever 



there was suffering, there he considered that his peculiar 
mission called him. To follow his career would be 
interesting, but we cannot afford to do it. We nuist 
content ourselves with dwelling on one or two passages 
of it, illustrating his character and that of the nations 
among whom he sojourned. 

Having, by his devoted attention to the sick and tfaa 
poor, left behind him an honourable reputation at 
Smyrna, he proceeded to Constantinople, where the 
favourite daughter of a powerful Mohammedan, of high 
rank and fortune, was " sick and grievously tormented." 
Her malady had defied all efforts, but Howard was 
implored to see her. He did so, and, under his treat- 
ment, she recovered ; and the old man, grateful beyond 
bounds for this service, pressed on the Frank ^ysidan, by 
way of reward, a purse, value £800. Refusing it, 
Howard said " he never took money for his services, but 
would not object to receive a handful of grapes from his 
sumptuous garden." With a pious ejaculation of 
marvel at such disinterested conduct, the ancient Ttark 
commanded his slaves to supply the stranger, during his 
stay, with an ample supply of the choicest fruits. 

Exposing himself to the dangw of infection by tending 
on the plague-stricken, Howard excited the wonder of 
the East. Nor were his energies confined within any 
limit. Wherever he saw wrong perpetrated be sought to 
effect a reform. And in the course of his inquiries into 
the laws on bread, the following anecdote illustrated 
partly to him the system of civilization in the realms of 
Mohammedan sway. 

" One day, the Grand Chamberlain — the fdnctionarj 
charged vrith the supply of bread to the capital — ^received 
a summons to attend the Grand Vizier; and surrounding 
himself with aU the pomp and circumstance of his 
office, he repaired to the palace of the latter. 'Why is 
the bread so bad?' asked the great Turk, vrith the 
usual laoonism of his race. ' Because the harvest has 
been bad,' was the prompt reply. Apparently satisfied 
with this answer, the first speaker continued : ' Why is 
the w^gfat so short ?* On this point the reply was not 
so ready ; indeed, a good excuse was impossible. The 
minister did not dare to deny the fact, and tried the 
policy of extenuation. 'That,' he baid, 'may have 
happened in one or two instances, out of the immense 
number of loaves required for so large a dty ; but care 
shall be taken that it does not occur again.' No more 
was said. The Grand Chamberlain dismissed, left the 
palace with his train, and was returning home in great 
state, when an executioner^ sent after him from the 
Vizier, overtoox him in the street, and without a word of 
parley, struck off his head in the midst of his follower*. 
For three days his body lay in the public thoroughfare 
where it had fallen, to satisfy the people of his death i 
and three light loaves were placed by it, to denote the 
crime for which he had suffered so severe a penalty." 

When at Venice, Howard underwent ijuarantine for 
forty days, in an apartment filled with stench, where he 
endured many of the sufferings to the alievjfttion of which 
for others he had consecrated his life. Here he heard of 
the weakened intellect of his son, intelligence which cut 
his heart with sorrow. He was ^o informed that it wac(. 
in contemplation to erect a statue to him, news which 
was extremely unpleasing; he desired that the project 
might be abandoned, as its fulfilment would grieve him 
excessively. His wish was attended to while he livedL 
but the marble statue in St. Paul's stands as a memorial 
of him now. 

While at Venice he heard some curious anecdotes 
connected with the criminal police system of the city ; 
one was particularly remarkable. A German merchant, 
staying there for some short time on business, supped 
vrith a small mixed company at an inn. One night an 
officer of the State Inquisition visited him, desired him 
to seal his trunk, deliver it up, and follow him. To his 
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questions no anf wer w&a retnmcd ; the officer motioned 
him to be silent, and muffling his head in a large cloak, 
conducted him through numerous streets to a low gate, 
which he was made to enter, and was then forced along 
lereral underground galleries to a small gloomy apart- 
ment, where he was left alone for the night. The next 
day he was led into a larger room, hung with black, 
where there was a crucifix, with a single lighted taper. 
Here during two days and nights he remained in sus- 
pense, until at length the voice of some unseen personage 
■poke, questioning him as to his name, birth, occupation, 
what company he kept, and especially as to whether on 
a certain day he had not been with pertoni, who werd 
indicated by name, and whether a certain abb^ had not 
then made use of expressions, which were accurately 
repeated ? The Grerman answered as best he could, and 
was then asked whether he should know the abb<^ again ? 
lie replied that he should ; and a curtain was withdrawn, 
disclosing the identical abbe hanging on a gibbet, quite 
dead. The merchant was then dismissed. 

When Howard had his famous interview with the 
Emperor of Austria, his behaviour was a good illustration 
of his character. "Can 1 do any good by going?" he 
asked ; " for I will not accept the invitation, unless it 
can be made to answer some useful purpose ; and as I 
have some objections to the arrangements of the Em- 
peror's pet hospitals and prisons, I shall freely speak my 
mind, if interrogated concerning them." Assured that 
the interview would be useful he consented, and named 
nine o'clock next morning. 

Ever scrupulously exact as to his appointments, just as 
the clock struck nine our countryman was announced at 
the palace, where the Emperor received him with every 
mark of personal respect in a small cabinet, fitted up like a 
merchant's office, a secretary being the only other person 
present. At that period It was customary at the Aus- 
trian court for all persons, whatever their rank, to 
approach the sovereign on bended knee, a piece of servile 
etiquette which Howard had peremptorily refused to 
comply with, and which had therefore been waived. 
Prince Kannitz, a man of infinite tact, probably sug- 
gested the manner of the interview; so arranged, that 
while the German Emperor did not appear to sacrifice 
his imperial dignity, there was nothing to offend the 
•tern principles of the English democrat. On being 
introduoad, Howard was requested to step into an inner 
cabinet, in which was ndther chair nor stool j the Em- 
peror immediately followed Mm. Both were compelled 
to stand the whole of the time, two hours. 

The Emperor asked his opinion on many subjects con- 
nected with the prison system of the state, to which he 
gave plain and fearless replies, many of his remarks being 
caustic and severe in the extreme. However, good from 
this, as from most of Howard's proceedings, originated. 
Again he returned to England; again, with a weakened 
constitution, left it, to perform his last pilgrimage on 
earth. To Cherson, in Rossiao Tartary,. he travelled, 
leaving a long, wide wake of comfort behind him. The 
poor and the rich, the weak and the powerful, vicioua 
and Tirtuoui, alike felt hit presence as that of a good 
angel. Pestilence had no terrors fbr him, plague did not 
alsm him ; the loathsomeness of the dungeon could not 
repel him ; the contact of crime was not hideous to him. 

At Cherson, in Russian Tartary, he fell, the victim of 
his own devotion to mankind, the unselfish martyr of 
philanthropy. It was while tending a young girl, sick of 
a dreadful and infectious fever, that he received the 
wound of malady which deprived the world of one of its 
best friends. He died on the 20th of January, 1790, 
1,500 miles from home, surrounded by none that were 
dear to him, but followed to the grave by the blessings, 
a^d mourned by the lamentations, of all Europe. He 
had not Uved in vain j he was the pioneer of a great and 
widely-spread reform 



Mr. Dixon describes in a narrative worthy of its 
subject, the career of this exalted man. We recommend 
his volume as one of infinite interest and great intrinsic 
value. It is a biography in which it is difficult to say, 
whether the ability of the writer, or the curious nature of 
his materials, is most remarkable. 



HEALTH. 

Take, for example, a young girl bred delicately in town, 
shut up in a nursery in her childhood — in a boarding- 
school through her youth — never accustomed either to 
air or exercise, two things that the law of God makes es- 
sential to health. She marries ; her strength is inade- 
quate to the demands upon it. Her beauty fades early. 
She languishes through the hard offices of giving birth to 
children, suckling, and watching over them, and dies 
early ; and her acquaintances lamentingly exclaim, 
" What a strange Providence, that a mother should be 
taken in the midst of life from her children ! " Was it 
Providence? No 1 Providence has assigned her three 
score years and ten ; a term long enough to rear her 
children, and to see her children's children ; but she did 
not obey the laws on which life depends, and of course 
she lost it. A father, too, is cut off in the midst of his 
days. He is a useful and dutinguished citizen, and 
eminent in his profession. A general buzz rises on every 
side of " What a striking Providence 1 " This man has 
been in the habit of studying half the night, of passing 
his days in his office and in the courts, of eating luxurious 
dinners, and drinking various wines. He has every day 
violated the laws on which health depends. Did Pro- 
vidence cut him off? The evil rarely ends here. The 
diseases of the father are often transmitted ; and a feeble 
mother rarely leaves behind her, vigorous children. It 
has been customary, in some cities, for young ladies to 
walk in thin shoes and delicate stockings in mid-winter. 
A healthy blooming young girl, thus dressed in violation 
of Heaven's laws, pays the penalty ; a checked circula- 
tion, cold, fever, and death. " What a sad Providence! " 
exclaim her friends. Was it Providence, or her own 
folly ? A beautiful young bride goes, night after night, 
to parties made in honour of her marriage. She has a 
slightly sore throat, perhaps, and the weather is incle- 
ment ; but she must wear her neck and arms bare ; for 
who ever saw a bride in a close evening dress ? She is 
seized with inflammation of the lungs, and dies before her 
bridal days are over. " What a I^vidence ! " excUims 
the world, " cut off in the midst of happiness and hope! " 
Alas! did she not cut the thread of life herself? A girl 
in the country, exposed to our <?hangeful climate, gets a 
new bonnet, instead of getting a flannel garment. A 
rheumatism is the consequence. Should the girl sit 
down tranquilly with the idea that Providence has sent 
the rheumatism upon her, or should she charge it on her 
vanity, and avoid the folly in future ? Look, my own 
friends, at the mass of diseases that are incurred by in- 
temperance in eating, or drinking, or in study, or in 
business ; by neglect of exercise, cleanliness, pure air ; 
by indiscreet dressing, tight lacing, &c. ; and all is quietly 
imputed to Providence t is there not impiety as well as 
ignorance in this? Were the physical laws strictly 
observed from generation to generation, there would be 
an end to the frightful diseases that cut short life, and of 
the long maladies that make life a torment or a trial. 
It is the opinion of those who best understand the 
physical system, that this wonderful machine, the body, 
this *• goodly temple," would gradually decay, and men 
would die, as a few now do die, as if falling to sleep. — 
Mrt. Sedgwick, 



Poverty is the only load which is the heavier, the 
more loved ones there are to assbt in supporting it. 
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THE SPIRIT OF DEATH AND THE ANGELS. 

Thb Arosls. 

Wb are waiting, Spirit, waiting ! 

We haTC call*d the aeraphs here, 
'Hid the outer world creating 

Glories of the inner aphere 1 
From the starry hills of heaven 

Gaxe we for thy solemn wing : 
Wherefore was thy mission given ? 

He who sent thee — ^bade thee bring I 



SriBiT or Dbath. 

She is sleeping— softly sleeping — 

like an infant, hushed to rest ; 
O'er her bends her mother, weeping : 

Can I snatch her from her breast ? 
Can I hurt the arms that fold her, 

Wound the heart which loves her so 7 
I«t the mother's eye behold her. 

Yet a breath— and the tkali go ! 

Tkb Amqbls. 

lingering yet— and yet delaying 

Still thy steps from Heaven's dome ; 
Angda and archangels, staying, 

Can the wanderer to her home ! 
We have scatter'd flowers elyaian, 

Oather'd from immortal atreama ; 
Show her, thou, this lofty vision ! 

Fill her soul with seraph-dreams ! 

Spibit or Dbath. 

She hath asked to see their faeea ; 

And her heart is beating fast. 
For those sweet and sad embraces, 

Which she knows must be her tost t 
I have breathed of angel-blisses. 

Told her spirit not to grieve : 
Must I take her from their ki^aes 7 

From the last she most receive 7 



There were sounds of hosts rejoicing 

In that seraph realm above ; 
Angels and archangels voicing 

Hymns of triumph and of love ! 
There were sounds the midnight rending, 

From a heart by anguish tost ; 
And a mother's prayers aaceading. 

Weeping, wailing for her loet ! 

Charles Swain. 



SONG. 

Comb to my boaom, my bonnie wee thing t 
Come in your beauty, like flower o' the spring ; 
Gentle an' lightsome, like bird i* the air, 
Winsome an' gleesome, an* blooming sae fair 
Come like the rainbow o'er.arehing the sky ; 
Come like the sunshine to gladden mine eye ; 
Come to my arms, Jeannie, sweetest an' dearest ; 
Come to my heart, where Uiou'lt ever be nearest 

Come like the rose-bud a' dripping wi* dew, 

Wi' your breathing sae fresh, and your spirit sae true ; 

Come like the summer stream, dsncing in glee ; 

Come like the siller moon over the s^a. 

Oh, come frae the town, let us ramble together 

Where laverocks build in the dark purple heather I 

Come to ray arms, Jeannie, sweetest an' dearest. 

Come to the heart where thou'lt ever be nearest t 

W. C. 



DIAMOND DUST. 



Beware of confidiog in distant prospects of happiness, 
lest they be suddenly intercepted by the most trivial 
present vexation. A leaf in the foreground is large 
enough to conceal a forest on the far horizon. 

EvBRY one has a fool in his sleeve. 

Prodigals are persons who never learn the difference 
between a sovereign and a sizpenoe, until they want the 
latter. 

' It should become our study to nairow as much as 
possible the neutral ground which stretches its qnagmirei 
between truth and falsehood, so that the boundaries of 
these discordant potentates may be defined. 

At a dangerous passage give the precedency. 

The grander art> whether of poet or painter, ever 
seeking for the true, abhors the real; you must seize 
nature as her master, not lackey her as her slave. 

All is hollow where the heart bears not a part, and 
all is peril where principle is not the guide. 

Lawtbrs' houses are built on the heads of fools. 

Bt degrading the female duvacter, men most eiibc- 
tually degrade their own. 

Bkwarb of little expenses. 

Would a man frequently calculate his income and 
expenditure, he would escape many a bitter reflection; 
for he must be lost to every generous feeling of pride and 
honourable principle, who wantonly incurs debts, which 
he knows he cannot discharge. 

A MAN never loses by doing good offices to others. 

Men speak too much about the world. Each one of 
us here, let the world go how it will, and be victorious or 
not victorious, has he not a life of his own to lead ? The 
world's being saved, will not save us; nor the world's 
being lost, destroy us. We should look to ourselves; 
there is great merit here in the " duty of staying at 
home." 

Dupes, indeed, are many; but of all dupes, there is 
none so &tally situated as he who lives in undue terror 
of being duped. 

Reason requires culture to expand it. It resembles 
the fire concealed in the flint, which only shows itself 
when struck with the steel. 

Mant adorn the tombs of those whom, living, they 
persecuted with envy. 

A CLEAR conscience is the best law, and temperance 
the best physic. 

Time is the rider that breaks youth. 

Therb are some mortals whose bodies are but as the 
ornamented sepulchres of their dead hearts. 

The bright spots of a man's life arc few enough^ with- 
out blotting any out ; and since, for a moment of mirth, 
we have an hour of sadness, it were a sorry policy to 
diminish the few rays that illumine our chequered exist- 
ence. Life is an April day, — ^sunshine and showers. 
The heart, like the earth, would cease to yield good 
firuit, were it not sometimes watered with the tears of 
sensibility; and the fruit would be worthless, but fur the 
sunshine of smiles. 
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INTBEMBNT IN AND OUT OF TOWNS. 



The Iftte awTnl lisitstion of the cholera bu taccecded 

In giving d mare tlisn ordinsf; importance to tho Health 

of Tovna question. A« ire atstcd, in ■ recent article 

on tho eabject of Health in connectioD with tlie homes 

I of the peaplo, it is onl; when a deadlj pestilence has 

I Dcearrcd that this qacstion can be brmiEtit to eidte a 

pMsing interest ; and no sooner hae the pestilence ceuod, 

than ibe qnestion is shrived, until another contagion, 

' more fatal than the l»!l, again ilarllea societj from its 

■pathjr into a temporarf ectivify in reference to sanitary 

I measqrea- Z<et ns hope, however, that (he impresjiion 

I mads bj the lait dread visit of the Atiatic cholera will 

lead to etrennoai prBctical efforts on tha part of the public 

I and the Legislotare to cleanse and purify onr towns, and 

I render them more mited for the he^lhj eiiatence of the 

' great misses of onr people, who, by the necesnities of 

their condition, are compelled to live in crowded places. 

I We ongbt nerer to allow oorselves to forget that, in 

ilia ill-drained and filthy districts of nil towns, the Ijphns 

I fever is an annnalvisitor, destroying for more liies than the 

' cholera. But the one is o native, and has become familiar 

to Bs ; while the other is a foreigner, and strikes us with 

• gloomy fear. One thing has, however, been made snf- 

Gdently apparent by observation, — that those places in 

i which typhus is invariably to be found, arc the neglected 

I and fillhy parts of all towns, — those parts which are 

onvisitcd by the scavenger, which are without sewers and 

I drains, which have not an efficient supply of pure w-ster, 

I for the purposes of surface cleansing and domestic use ; 

and such also, in all town*, have been the haunts of the 

I cholera. The hot-beds of the former disease have also 

I been the hot-beds of tho latter ; and the sanitary means 

which are calculated to secure the population from the 

attacks of the one, ore generally cslealnted equally to 

secure them from the periodic viaitotions of the other. 

I Thh is an important confli Herat inn, which sanitary 

reformers would do well to keep in miu'J. 

j We know there are many persons who a3'icrt thnt Ihp 

cholera is a visitation nf Providence, and that nomeasares 

of man are competent to arrest it. While we nre ready 

to admit the former part of the assertion, we wonid 

I lespectfully, bnt emphatically, deny the latter. Provi' 

I daace hi) arranged that if man awallows poison he t^hall 



die i that if be breathes foul air, he shall be choked ; tl 
if he lives in ■ filthy ill-drained locality, he shall always I 
be in a state of atony or low health, and liable to 
attacks of contagious and epidemical disease. Tho 
conditions of healthy human eiistence are, sufficient food, 
sufficient clothing, and pore air and water. Of these, 
pnre air is one of (he first necessities. The Cammisiion 
on the Health of the Metropolis, in their first Report 
observe, that " in the present state of moat towns and 
cities, the number of persons whose constitution is < 
enfeebled by want of food, compared vrith the Dumber 
whose vital energy is depreswd by want of pure air, ia 
found to be an eiceedingly small minority. We have 
little power to deal witb the former class of pre-diaposing 
canses ; bnt we have complete power, by arrangements 
which are known, and which involve large and manifold 
economies, to remove from the metropolis, and from every ] 
lane, court, and alley of every town, the sources that i 
poison the nir." If we neglect to do this— if we refiise , 
In employ those means of health which the reason which | 
God has given us clearly points ont — then oaauradly His ; 
Providence will visit our sinful negligence with the 
punishment of cholera and typhua. In this light, we 
are ready to admit that (he cholera it a visitation of 
Providence, and sent among ns in the identical track of 
the typhus, to rouse us from our apathy, and terrify Da 
into the duty of protecting the poor from the depreosing , 
and destmctive elTects of contagion and miasmata. | 

One of the most prominent evils which the cholera has 
aneceerted in dragging into light, is the practice still pre- ' 
valent among us of burying the dead in [ho midst of the , 
hving, at a rcarfut cost to tlie health and lives of those who 

reverential feelings which ought always to attach to tho 
precincts of the dead. Here, in London, we are enlomb- 
iog among us nearly three tbouaand dead weekly, or ! 
more than were slain, on the British side, on the field ' 
of Waterloo! The eihalations which rise from the 
crammed burying-grnunds fill our street", onr chorches, 
and our houses, and we hrcnthc tlicm in every breath wa 
draw. The dnunage from Ihem pollutes our springs, and 
we drink in the dead at our meals. Onr elmrclie'i are 
made chamel-honscs. not only for the dead but for the I 
living, Tlie subject is almost too repui'ivc to be pnrsued ^ 
further, but it involves consetinences of too great pahUo | 
importance to allow us to (uss it by wilhout notice, > 
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in tmtixig of the conditions reqnisite for hnmui health. 
Already the Timm has devoted its powerful advocacy to 
the question, and, we trost, the day is not far distant 
when the Legislature will enact a law promulgating the 
entire prohibition of intramural interment in all towns 
and cities. Such a measure is imperatively called for, 
not less by the proper concern which we owe to the 
living, than by the due respect which we owe to the 
dead. 

Continental nations have already set ni a beneficial 
example in the interment of their dead. On the outsldrta 
of nearly every German town that we have visited, we 
have found a public cemetery, situated in some pleasant 
spot, the grounds of which are neatly laid out, planted 
with trees and shrubs, and the graves of the dead generally 
set about with flowers. This is the case at IVankfort, 
Munich, Maycnoe, and all the towns along the Rhine. 
The burying ground there is designated the FHedhqf, or 
Peace VartP— how beautifully descriptive the name t We 
remember distinctly a neatly laid-out cemetery, about 
a mile from the comparatively small town of Coblents, 
planted with ever-green trees and shrubs, the walks 
nicely trimmed and gravelled, the graves bordered with 
daisies, many of them planted with pinks and carnations, 
and roses, which were then in full bloom. Here was a 
newly-covered graven on which a rose, just planted, had 
scarcely yet had time to take root, marking the peaceftd 
resting place of one who had died only a short week ago. 
Near to this was another enclosure, where the flowers 
were strong and flourishing, giving indication of several 
yewt* steady growth. The inscription on the cross, in 
which form most of the stones are erected, informs yon 
that he who lies beneath died some four years ago ; and 
some kind mother, sister, or child, ha^^ just visited the 
grave and trimmed the flowers which bloom upon iL But 
here is another : the grave of one who died twenty years 
ago; still the flowers which crown that grave are as 
neatly trimmed as if he had died but yesterday. Beautiful 
and most touching is that tender respect for the ashes of 
tiie dead which is displayed by the appearance of these 
German burial-grounds I There were some four or five 
English graves in the Coblents Friedhof. One had come 
to the Rhine country in search of health, and found a 
grave instead, — ^he was thus sternly arrested on his 
pleasure-tour; another, a youth, had been accidentally 
drowned in the Rhine; a third was the grave of a young 
wife, whose husband had erected a handsome tablet to her 
memory, which Time had already half-defooed ; a fourth 
was that of " Maurice FItsgerald, son of the Knight of 
Kerry." It was pleasant to obscnrve that the graves of 
these English dead were as well cared for as the others ; 
— ^there where they lay in that peaceful German burial- 
ground, the roses were blooming over their graves 
instead of the nettle and burdock, which are too often 
the only omamenst of our country grave-yards at home. 

Another very beantilVil Friedhof is that fbrmed several 
years ago, about a mile and a half outside the town of 
Mayenoe. It is neatly laid out, the most prominent 
object in it being a fine monument, under which are 
interred 150 veteran soldiers, officers and privates, natives 
of the town, their names and services being inscribed 
in gold letters, and the whole being surmounted by 
a statue of the general under whom tibeyserved. Here 
also, as in the cemeteries of other Gennan towns, is the 
luNise ^ypointed for the reception of the dead, generally 
within twenty-four hours after their death. The corpse 
is removed firom the home, and a cause of contagion 
and the further spread of the disease. Is thus removed ; 
wliile, in the event of life not being quite extinct, every 
means of restoral are at hand, and immediately put in 
veqoiaition, in the house of reception in which the body is 
deposited. The deceased is laid on a bier in a room 
properly warmed, and a rope, attached to which is a bell, 
l^laoed in the hand, the slightest movement of which im- 



mediately summons the sexton or his assistant, who are 
always in attendance by night and by day. These are 
properly educated as to all the requisites necessary for 
the recovery of suspended animation; although, we 
believe, no cases have yet occurred where their services in 
this respect have been required. The corpse is generally 
conveyed from the home to the receiving house in the 
early morning, or in the qtfiet of evening, and the inter- 
ment takes place generally a few days after, attended by 
only the nearest relatives of the deceased. There is a 
solemnity about this last sad office, when performed away 
from the noise and bustle of the crowd, such as is not 
observed in the interments occurring in the heart of our 
large towns, where the mourning procession is often 
jostled by indifierent strangers, each passing on his own 
way, about his own business, and which, not impro- 
bably, by the familiarity of the sight, thus tends to stifle 
all proper respectlbl and reverential fiseling in the mind 
of the beholders. 

Cemeteries have been established outside of all the 
principal towns in the United States. To some of these 
cemeteries an horticultural garden is attached; the 
garden walks of which, though decorated, are kept impart. 
These cemeteries are places of public resort, and are 
there observed, as in oUier countries, to have a powerfU 
effect in soothing the fiselings of those who have departed 
friends, and in refining the feelings of alL At Con- 
stantinople, the place of promenade for the Europeans 
is the cemetery at Pera, which is planted with cypress, 
and has a delighfbl position on the side of a hiU over- 
looking the Golden Horn. The greatest public cemetery 
attached to that capital is at Scutari, which forms a 
beautiful grove, and disputes in attraction, as a place for 
readers, with the fountains and cloisters of the Mosques. 
In Russia also, nearly every town of importance has its 
burial-place at a distance from the town, laid out by the 
architect of the Government ; it is always Well planted 
with trees, and is fk«quently ornamented with good pieces 
of sculpture. And we do not see that forms of beanty 
are at idl inappropriate in a place set apart for the recep- 
tion of the dead. We may possibly err by viewing death 
in too gloomy a light ; if we regard it as one of the 
necessary conditions of existence, as necessary, indeed, to 
give a due relish to life, as Dr. Thomas Brown has shown, 
we might abate in our gloom, and draw more cheerful, 
salutary lessons from its invent. The early Christians in- 
culcated that death should not be accompanied by mourn- 
ing. Cyprian thought that no sorrow at all was to be 
expressed for the death of a Christian, nor, consequently, 
any signs of sorrow, such as mourning habits, because 
the death of a Christian was only the transition of him to 
Heaven. Indeed, it is a not nnusual practice in some 
parts of Germany for the people to hold festivals twice a 
year over the graves of their friends. At Munich, the 
festival on All Saints' Day, is described as one of the 
most extraordinary spectacles that are to be seen In Europe. 
The tombs are deoonted in the most remarkable manner, 
with flowers, natural and artificial, branches of trees, 
canopies, pictures, sculptures, and every conceivable 
object that can be applied to ornament or decorate. The 
decorations generally occupy several days previous to the 
festival ; and during the whole of All Saints' Day, and the 
day following, the cemetery is visited by nearly the entire 
population of Munich, including the sovereign, who goes 
there on foot, and many strangers from distant parts. 
Sometimes not less than 50,000 persons have walked 
round the cemetery in one day. 

Hie poet Wordsworth, in a paper on the subject, 
first published by Coleridge, thus advocates the prao- 
taoe of extra-mural interment : — " In ancient times,** 
he says, "as is well known, it was the custom 
to bury the dead beyond the walls of towns and 
cities, and among the Greeks and Romans they wen 
frequently interred by the way-side. I could here pansa 
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with pleMure, and inTite the reader to indulge with me 
in contemplation of the advantages which must have 
attended such a practice. We might ruminate on the 
beauty which the monuments thus placed must have 
borrowed from the surrounding images of nature, from the 
trees, the wild flowers, from a stream running within 
sight or hearing, from the beaten road stretching its 
weary length haid by. * * * * We, in modem 
times, have lost much of these advantages ; and they are 
but in a small degree counter-balanced to the inhabitants 
of large towns and cities, by the custom of depositing the 
dead within or contiguous to their places of worship, how- 
ever splendid or imposing may be the appearance of 
those edifices, or however interesting or salutary may be 
the associations connected with them. Even were it not 
true, that tombs lose their monitory virtue when thus 
obtruded upon the notice of men occupied with the cares 
of the world, and too often defiled and sullied by those 
cares; yet still, when death is in our thoughts, nothing 
can make amends for the want of the soothing influences 
of nature, and for the absence of those types of renova- 
tion and decay ndiich the fields and woods offer to the 
notice of the serious and contemplative mind. To fieel the 
force of this sentiment, let a man only compare, in imagi- 
nation, the unsightly manner in wUch our monuments 
are crowded together in the busy, noisy, unclean, and 
grassless churchyard of a large town, with the still 
seclusion of a Turkish cemetery in some remote place, 
and yet further sanctified by the grove of cypress in 
which it is embosomed." 



THE YOUNG COUNTESS. 

''Felicia, close your harpsichord, if you please," said a 
lady, who. seated at a small table, was writing on large 
sheets of stamped paper, and paused for a moment to 
seek in the calendar the day of the month. 

"The 20th November, 1759," repUed a Uttle girl, 
about thirteen years old, without stirring from her place. 

" There 1 thafs finished," said the lady, rising. 
" Felicia," she continued, '* put on your mantle, give me 
mine, and see if the carriage which your aunt kindly lent 
us, is at the door." 

Are you going out ? " asked Felicia. 
'Yes, into Paris," replied her mother. 

" But we shall return to dinner, mamma ? " 

"I hope so," said the lady, in an absent tone, as she 
counted the papers she had written. 

"Ah, we must, dear mamma," insisted Felicia, with 
the air of a spoiled child; "recollect that my admirers 
dine here to-day, M. Marmontel, M. Helvetius, M. 
Mondorge, and the Abb^ Antoine. I intend to wear my 
beautiful new dress, and after dinner to recite Rousseau's 
' Ode to Fortune.' Then I will sing my last new song, 
and play my brilliant cantata on the hvp. You 'II see 
that I shaU be the first and most admired girl in the 
drawing-room. No one will look at the other young 
ladies while I am present, for I excel them all in beauty, 
riches, and talent. Ah, mamma, how happv I am 1 " 

A deep sigh was the only answer to this conceited 
speech ; but the young girl was too much occupied with 
herself to remark her mother's sadness, and the tears 
which ran down her cheeks, as taking her daughter's 
hand, she led her down stairs. They entered the carriage, 
and the lady said to the coachman, "drive to No. 12, 
Rue Traversifere, St. Ho^ior^." 

Then turning to Felicia, she said, 

" We are going to pay a very important visit ; lind I 
trust, Felicia, you will be particularly gracious and affable 
towards the daughter of the person whom we are going to 

" How you say that, dear Mamma ! Are they prinoee 
ofthebkxyd?" 
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No," said her mother, "but be silent now, for I 
want a little leisure to reflect." 

Not another word was spoken until the carriage stopped 
at the entrance of a narrow passage. 

"Are we going in here?" asked Felida, with sur- 
prise. 

"Yes," replied her mother, and descending from the 
carriage, she led Felicia a few steps down the alley, and 
knocked at a wicket gate. It was opened by an old 
woman wearing a dirty apron, and from the culinary 
regions within, proceeded a strong odour of roasted onions, 
which was far from agreeable to the refined visitors. 

" Is M. Pierre Cannelle at home ?" asked the lady. 

"Yes," replied the old servant, "you may come in; 
he's in the garden with his daughter." 

" Announce us," said Felicia, haughtily. 

" Announce who, what ?" ' 

" The Marchioness of St. Aubin and the Countess do 
Lancy." 

"I see one of them plain enough," remarked the 
woman ; " but where's the other ?" 

" / am the other, the Countess de Lancy," replied 
Felicia, proudly. 

"Ha! ha!" laughed the servant; "you little rogue, 
what a fine countess you'd make, indeed !" 

At that moment a pretty young girl, very neatly 
dressed, appeared, saying, " Who is it, Gothon ?" 

" Two fine ladies, who want to see your father, Jean- 
nette; take them into this garden, for I must go look 
after my soup." 

" Please to come with me, madame," said Jeannette, 
politely. " I trust you will excuse the manners of my 
old nurse. She has taken care of me since I was bom, 
and forgets that I am no longer a baby ; but she is an 
excellent creature, we are very fond of her." Thus 
speaking, she led them into the garden, where a man 
of about fifty years old was busily employed pruning the 
fruit trees. He was meanly dressed, and in place of a 
hat, wore on his head a crimson cross-barred handker- 
chief, folded like a turban. 

Pierre Cannelle, for it was he, advanced to meet the 
ladies with an air of mingled surprise and civility. 

"The Marchioness of St. Aubin, papa," said Jean- 
nette. 

The red handkerchief was immediately doffed. "I 
can guess what has caused me the honour of your lady- 
ship's visit," he said, with a smile. " Will you please 
to- come into my office, and the little girls can remain 
here." 

" The little girls I " repeated Felicia, as she saw her 
mother, with a timid, almost supplicating air, following 
this mean-looking man. "The little girls I Whom does 
your father mean. Mademoiselle ?" she added, fixing her 
disdainful eyes on Jeannette. 

He means you and me. Mademoiselle." 
Say Madame, if you please," said Felicia drily. 
Madame!" and Jeannette laughed merrily; "are 
you, then, a married lady ?" 

" No ; but I am the Countess de Lancy, and so have a 
right to be caUed Madame." 

"Madame, be it," replied Jeannette, carelessly; 
" but while our parents are speaking on business, will 
you come into the house and accept some frnit ? " 

"The house appears to be as ugly as the garden," 
said Felicia, contemptuously. " However, if you were a 
musician, and could play on the harp or guitar, I would 
ask you to do me the honour of performing." 

" Oh ! in our rank of life," said Jeannette, "we have 
no time to leam useless things." 

"And what may your rank of life be ? " 

" My father is a grocer, and keeps a Urge shop in the 
Rue St. Honor^ ; but I believe he intends to retire from 
business." 

"Then," said Felicia, " it is rsally very strange what 
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business my mother, the Marchioness of St. Aubin, can 
have with a grocer, who bears the very plebeian name of 
Cannelle." 

" Not at all/' said Jeannette, " I can understand the 
business they are speaking of; for, as I am thirteen 
years old, I keep my father's books, and write many of 
his letters." 

" I am also thirteen years old," said Felicia, " bat I 
have very different things to attend to. My music 
occupies me six hours a day; then dancing, drawing, 
languages, dressing, and visiting — but, I suppose. 
Mademoiselle, you don't understand these things ; and 
no wonder, when I am so rich and you are poor." 

At these last words Jeannette gave a look of such 
mingled surprise and compassion that Felicia turned very 
red, and was about to ask for an explanation ; when the 
grocer's daughter turned off the siibject by once more 
inviting her visitor to enter the parlour. 

It was a small square room, perfectly dean and neat, 
but very plainly furnished, 

" Do you live here ? " asked Felicia, as she gave a 
scornful glance around. 

" Yes," replied Jeannette, smiling. 

" I should die here." 

"My grandfather died here also," said Jeannette; 
" but then he was ninety-foiur years old ! " 

At that moment the door opened, and the Marchioness 
of St. Aubin appeared, followed by M. Pierre Cannelle. 

" Then, Monsieur," said the former, " it is arranged 
that you and your charming little daughter will dine with 
us to-day." 

"Thank you, Madame, replied the grocer, "I shall 
orily ask time to clean myself a little. Jeannette, my 
It lick! go put on your best bib and tucker. We 're to 
cii-io It the Chateau I" 

Ji-anni'ttc blushed deeply as she ^nw the ironical smile 
v.ita which Felicia listened to her frithcr's vuls^ar expres- 
sioTi^. But. she bowed gently without speaking, and 
lia atoned to place chair?. 

Tiie jMarchinness thanked lisr, but declined sitting 
down ; and taking a ))olite leave, withdrew with her 
daughter. 

" Come, Victoire," said Felicia to her maid, " you must 
dress me beautifully, for 1 want to dazzle the eyes of that 
grocer's daughter who is to dine here to-day.*' 

"Ihat will be easily done, Madame." 

" Indeed I should hope so," said Felicia, who did not 
perceive that her attendant was making behind her back 
various gestures expressive of ridicule ; "for certainly few 
young ladies in Paris can be compared to me in beauty 
and accomplishments, not to speak of my splendid for- 
tune! But tell me the names of the guests who are 
already arrived." 

" First, Madame, tliere is the gentleman who invented 
a method for teaching a person \o read in six weeks with 
a box of counters, and a letter of the alphabet on each 
counter." 

"Ah! M. Bertrand, the Principal of the Institution 
whore my brother is placed." 

•* Then tliero is your uncle, M. do Mezicre, and Mes- 
sieurs de Marmontcl, de Mondorge, Gossek, your teacher 
on the harp, Vaucanson, the poet Bertin, thei painter La- 
tour, d'Alembert, and many others, both ladies and 
gentlemen/* 

" Well, Victoire, make haste, fasten these flowers and 
feathers in my head-dress, and give me my handsomest 
ornaments. Are the grocers come yet ?" 

" Oh ! indeed they are, Madame, and if you could only 
have scon them getting out of their shabby old hackney- 
oonch ! Tlie little girl is dressed in a plain white frock, 
without a single ornament in her hair." 

" Then, Victoii-c, shan't I astonish her with my splen- 
did cootumc V 
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Certainly, Madame, you '11 make her cry with envy !" 
said the maid, who found it her interest to flatter the 
foibles of her spoilt young mistress. 

The toilette of Felicia being completed to her entire 
satisfaction, she went to seek Jeannette in the garden, 
M. Cannelle having been from the moment of his arrival 
closeted with the Marchioness. The young Countess 
gathered a nosegay, which she graciously presented to her 
guest, and then invited her to enter the drawing-room, 
where the visitors were assembled. As they approached the 
door, Felicia heard one of the gentlemen pronounce her 
name. " Praising me already !" thought she. And un- 
willing that Jeannette should lose a breath of the sweet 
incense offered up to her vanity, she whispered to her to 
wait until her hair was a little better arranged. Jeannette 
was of a frank, unsuspicious disposition, and not under- 
standing the manoeuvre, readily consented. Felicia 
caused her to kneel down, and began busily to arrange 
the glossy curls of h6r hair, listening meanwhile to the 
conversation of the guests. What a disappointment ! it 
was of the grocer's daughter they were speaking ! 

" She is a sweet little girl," said M. Marmontel. 

" So simple and so modest," added M. de Mondorge. 

" And such a lively intelligent countenance," said the 
painter, Latour. 

" I have known her from her infancy," said the Abb^ 
d' Olivet; "it was I indeed who made M. Cannelle known 
to the Marchioness; and what I admire most in his 
daughter is her admirable steadiness. When very young 
she lost her mother, and since then has devoted herself 
to promote her father's comfort. She keepa his accounts, 
and manages his house, as well as if she were thirty years 
old." 

" Come," said the gentle voice of M. Gof«»ek, " we 
have talked enough of this young stranger; tell mc now, 
wlint you think of mv pupil ?" 

"Oh!" said M. d'Alembert, " I don't think I ever 
met a more ridiculous, vain, disagreeable animal than 
this young girl, who desires to be called ' the Countess 
de Lancy,' just as if she v»'erc not quite abiurd enough 
without that addition." 

Two or three times during the progress of her own 
praises, Jeannette had tried to escape from her position, 
but Felicia, who hoped that they would afterwards spoak 
of herself, and who was holding her compani * n by the 
hair, forced her to remain where she was and listen. As 
soon, however, as the attack on Felicia commenced, 
Jeannette, with her hair but half arranged, stood up 
resolutely. 

" Stay," said Felicia, with the courage of despair, 
" stay, my friend ; perhaps I need tliis lesson, and I will 
submit to it/' 

" I have made a great many automata in my time/' 
said M. Vaucanson, " but I should feel thoroughly 
ashamed, if the springs and wheels of any one of them 
wore as visible as those which move both the mind and 
body of this little premature woman. She does nothing 
naturally ; all about her is made up and artificial." 

" Besides," observed M. Rameau, " her mother, who 
is as conceited as her»elf, dresses her in the most absurd 
costumes. At one time she used to appear as Cupid, 
with a bow and quiver; then in a semi-masculine 
costume. Now, I believe, she affects the robes of a 
countess." 

" Well, well, gentlemen," said Gossek, " in spite of 
all these follies, which, after all, proceed in great mea- 
sure from our flattery, you invLht confc!i>d that my pupil 
has naturally a sensible, couraj^eous mind, togetlicr with 
considerable talent and beauty." 

" Yes," replied d'Alembert, "a fine disposition spoiled ; 
a rose eaten up by caterpi liars." 

" And we are the caterpillars/' faid the Al)ho d'Ollvet. 

Once more Jeannette made an eH'^irt to get away ; hut 
Felicia, looking at her with tearful eyes, said softly, " J 
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am justly piinishod, dear Mend ; for my motive in detain- 
ing you here, was to make you hear my praises, and now 
they have said nothing of me bat evil. This is the first 
time I ever heard the truth; may I have courage to 
profit by it!" 

So saying, Felicia quietly removed the mass of feathers 
and artificial flowers which disfigured her pretty head, and 
having dried her eyes, smoothed her hair, and taken off 
her rings, bracelets, and necklace, she appeared suddenly 
metamorphosed into a graceful, modest little girl. 

A moment afterwards, she entered the drawing-room, 
holding Jeannette by the hand, and 4he guests who had 
just spoken of her so fireely, were amazed at the change 
in her appearance. 

After having sung and played the harp, Felicia quietly 
retired to her place, and when one of the gentlemen 
approached her with the usual compliments, she replied 
in an humble tone, " Monsieur de Marmontel, please not 
to flatter me. If my music has given you any pleasure, 
I am glad of it; but I know I am only a child, and if 
your praises should make me fancy myself a prodigy, 
perhaps you would laugh behind my back at my silly 
credulity." 

Man of the world as he was, Marmontel felt confused 
at this home-thrust, and turned away without replying. 

Dinner was announced, and after it was over, and the 
servants had retired, the Marchioness de St. Aubin thus 
addressed her guests : — 

" A sudden reverse, my friends, has taken place in my 
fortune ; and in the support of religion and the assurance 
of your sympathy, I seek consolation. I have no longer 
a right to my title, for I have sold th^ property which 
conferred it. This gentleman," she added, pointing to 
Pierre Cannelle, " has become its purchaser." 

Had a thunder-bolt burst over the head of Felicia, she 
could not have felt more astounded. 

" Oh, my mother I " she cried, " are we then ruined ? " 

"Yes, my child, we have lost all our possessions 
except a small yearly pittance, and now are without a 
roof to shelter us." 

"Oh! Madame," cried the grocer, "don't say so; 
you are heartily welcome to occupy my house in the Rue 
Travcrsiere as long as you please." 

For a moment no one spoke, until Felicia, bursting 
into tears, exclaimed : 

" So many hamiliations in one day ! All the illusions 
of vanity gone, and my fortune gone with them ! And 
then to be thankful for the offer of that small mean house 
which, a few hours since, I so heartily despised !" 

" My child ! " said her mother, " my child, let us say 
of our fortune what King David said of his child : ' The 
Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken it away. Blessed be 
the name of the Ijord ! ' Henceforth I am no longer the 
Marchioness de St. Aubin, but Madame Ducrest." 

" Forgive me, my mother, forgive me ! " cried Felicia, 
embracing her. "This weakness is unworthy of your 
daughter. See, it is over now; and with the help of God, 
I will employ the accomplishments of which I was so 
vain, for your support and comfort." Then, with a 
radiant smile, she seated herself at the harp, and ac- 
companied her clear sweet voice in a splendid cantata. 

All present were filled with astonishment at the strength 
of mind and soberness of judgment displayed by this 
young girl, whom they had hitherto regarded as the 
spoiled plaything of a doting mother. 

"M. de Mexiere," said Marmontel, "your niece will 
one day be a remarkable woman." 

" Ah ! " replied her nnde, " a noble nature is always 
proud in adversity — ^it is in the crucible that we recognise 
the pure gold!" 

Marmontel' 8 prediction was fulfilled. After the loss 
of his properly. Mademoiselle St. Aubin's Mhcr went 
to St. Domingo, leaving his wife and daughter in France. 
After B tHprt time he realized some money, and when 



returning with it, was seized by the English, who were 
then at war with F^-ance, and carried a prisoner to England. 
Among his companions in captivity was a young man, 
the Count de GenUs, to whom the ex-Marquis de St. 
Aubin became much attached, and frequently showed him' 
the letters which he received from France. The greater 
part of these were written by Felicia, who was fondly 
attached to her father, and wrote to him with inimitable 
grace and talent. After a time, through the instrumen- 
tality of M. de Genlis' uncle, who was minister of foreign 
affairs, both the prisoners obtained their liberty, and re- 
turned to France. There the young Count became 
acquainted with Mademoiselle de St. Aubin, and shortly 
afterwards married her. 

Presented at the court of Louts XV., Madame de Genlis 
became universally admired. The Duchess of Orleans 
attached her to her person, and entrusted her with the 
care and education of her children. 

The eldest of these, Louis Philippe, became afterwards 
King of the French, and together with his brothers and 
sister, both loved and revered hb early instructress. 

Madame de Genlis wrote several valuable works, 
chiefly on education. She lived to witness the first 
revolution, and the restoration of the Bourbons to France, 
and died in the year 1830, at the age of eighty-four. 



THE LATE INSURRECTION AT DRESDEN. 

*[Tbe following particulan respecting the Ut« melancholy occur- 
rences at Dresden, said to be from the pen of a trustworthy eye- 
witness, are taken from a German newspaper, the Deuttchg Zeitung. 
In all fatal commotions of this nature the innocent suffer with the 
guilty.] 

On the morning of the 9th of May, while the insurrec- 
tion was going on in Dresden, I was disturbed from my 
slumbers, at the Golden Stag, by a loud cry in the 
adjoining room. I sprang to the door and saw the boott, 
who called to me to dress myself quickly and to come 
down, as the next house was attacked by the Prussians. 
On descending to the parlour I found there six gentle- 
men, among whom were three students of forest-law, 
with whom I was acquainted. We agreed to remain 
quietly in the room, to take our breakfast, and await the 
result. AVe were perfectly calm, but cheerful and even 
jocose. We had no arms nor ammunition of any kind, 
and supposed that no attack would be made on strangers. 
We had closed the shutters and struck a light. In ten 
minutes a Prussian rushed into the room, fired off" his 
gun, and stretched one of our party on the ground; 
the ball is still to be seen in the window-frame. 
The smoke having extinguished the light, we concealed 
ourselves as well as we could. " Come out," wo then 
heard shouted out, *' come out, you scoundrels, to 
the light." We obeyed, and saw about half a dozen 
Saxon and P^ssian soldiers in the court-yard, by one of 
whom a shot was again fired at one of our party, who 
fell to the earth. Why was he shot ? — Because he wore 
a Calabrian cap. I was taken in charge by a Prussian, 
dragged through tho passage to the street, where I saw 
none but unarmed citizens, flying away in all haste from 
a crowd of soldiers who were firing upon them from tho 
two comer house^. The soldier seized me by the neck, 
and threw me from him to the distance of many feet, 
then sprang upon me, dragged me up, and flung me from 
him again, until we reached the barricades at Engel's, 
the restaurateur's. The soldiers from the two comer 
houses roared out, " Shoot the rascal, dead." At that 
moment, when they were about to do so, the chief can- 
noneer. Von R., came out of the restaurateur's, and took 
charge of me. At my entreaty he took me through the 
lower apartment of the house and the entrance-hall, up 
to the billiard-room. Goiog through the passage, I saw 
the Saxon infontry of the body-guards engaged in plun- 
dering the cigar-vaults of the merchant M.« which were 
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at the restauratcnr^s. After my release I spoke with 
Mr. M., who told me that not a firagment of his property 
had been left. On arriying at the billiard-room^ I turned 
to address myself to Captain Von W., and whUe speak- 
ing to him a musket shot struck down a young trades- 
man, apparently a shoemaker, not three paces from me ; 
ho was unarmed. While struggling in the agonies of 
death, a soldier sprang towards him, and with the butt- 
end of his gun dispatched him ; I turned away horror- 
struck. Captain Von W., addressing me, assured me 
that his heart also bled at such a scene, but said he could 
do nothing ; he was eyidently affected, and gave orders 
that no more citizens should be brought up. A crowd 
again came round me, and for the fourth time I was 
threatened with death. The soldiers bellowed out, 
" Down with the dog ! " and surrounded the captain and 
me ; the captain, however, sucoeeded again in protecting 
me, giving me an escort, and sending me to the block- 
house in the new town. The soldiers seemed to be 
drunk. I was led away through the streets to the 
looking-glass manufactory, and from thence through the 
Zwinger to the Castle Square. Soldiers were everywhere, 
and everywhere I was in danger of being shot, but as 
they were so good as to refrain from doing that» they 
contented themselves with striking me with the butt-end 
of their muskets. When crossing the bridge, some 
soldiers called out to my guard to throw me into the 
water. A dispute arose whether this should be done or 
not, and during this we luckily arrived at the block-house, 
where I was again treated in the most infamous manner. 
" Do you bring another dog ? " was called outto my escort. 
"The fellow is not deserving that so much shoe-leather 
should be wasted upon him ; — shoot him 1 " I was taken 
to the watch-house, demanded who I was, examined by a 
youngster of the artillery, everything in my possession was 
taken from me, and I was sent to the roundl-house in 
the New Town. In a room on the first floor, there were 
already about twenty prisoners, among whom was 
Professor Ch., who had been arrested on account of his 
red beard, the advocate K., who was apprehended while 
standing at the door of his own house, and two of the 
students mentioned before. I was here examined anew, 
ordered to take off my coat, waistcoat, boots, and stock- 
ings, then to put them on again, and received orders to 
sit down on a bench, to look straight before me» and not 
to utter a word. The Saxon corporal, on guard, explained 
to us that martial law was in force here, and asked us if 
we knew what it meant. " We have orders." he said, 
" to cut down any one who moves. You are robbers, 
murderers, thieves; fighting, not for freedom, but to 
make the rich poor." In this way we sat, seeing 
wounded citizens brought in half dead, undressed before 
us, and their bleeding wounds bound up. New prisoners 
were constantly brought in, and new oruelties practised. 
We heard the unceasing hunahs of the Prussians and the 
£Eir-off vivats of the Saxons. Soldiers were continually 
marching pa^t, and we were unceasingly reviled by them, 
called murderers, thieves, and scum, and threatened with 
shooting. Late in the evening a body of prisoners came, 
among whom was Tschuke, of Meissen, with his hands in 
chains, and his hat battered to pieces. At night we got 
some straw, lay down, and fell asleep. With day-break 
our sufferings recommenced. The common decencies of 
life were denied us, as there was only one room for 
every purpose. At noon we had something to eat. Next 
morning, a captain of the sharp-shooters ordered us to 
stand up, to arrange ourselves two by two, in order, and 
to march into the street. With the greatest joy the 
Prussians roared out after us, "You are on your last 
journey." We now went to the Lady Church, which was 
occupied by the Prussian landwehr ; at every six paces 
stood sentinels with their muskets charged ; the other 
soldiers lay around the altar. Wis were divided into 
separate parties, and placed in the nave of the church. 



and in such a manner, as on each side of a prisoner there 
was a vacancy, so that it would be immediately perceived 
when any one spoke to his neighbour. The soldiers who 
guarded us were of the 12th and 24th Regiments of the 
Prussian landwehr. The most brutal fellows in the 
regiments seemed to have been selected, for their treat- 
ment of us was frightful. Two of the prisoners became 
insane in consequence, one of whom, a powet ful young 
man, I afterwanls learned was a master butcher, of 
the name of G., from L., near Dresden. All the military 
had free access to the prisonen. The place was turned, 
as it were, into a show-room, where any one who pleased 
might come to abuse and ill-treat the prisoners, and then 
go away. Among the thousands who treated us so was 
an old man, who, it was whispered, was Colonel or 
General Von W., on the half-pay. This fine fellow went 
up to a medical man of the name of K., who had been 
made a prisoner, and spoke to him sharply because he had 
done his duty towards hia fellow-men in setting up an 
hospital. K. replied to him, and the nol^le General 
lifting up his very heavy stick, gave him such a blow on 
the head that we thought it must have been split in 
pieces. After this man had gone about for some time in 
the House of Grod cursing and swearing, he went away with 
these words, addressing himself to the soldiers : " Adieu, 
comrades ; I cannot stay longer ; if I stop here, nothing 
will satisfy me but to cudgel the whole gang." Such 
treatment was often experienced. Those who were insane 
were not taken to an asylum at once, but remained with 
us for two days. The night was very bad ; the cold was 
intense, and scarcely any of us could sleep. Next 
morning we were sent off in bands of fifty, under a 
strong escort, to the Cloth-hall. Here we sat on benches, 
and on rough, unhewn, blocks of wood : in this manner we 
sat the whole day. At night we got some straw, and could 
lie down. At ten in the morning each got two pounds of 
bread, and at one o'clock a pUte of barley, vegetables, 
&c. Four hundred men had to eat in this way out of 
twenty plates, which no one took the trouble to wash. 
Our treatment on the part of the military was now better. 
We had Prussian troops of the line to guard us, who at 
least showed that they were men. We spoke to them and 
had some fresh air.. I sat next to RiSckel, who bore 
this melancholy state of things with great composure. 
After suffering this for eight days, I was set at liberty. 
I had not enjoyed my freedom many moments, when I 
everywhere hesdrd the most horrible stories of the 
cruelty of the soldiera. As respects what I have related 
I will vouch for it with my life, as the pure, genuine, 
naked truth. Indeed, I have purposely endeavoured to 
subdue my feelings, that I might state nothing but 
what is simply true. 



THE FANDANGO AT MANANTIAL. 

Sbyxral drcumstanoes combined to render me ill-tem- 
pered on the road to Manantial; I was leaving the plea- 
sant zone behind, and entering the sultry regions, the 
abode of yellow fever, bordering on the Mexican gulf— 
and instead of my noble horse. Storm* I was mounted on 
a miserable hack, which a few houra before had been 
bestridden by my valet. The knavish fellow, taking 
advantage of my being temporarily without money, had 
demanded his arrears of wages, and at the same time 
declined to accompany me farther towards the fever dis- 
tricts. Money payments being under the circumstances 
out of the question, he proposed a game at cards, my 
horse to be the stake ; if I won, then the account would 
be settled, and he would have no fiirther claim on me ; if 
I lost, then my horse, the cherished companion of long 
and eventful wanderings, would be his. We sat down to 
the game under some trees by the road side ; fortune went 
against m^ and I had the miMtification of seeing my 
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Togne of ft aenrsat gallop off in triumph on my gallanl 
Storm, withoat ft word of leftTo-teking:, or of regret at 
parting, after having been in my aenrioe for fiye years. 
I had Bome trouble even to prevent him from carrying off 
my saddle also, and his ingratitade had yezed me. 

JkM I now journeyed on the wretohed beast which a 
frMk of fortune had thrown beneath me, I espied a 
traveller a short distance in advancOj apparently as much 
irritated as myselt He gesticulated vehementlyj shaking 
his clenched fist towards the sky. I hastened to overtake 
him, gratified at having a companion in misfortune. His 
dress and appearance showed him to be one of the 
Jarochosy as the peasants are called in this part of the 
country. He burst into a loud laugh as soon as he saw 
me at his side. I inquired whether his unpalatable 
hilarity were directed against me. " You, senor cavalier ?" 
he replied, " no ; but you must excuse me if the appear- 
ance of your horse makes me dispense with my usual 
habits of courtesy.*' 

" Still," I rejoined, much annoyed by his answer, " my 
horse is scarcely uglier than yours." 

" That is possible, but after all he is uglier : it is a 
satisfaction which I never hoped for, and by your fiivour 
I profit by it." 

Here the stranger again set up ft laugh louder than 
ever; I was nettled, and to divert my vexation drew out 
one of my pistols and fired into the trees above our 
heads. A parrot fell fluttering to the ground. The 
Jarocho looked at me with an air of uneasy astonish- 
ment. 

" Did you happen to aim at it ?" he asked. 

"Not a doubt of it," I answered, sharply, "and this 
ought to prove to you that it is sometimes dangerous to 
jeer at people before knowing them." 

At tiiese words the other stopped his horse, and 
settling himself haughtily in the saddle, with one 
hand on his hip, while with the other he thrust his straw 
hat down upon his head, he exclaimed, " Hearken, senor 
unknown, I am of a caste and of a country where speech 
is short and the hand ready. I had no intention of 
oflfonding yon, but if you seek a quarrel with me you have 
found your man ; notwithstanding the disparity of our 
arms, I shall try to do my best." 

The Jarocho then chanted a few lines of a song ^ of 
defiance, and as he ended, drew out the keen blade that 
hung at his side. There was something chivalric in the 
idea of a passage of arms in the midst of an American 
solitude, but there was such an incongruity between the 
miserable Appearance of our horses and the warlike atti- 
tude of their riders, that we broke simultaneously into a 
hearty peal of laughter, and I assured my opponent that 
alter his disavowal of offensive intentions we had no 
longer any worthy motive for fighting. 

" I am glad that you are so easily satisfied," he 
answered, " for I have another quarrel on my hands, and 
to fight with you before settling that, would be a great 
breach of duty." 

After these explanations, we continued our route 
together, the Jarocho told me that he had been endea- 
Touring to procure a knot of red ribands, to present on 
the morrow to Donna Sacramenta, a damsel of his acquain- 
tance, at the fandango, or village festival of Manantial. 
Greatly to his disappointment his search had been 
fruitless. I expressed my intention of steying to witness 
the spectacle, and there being no tovem in the village, 
gave my fellow-traveller to understand that I should 
quarter myself at his house for the time. It was night 
when we reached the village, a few huts in an open part 
of the wood ; several men in picturesque costume, and 
women dressed in white, were rehearsing the dances for 
the next day, to the sound of a guitar. Our arrival was 
hailed with shouto of welcome, and cries of "Ah, Calroi 
has come!," this being the provincial term for Carlos. 
My oompanion» however^ maniferted bat little pleaaore 



at this reception, the contraction of his brow denoted the 
working of some painful emotion. His eyes were fixed 
upon the group of dancers, and by the direction of his 
looks I distinguished the object of his attention. It was 
a young and graceful girl who seemed rather to glide 
than to walk over the green turf. A diadem of cueuyot, 
glow-worms, glittered upon the black tresses of her hair, 
mingled with a wreath of odoriferous flowers, and cast ft 
mysterious and charming halo upon her forehead. Mot- 
ing under the silver rays of the moon, Sacramento might 
have been taken for one of the fiuries that dance by night 
in the glades of the forest. 

The look of indifference, almost disdain, that the 
young girl cast upon the Jarocho, and the expression of 
angry jealousy visible in his features, soon revealed to me 
one of those painful dramas — one of the contests between 
coquetry and affection found everywhere under heaven. 
Calros, however, did not appear to be a man accustomed 
to see his homage treated vrith disdain. He waited 
patiently until the dance was finished, and then 
approaching Sacramenta, he dismounted, and although 
too far off to hear his words, I could tell by his gesturea 
that he was making excuses on the subject of the red 
ribands. But the poor fellow seemed completely over- 
come by the mocldng and ironical spirit in which his 
confession was reoeiyed. While listening to the maiden's 
words, he played with the horn hilt of his machete, 
a straight narrow-bladed sword, and a gloomy doud 
settled on his features ; then, as if his pride were suddenly 
roused, he receded a pace or two, and lifted one foot 
into the stirrup to remount his horse. Before rising to 
the saddle, he turned to teke a last look at the young 
girl. Sacramento answered it by a shake of the head, 
by which a flower was detached firom the wreath on her 
brow, and fell to the ground. The Jarocho looked at the 
little blossom with doubt, and the young girl at first 
seemed indifferent to his hesitation. But while re-ar- 
ranging her head-dress, with a touch of coquetry which 
our drawing-room ladies might have envied, she pointed 
with her small blue-satin slippered foot to the flower lying 
on the grass. Calros' fiM» became radiant with supreme 
delight; he stooped quickly, picked up the frail pledge of 
hope, leaped into his saddle, and vras soon out of sight. 
He had evidently forgotten his proffered hospitality; I 
started in pursuit, and overtook him before he reached 
his cabin. This structure vras one of the slight dwellings 
usual in this part of the country, the interior divideii 
into three apartmente by partitions of rushes. In one 
of these, an old woman, the mother of Calros, was pre- 
paring supper. After attending to our horses, we sat 
down to the repast, which consisted of rice-milk, fried 
bananas, and the red haricots, whose exoellenoe is pro- 
verbial throughout the whole of Mexico. The meal 
over, the old woman retired, and stretching oursdves on 
the floor near the open door, my host and I lay awake 
conversing far into the night. Among other snbjecte 
the Jarocho spoke of his quarrel : — " You saw Sacra- 
menta," he said; "well, about six months ago, she 
became the subject of a dispute at a &ndango, at which, 
as it happened, I was not present. A man was killed; 
the assassin made good use of his spurs, and fled. The 
man was my relative, and I was appointed, according to 
custom, to avenge his death. I cannot say that it 
grieved me much, for he loved Donna Sacramenta, and those 
who love her are my enemies ; nevertheless, I accepted 
the duty imposed on me by a point of honour. Had 
nothing more been necessary than with sword in hand to 
demand satisfaction for the blood that had been spiU, I 
should have hastened to discharge the duty, but the 
carofully concealed traces of the murderer had to be sought 
for in all the villages of the shore country. It was ther 
I felt that I loved Sacramento more than life, perhaps, 
more than honour, and I put off my purtuit from day to 
day. There are certain dpii by which vro know when 
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a harricane is going to blow, we can follow step by step 
the invisible track of the jaguar, or of a man hiding him- 
self; but no man can read a woman's heart. Twenty 
times I have believed myself beloved by Sacramenta, and 
twenty times her disdain has renewed my doubts, and I 
dared not depart without knowing whether she would 
rejoice at my absence, or pray for my return. To-day 
even, I am still tormented by uncertainty, and yet some- 
thing tells mo to hope. This morning I could have set out 
certain that my aspirations would be slighted ; this evening 
I almost flatter myself with foolish expectations." 

To these remarks, which revealed the Jarocho's state 
of feeling, I replied that the gift of the flower ought to 
be considered as encouragement to hope ; this led him to 
speak of the unfortunate position in which he was placed 
by his imposed task of vengeance, to which he was 
goaded day after day by the aged mother of the deceased. 
She passed for a sorceress; and Calros, having seen a 
cloud a few nights previously, in which his troubled 
imagination discovered a resemblance to her murdered 
son, took it as an evidence of her supernatural abilities. 
Altogether the poor fellow was in a most tantalized state 
of mind, and he asked me to take upon myself the duty 
of pursuing and punishing the assassin. I declined accepting 
the proffered honour, but agreed to accompany and help 
him in case of need, whenever he might choose to set 
out. He took me at my word. Our departure was 
arranged for the second day after. 

On awaking the next morning, I found the Jarocho 
already up and dressed in the elegant pictui%sque costume 
of his class ; he was as gay as pearls, strung with little mir- 
rors, on velvet, and rows of reals and half-reals on Spanish 
leather, could make him. The hilt of his machete, sus- 
pended by a scarlet girdle to his side, was decorated with 
silken tufts of the same colour. He looked so brave in 
his equipments that I augured favourably for the affair 
nearest his heart ; he had, however, one cause of regret, 
and that was his vow preventing him from fighting, but 
he promised to indemnify himself by a little extra singing, 
gaming, and drinking; I doubted much of the calming 
effects of cards and Catalonian brandy. 

All Manantial was in holiday trim, and from time to 
time the figures of daintily dressed women were seen at 
the open doors of the huts. A platform was erected 
under the shade'of the trees for the dancers, and here 
and there impromptu stalls were raised for the sale of 
fruits, water, and brandy. The heat of the sun was almost 
insupportable, yet crowds of horsemen came pouring 
in ; and soon nothing was to be heard but a confusion of 
neighings, shouts of laughter, and strumming of guitars. 

In all the villages of this part of the country the 
women dance, and the men play the part of spectators. 
I joined myself to one of the groups, and presently a 
Jarocho, seating himself on the ground near the platform, 
began to strike his guitar with a vigorous hand. Eight 
or ten females obeyed the summons; they made the 
tour of the stage, and began to dance. Somewhat mo- 
notonous at first, the movement became gradually 
animated, as the women chanted couplets in response to 
those sung by the musician. I admired the grace and 
agility with which several of them, while dancing, carried 
a glass filled with water on their head, without spilling a 
drop ; or untied comjilicated knots formed in a silk girdle 
round their feet, without using their hands. Notwith- 
standing the applause that followed these feats, the 
passions of the spectators appeared yet to slumber. 
Hitherto the libations of brandy, flavoured with orange- 
peel, had, in going round, elicited nothing but laughttf, 
pungent repartee, and* imprecations ; soon, however, was 
heard the prelude to a new air ; it was the dance odled 
petetura. 

This time, also, the platform was speedily filled, and 
among the females who came forward, I recognised 
Donna Sacramenta by her graceful figure and provoking 



beauty, she whom Cairos called his weU-beioced human 
angel. She was charmingly dressed, presenting a rar« 
specimen of the woman of the torrid lone in all her in- 
toxicating beauty. 

Now there was something like excitement a mong the 
company: "Ah !" said a Jarocho, who stood at my side, 
to his comrade, "at the kst fandango, at Malibran, Quili- 
macorlost one of his ears, and Juan de Dios the end of 
his nose, for a donna who was not worth a lock of this 
one*s hair." 

"Patience, tio (uncle)," answered the other, "the beau- 
tiful Sacramenta, no doubt, has more than one adorer 
in the village, and I predict that befora the evening she 
will have made the machete and ehamarra dance, of at 
least two among us." 

I did not understand this dialogue; events were to ex- 
plain the allusions to me. 'Meantime, the spectators had 
ranged themselves into two groups, partisans of different 
heroes. At tho head of one, stood a proud-looking 
Jarocho, at sumptuously dressed as Calros, who had 
plaoed himself foremost among the others. The latter 
looked vexed, Sacramenta gave him no single glance^ 
and as I came near him he said, in a low tone, " You 
see; hope yesterday, despair to day, such is my fate; 
we will start to-moirow." 

His regret was so poignant that I animadverted 
strongly on the maiden's coquetry. "Ah," he added, 
" she has not paitloned my inability to obtain ' that 
unfortunate knot of scarlet ribands." 

Just then, his rival approached the platform, and 
taking off his hat, offered it to Sacramenta with easy 
courtesy. She received it with a smile, and plaoed it 
on her head, without interrupting the evolutions re- 
quired by the dance. Calros' face was unmoved; he 
contented himself by making an almest imperceptible 
sign to one of his partisans. The latter advancing in 
turn, also presented his hat. In such a case, custom 
requires that the lady show no preference for either 
admirer; she therefore continued dancing, holding a 
hat in each hand. 

The advantage of seeing his hat upon the head of the 
fair dancer, now remained to the thinl gallant who 
might embrace it; as I expected, it was OJros. Im- 
m^^tely the two antagonists exchanged a look of defi- 
ance ; then the first one untying his sash of China crape, 
threw it as a scarf on Sacramenta's shoulders, and 
arranged it so as to form a large scarlet rosette at 
her side. 

The guitars were twanged with renewed vigour, and 
the singers redoubled their efforts. The young girl con- 
tinued to dance, proud of the homage she had won, but 
it was easy to see that Calros was tortured by jealousy. 
" Courage," I whispered, *'have you no longer the flower 
upon your heart ?" He raised his head, as though the 
thought had restored all his confidence, unfastened his 
machete, and hung it close to the scarlet scarf over 
Sacramenta's arm. Thus was the prediction accom- 
plished which had shortly before puxzled me; the maiden 
was dancing with the machete and ehamarra of two of 
her lovers. It was a singular sight, the steel-blade 
in the- sun, as the young girl went through her rapid 
evolutions. Suddenly, a voice called rilence, and then 
commenced a defiant and alternated chant between 
Calros and his opponent, the effect of which was to 
increase the exasperation already beginning to be felt. 
Sacramenta turned pale, either from fatigue or appre- 
hension, and according to usage, the rivals approached 
to redeem their pledges ; the fixed price is a half-x«al, 
but the two eager aspirants loaded her hands with coin. 
She stood with downcast eyes, betraying no preference 
for one or the other; the question, it was evident, had 
to be settled by the machete, whereby all parties would be 
gratified, for one of the chief pleasures of a fandango is 
in the fight with which it generally terminates. At this 
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jnncture, vn old woman came up, and with much asperity 
of tone and manner, reminded Calros of his tow. It 
waa in vain that he sought to effect a compromise ; she 
taunted him with breach of duty; he was obliged to submit, 
to the great triumph of his rival. 

A dispute arose which, as it could not be settled 
by swords, was about to be settled by cards, when the 
arriTal of a stranger changed the state of afTairs, and 
saved the honour of Manantial. His horse was at full 
speed ; no one knew him ; he drew up, and dismounting, 
•dvanoed to the side of the platform, where, drawing Ids 
machete, to the hilt of which hung a knot of scarlet 
ribands, he used it to trace a circle on the sand, and then 
thrusting the point a few inches into the ground, left the 
weapon standing upright in the centre. All this, the 
UTogant defiance of a whole population, by a single in- 
dividual, passed in silence. The opponent, so much 
desired by Calros* rival, could not have presented himself 
more opportunely. Every eye sought the boaster, but 
he, finding the new adversary, perhaps, too formidable, 
had vanished. The inhabitants of the village regarded 
the stranger with admiration, but no one seemed more 
impatient than Calros to measure swords with the un- 
known champion. It was for want of scarlet ribands 
that he had been unable to win Sacramenta's favour the 
night before ; the struggle in his mind was a severe one; 
but, after a few moments of debate, he whispered to me : 
*' Per Dios ! let the old woman say what she will. Sacra- 
menta shall have the scarlet ribands;" so saying he 
advanced hastily, and planted his nuieheie by the side of 
tho stranger's. The latter touched his hat courteously, 
and at Cidros* request, agreed that the ribands should be 
the prize of him who drew the first blood. The combat 
began by forious thrusts on both sides, which seemed to 
threaten a speedy and fatal result, but the Jarochos make 
up by agility and rapid movements of the body what tbey 
may lack in skill of fence. In this sort of contest the 
point of honour is to preserve the sword-hand uninjured, 
a wounded hand is an indelible di&graoe for the most re- 
nowned fencer; loss of life would be nothing in com- 
parison. The stranger's hand was better protected by 
the scarlet ribands than by a steel guard, as Calros 
shrank from injuring the decoration for which he risked 
his life, and which he hoped to present to Sacramenta. 
Thus the fight went on ; at length the stranger^ s blade 
whistling along that of my host, threatened his hand ; a 
second more and Calros' wounded fingers would have let 
the machete fall, but he parried the stroke, which, falling 
on his arm, just above the wrist, drew a streak of blood. 
At the same instant a red stain appeared on the stranger's 
shoulder. Both blades were at once lowered ; the 
combat was over ere I could decide which had been the 
first wounded, but the quick and practised eye of the 
•peotators had already settled the point. The unknown 
mada no attempt to appeal from their judgment, he 
detached the silken knot from the hilt of his machete, and 
presented it upon the point to his opponent; this was ac- 
knowledging himself conquered. This last act of courtesy 
won him all hearts ; and, notwithstanding his defeat, he 
shared with his rival in the honours of victory. During 
the struggle Sacramenta's features had been overspread 
by a mortal paleness, which now, as Calros advanced and 
gave her the ribands he had so valiantly gained, gave 
place te a ruddy glow. She thanked him with a smile, 
and looks which showed that she valued his present as 
much as he did her flower of the evening before. 

The two combatants were now as lavish of brandy as 
they had been valorous, to the great contentment of the 
villagers, who found in copious draughts a satisfactory 
termination to the fandango. While thus occupied a 
second stranger arrived, and after exchanging a few words 
with the other, the two rode off together. Night fell ; 
Calros and I were sitting talking at the door of hU cabin, 
when the old woman again came up with a request that 



my host would follow her. An hour afterwards he re- 
turned, his face radiant with joy ; he now knew that 
fervent prayers would follow him in his perilous en- 
terprise : " It is hard," he said, " to leave Sacramenta 
after such an assurance, but I have no longci a pretext 
for delay, and we shall set out to-morrow. 



»j 



THE TRANSFER. 

In the land of the East there flouriiihed a flower, 

Aad in •ool it was like the lark ; 
For it smiled and was glad in the sunny hour. 

And it drooped when the sky was dark. 

And there came from afar to this favoured land 

A youth who was Fortune's heir, 
And he asked what magical cpcU or waud 

Had been guarding a form so fair. 

Then an old num spoke by the stranger's side, 

" I haTfrguarded it day and night ; 
So the wind it hath braved, and the storm defied. 

And laughed at the mildew's blight." 

Then a smile broke over the youth's dark cheek. 

As a sunbeam o'er the sea : 
" Wilt thou sell me this flower, so lovely and meek. 

This child of the sun 7 " quoth he. 

" I have gold which would buy thee pomp and pride, 

Fields rich as a fairy land ; 
If our bargain be fairly made," he cried, 

" Hold forward thy friendly hand." 

The other wept at the stranger's words. 

And he said, " lliou art over-bold ; 
For this sweet flower mocks thy costly hoards, 

And the old man scorns thy gold." 

The stranger went, and another came. 

In a pUgrim's secdrrobc ; 
No kin WM he to wealth or fame, 

Out poor as afflicted Job. 

The old man watched his blue eye sink. 

And he saw him weep and pine ; 
And he said with a fatherly umile, '* I think, 

Thou wouldst beg for this flower of mine. 

" I would not sell it for gold nor land. 

But I give it thee doubly free ; 
Let me feel the clasp of thy manly hand, 

I will shake it in faith with thee." 

O, the world would be blest, if it had no mart 

Where Love can be bought and sold ; 
For a heavenly thing is a human heart, 

Aud an earthly thing is gold t 

E. H. Bdrrin'Gtox. 



THE HIDDEN RING. 

BY SILTS&PEK. 
{Continued from page 49.) 

Till it was far past midnight, did Absalom Fodd's 
new guest ait before the little parlour fire, filling and 
refilling his smoky Churchwarden more times than I can 
count ; but the volume of Schiller, after twice reading 
over the lesson of the night, lay open and uncared for 
on his knee, for the fire seemed to^ a book with endless 
pages, on which his gaze was fixed, and never altered. 

With quite the early morrow, indeed at an hour which, 
considering that it was past midnight when his guest re- 
tired, astonished worthy Absalom as he meditated, 
about this and Other things, over his pipe in the little 
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htir, Mr. Riddle strolled from the rustic inn. As this 
was one of the prettiest places in the world, with old 
timber gables, and jutting eaves of thatch, and with a 
sweet bowerj garden which almost rivalled that of the 
parsonage, no wonder that the stranger preferred to take 
his way along its flower-bordered walks towards the qniet 
fields which lay beyond. As he passed through the Uttle 
wicket, on either aide of which ran a long, shady, sweet- 
briar hedge, he met Ruth on her way from the parsonage ; 
80 guessing from whence she came he stopped to speak 
to her. 

"Oh! dear, yes, Sb," replied the rustic beauty, as 
she stood with a basket on her arm like Morland's country 
girl, " Miss Dora wUl be quite ready to see yoq, for Fre 
righted every thing up, as Missis bid me, and dear old 
master was there by four o'clock trimming the flower- 
borders and milking the cow, and old Northwood has 
been down to say, tiiat as Leah roasts some fowls and 
makes a pudding to day, the dear young lady mustn't be 
troubled about a dinner; so you'll find her. Sir, in the 
curate's little book room, sitting like the biggest lady in 
the land." 

So saying, the maid of the inn dropped her pro- 
fbundest curtsey, for her master had announced in the 
kitchen, previous to her departure to the parsonage on 
the over night, that the new guest was some "great 
gentleman ;" and passed on, leaving him to the sweet 
peacefulness of the solitary flower-decked fields. But he, 
ordinarily such a reveller iq, and reader of nature, was 
deaf to the low cadence of the wind as it lightly bent the 
grass and rustled the thick leaves of the bowery hedges; 
was deaf to the ripple of the brook as it sung its way 
amidst old gnarled roots and overhanging boughs ; was 
deaf to throstles' and to blackbirds' notes, to the low 
call of kine upon the hills ; was blind to flower and leaf, 
to field and wood, to earth and sky; saw nothing, heard 
nothing, and knew nothing, but that which lay before his 
rapid, eager steps. Calling back his hound, with a peremp- 
tory voice, if it chanced to go before, as if jealous that it 
should precede him by a hair's breadth, he gained the 
sylvan parsonage, and entering through its leafy porch, 
stood in the half kitchen, half parlour, which I have 
already described. Everything was still, and cool, and 
pleasant; the rich warm morning sun fell in strips 
through the ivied casement panes upon the bright red . 
floor ; and through these casements, and the open doors, 
the brook breeze brought the garden treasures of the 
honeysuckle and the rose. One glance around, on oak 
buffet, quaint clock, old screen, wood fire, he uncovered, 
and passing through the shadow of a niche-like doorway, 
found himself within Mr. Longnor's little study, and saw 
Dora seated on the wide old window-ledge. In an in- 
stant, her work had fallen on the floor, for she had been 
sewing, and she bounded towards her father's friend, 
with all the frankness with which a child seeks those it 
has been taught to love. But like was not met by like; 
so, awed by Sir. Riddle's somewhat cold and restrained 
greeting, Dora dropped a little curtsey, and stood down- 
cast and abashed before him. Her guileless heart guessed 
not the secret and the truth ; or the stem vow made 
over the fading embers of the rustic fire. But Hero, 
the hound, who had crept in unseen, taking its it were 
advantage of this pause, slouched forward, and was about 
to nestle his broad dewlap on her shoulder, when a pe- 
remptory " down sir, out sir," put an end to his kindly 
demonstrative intention, and he slunk back to his place 
in the porch quite downcast and subdued. Still more 
abashed, Dora was about to say something such as " good 
morning," instead of the impulsive, guileless, " I am so 
glad to see you. Sir," when Mr. Riddle said abruptly, 

" Come, Dora, put on your bonnet and show me the 
woodlands; as your father is not at home, you must be 
my guide, as you probably would if he were here. Come, 
we can taUc» for I have much to ask." 



" Yes, Sir ; we will talk about dear p^Miy it pleases me 
so to speak of him." 

" And about yourself, Dora I Now fetch your bonnet.'' 
He said this in a way which prevented further discus- 
sion, and sitting down by the little doorway, so as there 
to have a full view of the kitchen, he lighted up Mr. 
Churchwarden. Nor once, whilst Dora moved to and 
fro, plying the fire so as to last till her return, putting 
on her poor bonnet and childish tippet, did he remove 
his gase, but watched her as a mariner a precious guiding 
star. And well he might; for his heurt was true in 
judging Dora, a precious little human creature. Already 
was the rare promise of her girlish beauty a thing of 
talk about that solitary country side ; already had her 
learning, and the rare pains taken in her education been 
talked about by rustic folks over their winter's fire; on 
moorland and hill, in forest and by brook, had she been 
seen a companion of her father; and thus with health, 
beauty, much knowledge, and extreme youth, and with 
a warm, affectionate, yet pure and guileless heart, she 
was one of those sweet spirits fiUed by heaven to 
mingle with superior natures. 

At last she came; her rich and ebon-coloured hair 
tucked up beneath her humble bonnet, her rounded 
arms scarcely shadowed by the little tippet, a small light 
basket in her ungloved hand. The porch door was 
locked, the key hidden in its accustomed pUce, and 
Dora led the way across the plashy stepping-stones of the 
rapid brawling brook. 

They were soon amidst the wild primeval forest land 
of this sweet country. And in solitudes, as deep, — except 
here and there for a woodman busy in the bracken, or a 
charcoal-burner with his smouldering piles of faggots, — as 
if on a western prairie, or an isle of the Pacific seas. 
Sometimes on ferny uplands, sometimes by solitary oaks 
of giant growth, sometimes in deep glades as still and 
shadowed as a Druidical grove (though such are rare, for 
much of this noble land is disforested), sometimes by 
mountain ridges where the red sandstone yawned in 
picturesque declivities, and opened Nature's primal 
book for man to read ; sometimes where earlier formations 
still cropped out, and showed the signs of long-passed 
surging oceans, monstrous and wild ; sometimes by tarn 
and rivulet they wandered on, talking as Mr. Riddle 
wished the girl to talk, though not» perhaps, to that full 
measure which his soul required. For light of foot, 
revisiting her father^s haunts, and enthusiastic in that 
which had become to her, from the long and almost daily 
habit of her life, a second nature, she led Mr. Riddle to 
some of the places amidst the wildest recesses of the 
forest and the hiUs, where Longnor's most happy re- 
searches and verifications had been made, and naturally 
gave their several little histories, so interesting to the 
earnest student. 

As the day wore on, the sun fell hot upon the forest- 
paths, though shadowed here and there by thick-loafed 
giant bougl^ ; and as they had now walked for, since the 
old country church dock had struck nine, they sat down 
midway in a broad old glade, yet spared from the wood- 
man's axe, and which evidentlv served the purposes of a 
wood for the charcoal-burners^ wains, or for an occasional 
horseman. And here they rested on as rich a carpet of 
flowery verdure as nature ever spread for her weary- 
footed children ; the richness of the golden sun crowning 
the dark hoUy-trees with glory, and the fern and hare- 
bell, the bramble and the feathery grass, timing their 
own faint melodies to the rich diapason of the sough- 
ing forest boughs. For a long way, till they thus sat 
down, Mr. Riddle had been questioning Dora about her 
studies, and so talking, and finding her knowledge on 
many things even more accurate thim he anticipated, he 
now, as he sat, relaxed fri>m that stem, distant manner 
which he had assumed ; and Dora, thus won from her 
timidity, opened the little basket ^e had brought with 



her^ and took out a small flask of cowsUp-winej which 
was the very smallest portion of what was held in an 
ttzcessiyely &t bottle, placed cunningly in the closet 
that very morning by dear old Podd, and a slice of the 
nice saffron-cake Mrs. Northwood and her little Leah had 
concocted whilst the good old tailor had been effect- 
ing his miracle upon the curate's coat. Breaking the 
cake within the leaves with which she had covered it, she 
proffered it, and the flask, to Mr. Riddle. The first im- 
pulsive moment of his hand betrayed how readily his 
heart accepted the gentle offer ; but the next instant he 
had repulsed her with a cold " not any, I thank you," 
which at once paralysed the gentle and affectionate nature 
of the gill. She dropped the flask and cake, rose quickly, 
and burst into tears. 

" I will go home. Sir, if you please ; I am sorry if I 
have offended you ; I hoped you would not recollect the 
difference between us; papa said, that whenever you 
came you would not ; that you were noble and Idnd ; 
that — ^that — Sir — ^Mr. Riddle — if yop came you would 
be like an uncle or a brother towards me. I will go 
home. Sir — the charcoal-burners will tell you the way." 

" Nonsense, Dora, nonsense ; come, sit down, and eat 
your luncheon. I want to be noble to you, Dora — noble 
as a god. This is why, perhaps, I am stem and cold. 
Now let us go back to last night's lesson — we may have 
to talk about this matter another day." 

She had crouched down again upon the grass without 
replying, or without looking up^ for her tears were yet 
undried, when the approach of some* one on horseback met 
her ear. She raised her face, and recognised in the old 
farmer-like rider, and his high-bred hackney, no other 
than Squire Fieldworth, whose letter-bag was so sedu- 
lously attended to by Miss Cadwallader, and whose coach- 
man. Bump, angled so dexterously with jellies and cold 
tarts, for the hand of the spinster and the strings of her 
purse. The squire was riding leisurely, and having no- 
thing to think about beyond his dinner and his rents, he 
scrutinized Dora with much coolness, then her com- 
panion, whose bearing and appearance greatly excited 
his curiosity, and when he had ridden sufficiently out of 
sight amidst the trees, he gave a long, low whistle, of 
peculiar significanse, and urged his horse into a quicker 
pace. 

As this squire was at feud not simply with honest 
Podd, but with old Northwood, and half a dozen of the 
other parishioners, his only resource in the matter of 
satisfying his curiosity was Miss Cadwallader ; and from 
her he learnt, not only that this stranger's name was 
Riddle, and that he had had letters come that morning 
re-directed firom one of the great colleges of Cambridge, 
and from Broadland Hall, in an adjoining county, but also 
all such particulars of Mr. Longnor's departure and 
business, as Miss Martha had been able to ascertain 
through means good, bad, and indifferent. 

Mightily full of all this village news, the squire would 
probably have delivered himself of it to his two eldest 
daughters the instant he arrived home, had he not smelt 
the savour of his favourite dish, and found the cloth 
already laid for dinner. As partaking of this meal was 
the most important duty of his life, he delayed imparting 
his own adventure, and such information as he had ob- 
tained from Miss Cadwallader, till his favourite pippins 
and his bottle were on the table, and his three daughters 
around him, the two eldest of whom were fair represen- 
tatives of himself, and the third, some years younger 
(though by no means very youthful, and by a second wife), 
was the Cinderella of the household, for the sole reason 
that she had fallen in love with a member of a neigh- 
bouring family, not liked by the squire, because their 
acres were fewer than his own. As is usual with Cin- 
derellas, Anne was the bright light of the Fieldwovths. 

The squire having come to the end of his narrative, 
poured out another glass of wine, and gave another long 



and low whistle. It meant much, and was perfectly 
understood by Sophia and Jane. 

" Of course," said Sophia, " my experience of human 
nature teaches me, that no good can come of this matter. 
And as for what any man can see in such a low-bred girl, 
whose father pleases her to consort with publican and 
tailor's wives, and a miller's daughter, I cannot think. 
But we shall see I" And this totto voce parenthesis 
meant to convey as much as the squire's whistle. 

" Fie, fie," replied Anne warmly, and with much cou- 
rage, considering her position in the household ; " why 
attach evil to what can only be the purest and noblest 
friendship between such a child and such a man ; for if 
you loved books, or knew anything of literature, his very 
name would tell you, that Mr. Riddle is incapable, both 
from position and character, of the evil you surmise; 
and if this were not even so, I believe Dora Iiongnor 
to be — 
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** There there," interrupted the squire, " dunna have 
any talk about her; I hate her and her father, and as for 
thy quarrels, go and settle 'em in the still-room or gar- 
den ; I want my nap, and that more than all the Cam- 
bridge men or parsons' daughters. So be off tiU tea- 
time — ^though, I say, Sophy, if thee think this man be 
decent enough to eat off our family plate, write him a bit 
of an invitation, and send it by Bump to the Barley Mow, 
and as on course he'll be rarely glad, he'll come, and we 
shall see what he's made on." 

As the squire, before he finished this sentence, had 
lapsed into what might be called the first stage of his nap, 
and as both the elder spinsters had, for strong reasons of 
their own, already determined upon^ the simple squire's 
suggestion, they spitefully glanced at Anne, and with- 
drew, not only to write the note, and send off the note 
immediately by Bump (a very convenient resolution in 
relation to a breast of the squire's spring duck, a few peas, 
and a rich cheese-cake), but to concoct such a plan of 
proceeding as might make Miss Cadwallader loquacious, 
without impairing their own dignity! Thus leaving 
Anne to take her after-dinner's saunter up and down the 
broad old terrace western to the declining sun, and none 
the worse for judging well and rightly of the pure and 
beautiful, and youthfui of her sex. Sweet Anne 1 None 
but the pure in heart see God ! 

Her tears were dry, her heart was light, her foot 
elastic, when Dora found the key and unlocked the 
parsonage door; for Mr. Riddle, though still cold in 
manner, had been less reserved upon their homeward 
path, than hitherto throughout the morning. He had 
parted with her at the wicket, and entering the house 
alone, she found that the good Northwoods' little Leah 
had been there, had replenished the fire, had placed the 
savoury little dinner so beside it, that it kept hot, and 
had done such other little household offices as were 
needful. 

So dining, Dora swung the kettle over the fire, set the 
hearth in order, smooUied her beautiful ebon tresses 
before the little oval mirror which hung beside the 
screen, and with hands as delicate and cool as the swift 
running brook could make them, she took her work-bag, 
and the poor bridal gown of the past marriage-day, and 
went' out and sat upon the turfed plot, so shadowed and 
so still, beside the trickling brook. It was a golden 
evening, and the bees still searched the flowers. She had 
not sat long, before Tim, whose duty it was at this time 
of day to milk Brindle, came across the grass, bearing 
a little parcel and message from honest Podd, that she 
was to make some coffee for Mr. Riddle, who would be 
there by seven. The clock had already struck six, so 
she hastened to perform this new duty, and all was 
ready on the sweet cool turf just by the stroke of seven. 
The tall coffee-cups of purple hue (left by an ancient 
parishioner to Mr. Longnor), the golden-coloured cream 
in a small jug of crystid glass* the sugar in a little silver 
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bowl of antique shape; all looked as if set out upon the 
shadowed sward to feast some dainty queen. Beside all 
this too, was Mr. Churchwarden, who had been left in 
the little study that very morning. 

The guest was punctual to his time; ho surveyed 
everything at a glance, sat down upon the sward, bid her 
fill his pipe and pour out the coiTee, and whilst she sewed 
ho read the Schiller he had brought; now and then 
looking up from it to see those little fingers ply the 
needle, and by-and-by laying aside his book to smoke 
Mr. Churchwarden in silence. As the church clock again 
struck nine, and the shadows of evening fell around, he 
bid her good night, leaving her to fill up the time till 
Ruth should come, in writing a long letter to her father. 

As tliis day had passed, so did full ten others; and 
accustomed now to his oilen cold and distant manner, 
Dora was Riddle's guide about that rich sylvan country 
of western Shropsliire, aiid of an evening made his coffee 
and filled Mr. Churchwarden, and sat with him by that 
rippling brook till the shadows fell. And nothing could 
be purer than this communion; it was that of scholar 
and master, father and child, preacher and devotee. Old 
worthy Podd and Northwood were glad that Dora had 
such fine scholarly company, particularly as the curate 
had written to Dora a letter of delight and congratula- 
tion touching this matter. 

As I have said, Dora Longnor had a little friend 
named Lucy Gray, whose father lived some seven milos 
across the forest, and kept a rustic mill, turned by a 
mountain stream, and hidden in old woods. Without 
this incident of Mr. Riddle's coming, five days would 
certainly have not elapsed, particularly on an occasion 
like this of the curate's absence, without Dora walking 
across the forest to the mill; and, therefore, the good 
miller, and his homely wife and little daughter, when 
they heard of Mr. Longnor's absence from a passing 
traveller, wondered much at being yet without a glimpse 
of Dora's face. So, at last impatient to see her little 
friend, the rustic beauty of sixteen put on her holiday 
frock, and new-trimmed bonnet, and little scarf, and 
taking advantage of her father riding across the forest 
that morning, mounted behind him on her pillion, to 
which was strapped a basket of country dainties for sweet 
Dora. As it strangely happened, Mr. Riddle was absent 
from the parsonage that morning, so Lucy when she 
alighted at the gate found her little friend ; and when 
the good miller had deposited his basket, pressed warmly 
and kindly his wife's invitation upon Dora, and promised 
to call again for Lucy in the evening, he left the girls 
together and proceeded to the village on business. And 
now, arm-in-arm about the quaint old house and shadowy 
garden, the girls confided to one another their childish 
secrets, simple and girlish ones enough, but pure as the 
wind upon the mountain top, the water from its hidden 
spring. In talk like this of confidence and love the day 
wore quickly by, till in the shadows of the evening, they 
waited for the good miller on a rustic garden-scat, and 
again talked over what tliey had so much talked about 
throughout the day. 

*' I am sure," said Lucy, in reply to a question Dora 
had asked her twenty times that day, ** that Mr. Riddle's 
coldness and sternness must be a manner put on. I am 
older than you, Dora, and fancy that men do these sort of 
things sometimes." 

"Why?" asked Dora, with visible wonderment. 

" Why ?" said Lucy, almost harshly repeating her 
little friend's question, as she drew herself away, and 
holding her by the waist at arm's length, looked sweetly 
into her half-tearful eyes and downcast face ; " because 
you are so very beautiful, my darling, and he loves you !" 

" Nay, nay," wept Dora, "this cannot be. I am such 
a child, and he so much older ; besides being so high in 
station, and so splendid in his learning I It cannot be. 
Only it is a pity he is so cold and stem, and so peremp- 



tory, because I have that feeling in my heart, as if I 
should like for ever to wait on him, ever be beside hiin, 
ever listen to him, ever be his little servant, and he my 
master, or like his sister or his daughter." And hero she 
bent her head and sobbed convulsively. 

" Dora," said Lucy, as she folded the little sobbing 
creature to her heart, " though you think it not, you are 
in love." 

" Do not say so ; do not tell any one. Oh, no, it is 
not true !" cri^ the girl passionately, as she clung to her 
friend. 

" Because it is so true, my darling," whispered Lucy, 
with a gentleness and grace which did her noble nature 
proudest justice, " depend upon it, I will be secret. 
Not even my mother, to whom I confide all secrets 
that are really mine, shall know it ; and I am too proud 
of the confidence and attachment of one like yourself, 
so much better bom and taught than I am, not to be 
sincere and truthful. So dry your tears, dear lady, and 
recollect I am your friend in all things." 

As Lucy thus dried Dora's tears with almost motherly 
affection, and Dora returned her friend's caresses, tkey 
heard the good miller's voice, and hastening to the 
house, they found him at the porch door waiting for 
Lucy. As the evening was unusually dark for the time of 
year, and the way uneven across the forest, he did not dis- 
mount, but helping his pretty, much-loved litUe daughter 
to the pillion, as soon as she was ready, and repeating his 
warm and respectful invitation to Dora about expecting 
her at the mill, the girls leant their sweet faces together 
for a last farewell, and then the old steady horse was 
urged into a trot, and once across the fbrd, was soon lost 
in the shadow of the woodlands. 

The night, besides being overclouded, was unusually 
damp and chill, so throwing more wood upon the broad 
old hearth, the girl sat down beside it, on the little has- 
sock, as of old. Though full of thought, half hopeful and 
half sad, her ear was still alive to every sound which fell; 
and when she heard the well-known hand open and close 
the door, and the now well-known foot come across the 
floor, the strange confession made to Lucy flitted again 
across her brain, and with all the feeling of one suddenly 
conscious of a monstrous crime, she was for the instant 
speechless and incapable of motion. 

" Dora !" at last was said, and looking up, Mr. Riddle 
was by her side, as she well knew, looking upon her 
fixedly ; but this i^ight there was a new and startling ex- 
pression in his countenance. It bespoke hope, more than 
human admiration, and intensest joy, which, broadening 
into a smile of large significance, still beamed down upon 
her like some heavenly sun, as he passed, sat down in the 
curate's chair, and lighted Mr. Churchwarden. ~ Trem- 
bling visibly, for she knew that earnest gaze was on her, 
as the tobacco smoke began to float in little 8i)iral clouds, 
Dora did not dare to turn her face again. At length he 
repeated her name, and then looking up, she saw Mr. 
Riddle still smiled as he added — 

*' Well, are you willing to be obedient ?** 

" Yes, Sir, in what ? — shall I fetch you a book ? — or 

" She stopped here, and coloured violently, for she 

was now conscious that Mr. Riddle must have been near, 
and heard her half-sobbed confession to Lucy Gray. 

" Yes, in the matter of a book, certainly, but a sacred 
one ! For as you want to be my little minister, why — " 

Burning with shame, and fancying that Mr. Riddle 
was satirizing her presumption, Dora burst into passion- 
ate tears, and rose to leave the room with hurried feet, 
but Riddle, with one hand, restrained her, and made 
her sit down again upon the hassock. 

" Now, Dora, I am not jesting, but speaking with that 
seriousness with which earnest men speak of matters of 
life and death. Now answer me as seriously as I am 
speaking ; will you obey what I request ?" 

Yes, Sir, — I — I — will ; papa said I was to obey you. 
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"Well^ the matter is, that we, three mornings hence, 
go into an old church, not far from hence, and hecome 
man and wife ! The little sacred ring on my dear one, 
you will he the minister yon ask to he, the one I 
require." 

For some minutes Dora did not answer, did not look 
up, did not move; but at length, with inexpressible 
naivete, as if silence made the fullest answer to the 
question, asked, 

" But that is so very soon. Sir ; papa cannot know 
about it, and *' 

The answer implied so eloquently, through silence, 
was paramount for the instant; and for the first time 
through all these days of acquaintanceship, and now 
dnly as a father to his child, he pressed his lips for the 
moment on her forehead, and bid heaven bless her 
worthy, genuine heart. Then, almost immediately, again 
relapsing into his old stern manner, he added, 

'* No, one part of your obedience is, Dora, that no 
one must know it; but this only for a week. At the 
end of that time, I will write to your father, who, from 
some conversation we have already had, will be but little 
surprised; as, also to my mother, whom my letters, 
since I have been here, will make a glad recipient of the 
truth. For this one week, however, let us be sacred 
from vulgar curiosity and vulgar talk ; after that we will 
be on our way to meet your father on his return." 

She placed her one hand out blindly towards Mr. 
Churchwarden, for her face was buried in the other, 
and when it was taken, asked, 

" Not even Podd, Sir, or dear Lucy ?" 

"Neither. In this matter, I sternly command; not 
from disrespect to either, my sweet wife in three days 
hence, but because love, in a stern and wayward nature 
]ik<>. my own, is a jealous thing, a passionate, a secret tiling; 
and after such long hoarding, after such stem resolve as I 
made the night I saw you first, unnecessary .if your father 
had been here, but which I shall keep till the hour you are 
my wife, I want few to know how I first pour out my wor- 
ship, my idolatry, my estimation, my grand conception 
even too, perhaps, in this matter, of being free from 
of what thou wilt be to me as a wife. For the 
vulgar curiosity, all will be as your own dead mother 
could wish. For my mother's home shall receive you ; 
she who nursed me, know from the first moment 
that you are my wife ; and till the night before wo are 
married, when I will come for a few moments to arrange 
about the morrow, I shall not see you again, as I must 
ride over to Broadlands, and make an old friend of mine 
ready for the office." 

Dora made no reply, only her one hand rested near 
Mr. Churchwarden's black bowl and the clouds of 
smoke which now curled briskly from it. At length, 
she said, after a long pause, and with extreme and 
'feminine naivete, ** Please, Sir, what little gown shall I 
go to church in ?" 

"Gown.'" and Riddle spoke as if the question surprised 
him, " why, of course, the one I saw you in ; wash it, 
alter it, do wliat you will with it, only, let it be put 
on somewhat as on the first night I saw you ; that is all 
I ask for, all I require; and it will be much, Dora, 
much!" 

Then, as if remembering liis stem resolve, he relapsed 
into silence; though never once removing his gaze from 
off her drooping figure or buried face, or once taking 
his pipe from lib lips. And when he withdrew thr.t 
evening, much earlier than usual, his farewell was jui>t 
OS it had ever been ; and a stranger, who might have seen 
Dora light him to the porch, wouM have little guessed 
the sacred bond which was botween tlicrn. 

But thoagh he quitted that wfu-m fire-aide, thoup^h the 
wind blew cold, and the nicrht air was damp, he that 
loved so well lingered by the low moHsied churchyard 
wail, not simply till Ruth was guardian of her little 



mistress, but, till the taper's flame in Dora's chamber no 
longer twinkled out upon the eddies of the brook, or on 
the sombre woodlands. 

And if there are moments in the lives of all of us, so 
exquisite in joy, as to be worth the sorrow of a century to 
have known, the minutes of that night were of this cha- 
racter to this pure young child ; so believing, so unconscious 
of wrong, yet so immeasurably proud and glad of the 
worship of this exalted genius ; and if a doubt sometimes 
crossed her brain, as to error in not waiting for her 
father's sanction and return, she was (little heart) casuist 
enough to recollect that she had been told to, and asked 
to, obey, on the one side by her father, on the other by 
him, whose name had been a sacred household word since 
her cradle 1 

As soon as morning came, and,' her household duties 
over, Ruth departed, the little gown was brought from its 
drawer, and there was sewing, and washing, and ironing, 
till as the sun fell on the morrow's eve, it lay ready like 
the folded fiower within the greenness of the lily's bud. 

That very same morning, the village urchin who usually 
bore the squire's letter between the hall and Miss 
Cadwallader's counter, informed Miss Sophy's maid, as 
she peeped through the still-room window, that " his 
missis had something to say to the ladies, if they chanced 
to walk down the village that morning ;" and J^liss Sophy 
and Miss Jane, both fully understanding the purport of 
this message, equipped themselves and crossed the park 
to !Miss Cadwallader's, as soon after breakfast as tho 
squire was safe in the stables. 

Dismissing her few rustic customers as quickly as she 
could. Miss Cadwallader produced Mr. Riddle's letters of 
that morning, and amongst others, one in which was 
plainly to be seen ond felt a ring, a plain small thing with- 
out garniture of any sort or kind ; and as it was much 
too small for any finger of manly size, it was, after being 
duly felt, wondered at, speculated uptm, weighed, and so 
forth, fully settled as being a wedding ring. And this 
conclusion arrived at, the spite of the spinsters was undis- 
guised, particularly that of the tv,'o clothed in satin, 
whose polite, gilt-edged, hot-prcsecjd note of invitation 
to dine off the squire's plate, had had no other result 
than a cold and civil refusal from the lodger at the Barley 
Mow. 

" He can never surely bo going to marry the girl," 
spoke Miss Jane with much commiseration, "for though 
the man is a clown, and knows nothing of fashionable 
life, or what was due in respect to people like ourselves^ 
ho is surely too wise for a mistake of this sort." 

Miss Cadwallader shook her head mysteriously, and 
then, much to tho horror of the spinsters, entered fully 
into such particulars as she had been able to learn, res- 
pecting tho course of events at tho parsonage. This was 
not much ; but natures like that of Cadwallader, bear an 
optical glass about with them of rare capacity, in magni- 
fying good into evil ; especially in all that relates to the 
worth, the goodness, and the truth of woman ! 

In all probability, at a gentle hint given, upon tho 
spinsters' return, the squire in no great while would have 
been closeted with Miss Cadwallader, for he was particu- 
larly fond of a gossip, and the postmistress, as people in 
the village too well knew, had, on divers occasions, been 
zealous in gathering up little matters of scandal for his 
private car ; and tho mysterious letter would have been, 
touched, weighed, mentally assayed by this magisterial 
Solon, had not Podd at this instant, even as the ladies 
gossipped, walked in and asked for Mr. Riddle's letters. 

" Tray, can you tell us, Podd/* asked tho antique 
Sophy, as the honest publican, gathering up tho letters, 
was nbojit to depart, " if it is true that the jiarsou u 
absent ? " 

" Uuiio, mum," and T^.Ir. PojM loolred upon tho Indies 
like a man, who though brim-fuU of news, was not desi- 
rous of imparting it. 
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" Indeed we heard bo, but could not beliere it, as we 
haye seen a man walking with a girl seyeral times across 
our park." 

" Girl, if you please. Mum," spoke Podd, his large old 
nose growing as white, for the minute, as Miss Cad- 
wailader's best lump sugar, and then five shades redder 
than its natural hue ; " but one that God made beautiful 
and good ; and so it don't matter whether called lady, or 
girl, or child, if so blessed and blessing others. As for 
the man. Mum, (Podd's nose was strongly purple here), 
he's, fblks say, the greatest learned gentleman in Cam- 
bridge, besides being a Squire in the next county ; and if s 
lucky that one who can talk so well and so informingly, 
and who looks on Mr. Longnor as a father, should be 
just here to cheer the poor child a bit in her own learned 
way I And there's his mother '11 be coming to see her, 
too, I reckon, which is making good, ladies, what Miss 
Anne said to me no longer than last night by the park 
gate, that she was glad I had got such a guest, and Dora 
Longnor, an intelligent friend like Mr. Riddle. Now, 
good morning, ladies." So, finishing with this home- 
thrust, which ouite brought the hue of his nose to its 
natural tone, Mr. Podd withdrew, leaving the spinsters 
to hasten home and duly impart these matters to the 
Squire, as well as incite him to lecture the Cin- 
derella of the household on the impropriety of any 
course of conduct saving contempt towards a " fellow " 
like Absalom Podd. 

If Heitven's sweet stars be auguries of mortal fate, 
brightly they poured their splendour down upon this 
eve, on forest, mountain, and the purling streams 1 

And so the little marriage gown being ready in its 
simple purity, and lying beneath the casement of her 
chamber, was hallowed by the descending radiance of 
these sweet staa, as angels, by the pressure of their 
sandalled feet, by every waving of their glorious wings, 
cast beauty on the earth, and deck it with the light of 
Paradise. Thus hallowed, and thus gloried, it lay, when 
she, who was to wear it, stepped from the house, and 
trod the dewy lane. Scarcely had she come where the 
trees cast massive shadows, before the well-known step, 
the well-known pipe, were near, and then beside her. 
The first question was, why was she out in the dews of 
the night. 

" I want to speak to you. Sir," she said, with more 
decision than she had hitherto spoken. 

" Well ! " and there was haughtiness and conciseness 
in the rejoinder, as Walter led her firom the shadows into 
the broad flooding Ught. 

" Sir — ^please ^ir — I hope you won't be angry — ^but 
I have been thinking how Papa left me, as it were, in trust 
to Podd — ^it would not be well — our being — I mean. Sir, 
our going to church to-morrow without Podd knowing — 
he is so good. Sir." 

" Your wish, my dear one, is griatified before it is ex- 
pressed ; for Podd is even a grander creature than you 
imagine, fbr he has been guarding you as many fathers 
do not guard their daughters. Following in my footsteps, 
hearing much, nay, all I have said, and at last, this very 
afternoon, bringing me to full account, tike the sturdiest 
old judge who ever wore a wig. Well, he is now fully 
in confidence, and after crying and laughing by turns, 
commenced brushing his best suit, and laying out his 
holland shirt, for he is to participate in to-morrow's 
ceremony I Are you happy now ? " 
So happy Sir 
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Nonsense — not Sir — I am always telling you about 
this matter." 

" So happy. Sir, (she made the mistake again, but this 
time without interruption,) that I do not seem to tread 
earth, for my conscience is happy about papa." 

" Well, see here," (and he brought her still more into 
the floodhig light, and showed her the ring,) " this is the 
jewel fer to-morrow." 



She looked, but made no answer — ^though silence was 
more voluble than words. 

As if it pleased him to be taciturn, he led her to the 
porch, bid her to be at the Edge stone — ^two miles across 
the forest, by eight in the morning, where his servant 
would meet her with a gig, and then bid her the same 
self-rcsolved farewell as of old, and closed the house door 
upon her ! 

But till she was guarded safe and well by Ruth, till the 
taper from her casement twinkled no longer on the ripples 
of the brook, till the very forest boughs slept on the still 
night air, tiU even the ivy ceased to flap upon the case- 
ment panes, and the nightingale to tune her note, the 
husband of the morrow guarded the young girl's rest, 
leaning upon the mossied churchyard wall. 

(n b4 amtinmtd in <mr next.) 



WHAT SHALL OUR NATION'S ANTHEM BE ? 

£t*b notr we hear with inwud atrifb 

A modon toOlnt In tk« gloom— 

The Spirit of the jtan to eoiiM 
TcBming to mix ItLmaclf with Life. 

TlHVTBOR. 

'Mono f^bom men we hare no peen, 
Our hemrU with Saxon nenres are Strang i 
We've given a Shakspere*»» Milton's tongne 

To east and western hemiapheroi. 

Tlien, as the first among the free. 
As brother-men, as leaders bold. 
Let's cast our thoughts in worthy mould — 

What shall oua MATion'a antbbii bb ? 

Oxir age is great with generous thought. 
New truth lights up the hills and vmlcs ; 
And in the risen glory, pales 

The tyrant's power, and waxeth nought. 

Oh, ne'er was given to men before 
Such means as ours to aid the right- 
To Un the flame of truth, and tight 

The depths of dark on erery shore. 

Let's frame a hymn, whose voice shall eome 

In moale — making each man sing, 

Till all the universe shall ring, 
And every wrong be ctruxen dumb. 

Hbnrt Frank Lott. 



LOO DUTXNO IN AMBBICA. 

Did you ever witness a log driving ? It is one of the 
curiosities of the backwoods, where streams are made to 
subserve the purpose of teams. On the steep mountain 
side, and along the shores of the broolc, which in spring 
time becomes a fiery torrent, tearing madly through the 
forest, the tall pines and hemlocks are felled in winter 
and dragged or rolled to the brink. Here every man 
marks h^ own, as he would his sheep, and then rolls 
them in, when the current is swollen bv the rains. The 
melted snow along the acclivities comes in an unbroken 
sheet of water down, and the streams rise as if by magic 
to the tops of their banks, and a broad, resbtless current 
goes sweeping like a live and gloomy thing through the 
deep forest. The foam-bubbles sparkle on the dark 
bosom that floats them on, and past the boughs that bend 
with the stream, and by the predpioes that frown sternly 
down upon the tumult ; while the rapid waters shoot on- 
ward like an arrow, or rather a visible spirit on some 
mysterious errand, seeking the loneliest and most fearful 
passages tiie \mtroddeii wild can furnish. * * The 
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heavy rains abont thi6 lit of Julj had bo iwoUen the 
Btream near which I am located, that all thoughts of 
fishing for several days were abandoned, and the log 
drlTers had it entirely to themselves. 80, strolling 
through the forest, I soon heard the continuous roar that 
rose up through the leafy solitudes, and in a few moments 
stood on a shelving rock, and saw the dark swift stream 
before me, as it issued from the cavernous green fohage 
above, and disappeared without a struggle in the same 
green abyss below. * * Passing down, I soon came 
to a steep bank, at the base of which several men were 
tumbling logs into the stream. I watched them for 
some time, and was struck with the coolness with which 
one would stand half under a huge embankment of logs, 
and hew away to loosen the whole, while another with a 
" handspike " kept them back. Once, after a blow, I 
saw the enture mass start, when " Take care I take care I" 
burst in such startling tones from my lips, that the cool 
chopper sprung as if stung by an adder ; then with a 
laugh at his own foolish fHght, stepped back to his place 
again. The man with the " handspike " never even turned 
bis head, bat with a half grunt, as much as to say, 
" Green-horn icom the city," held on. It was really an 
exciting scene — the mad leaping away of those huge logs, 
and their rapid, arrowy-like movement down the stream. 
At length I threw off mr coat, and laying my gun aside, 
also seized a " handspike," and was soon behind a log, 
^KS^i^S '^^ lifting away. I was on the top of a high 
bank, and when an immense timber gave way, and 
bounded with a dull sound from rock to rock, till it struck 
with a splash into the very centre of the current, my 
sudden shout followed it The first plunge took it out 
of sight, and when it rose to the surface again, it stood, 
fot a single moment, perfectly still in its place, except 
that it rolled rapidly on its axis — the next moment it 
yielded to the impetuosity of the current, and darted 
away as if inherent with life, and moved straight towards 
a precipice that frowned over the water below. Recoiling 
fit>m the shock, its head swung off with the current, and 
away it shot out of sight. The stream gets fuU of these 
logs, which often catch on some rock or projecting root, and 
accumulate till a hundred or more will all be tangled and 
matted together. There they lie rising or fidling on the 
uneasy current, while a driver slowly and carefully steps 
fit)m one to another, fbeling with his feet and " hand- 
spike," to see where the "drag" is. When he finds it, 
he loosens, perhaps with a blow, the whole rolling, tum- 
bling mass, and away it moves. * * * ♦ The least 
hurry or alarm, and he is lost : — ^but no, he moyes without 
agitation, — ^now balancing himself a moment, as the log 
he steps upon shoots downward, then quickly passing to 
another as that rolls under him, he is gradually wor^g 
his way towards the shore. He has almost succeeded in 
reaching the bank, when the whole floating mass separates 
so far, that he can no longer step from one to another, 
and after looking about a moment, he quietly seats him- 
self astraddle of one, and darts like a fierce rider down 
the current. These logs are carried twenty and thirty 
miles in this way, passing from small streams to larger 
ones, through lakes and along rivers, and are finally 
brought up at the wished-for spot by poles across the 
river, which stop their further descent. Several different 
men dub togetiier to drive the stream, and here they 
pick out each one his own, by the mark he has placed 
upon it, as yon have seen a fiurmer select his sheep in a 
pen containing several flocks. This marking logs like 
sheep was entirely new to me, and somewhat droll. I 
could imagine the owners at the place of rendezvous 
(t. e., of the logs), selecting them in somewhat the follow- 
ing manner : one cries out, ** Well, neighbour Jones, is 
that your log ? "— " Yes."— " How do you know?"— 
" Oh; it has my mar k c r opped on both ears and alii in 
tht right I and here is one belonging to you with a bob- 
tail, and a knot in the fenhaad."— 7^ Adkrmdaek. 



AFPBOACH TO CANTON. 

As you approach Canton, the river, which is nearly half 
a mile in width, becomes so crowded with boats of all sizes 
and classes, crossing and re-crossing each other, that a 
novice might be in despair of forcing a passage, or making 
his way through them. On either side of the river are 
moored boats, in which whole fiunilies are domiciled, and 
the fit>nts of some of these aquatic dwellings are very 
handsomely carved, and gaily painted in arabesque ; wliilst 
on the decks, or flat roofs, are constructed gardens, where 
they sit and smoke amidst flowering shrubs, planted 
in painted porcelain flower-pots, fimtastically grouped 
around. The most gaily decorated of all boats, which 
have carved fronts painted in arabesque, and silken lanterns 
suspended from their roofs, whilst looking-glasses, pic- 
tures, and verses of an amatory character, inscribed on 
party-coloured paper, decorate their sides, are those 
sinks of iniquity called " flower-boats." The wretched 
female inmates, bedizened in tawdry finery, tottering on 
their deformed feet, appear at the doors, and on the 
decks, beckoning the passers-by, trying to entice them 
by their allurements to enter. Of all the extraordinary 
scenes which can be witnessed, nothing can be more 
surprising or astounding to an European, than the 
appearance of the Canton river; for let him have 
travelled " fiir and wide," nonght can give him an idea 
of the scene but ocular demonstration. Myriads of boats 
float on the waters, some devoted to handicraftsmen of 
all descriptions; othen to retailera of edibles, cooked 
and uncooked; boats laden with chests of tea, piled one 
upon the other, tier above tier, until the side of the boat 
is level with tiie water's edge; mandarin boats forcing 
their way authoritatively through the crowd; war-junks 
at anchor; whilst h&o and there a Buropean boat^ 
manned by our sailors, who give vent to their excited 
feelings by uttering sundry and divers ejaculations, not 
particularly complimentary to the good seamanship of 
the natives, or expressive of kindly feelings towards 
them. Flower-boats, and othera belonging to artuans, 
vendors of food, pedlars, merchants, poultry, and san- 
pans, are wedged together, as far as uie eye can reach, 
in one solid mass, apparently impenetrable; whilst the 
air is filled, and your ears stunned, with the deafening 
sounds of gongs and wind instruments, discoursing most 
unearthly music, acc6mpanied by the yelling, screeching, 
gabbling, and clamour of hundreds of thousands of human 
tongues, producing a hodge-podge of sounds, unrivalled 
and unequalled since the building of the Tower of Babel. 
As there is no part of the world so densely populated as 
China, so there is no part of China so thicUy populated as 
Canton, the population of the dty of Canton and its suburbs 
being estimated at above one mUUon ; and the denizens 
of the river, who habitually reside in their boats, are said 
to exceed two hundred thoueand. — Chisui and the Chinete. 

-WHAT IS LOTK ? 

Thou demandest what is love? — It is that powerful 
attraction towards all that we conceive, or fear, or 
hope beyond ourselves, when we find within our own 
thoughts the chasm of an insuffident void, and seek 
to awaken in all things that are, a community with 
what we experience within ourselves. If we reason, we 
would be understood ; if we imagine, we would that the 
airy children of our brain were bom anew within ano- 
ther's ; if we feel, we would that another's nerves should 
vibrate to our own, that the beams of their eyes should 
kindle at once, and mix and melt into our own ; that lips 
of motionless ice should not reply to lips quivering and 
burning with the heart's best blood. This is Love, 
This is the bond and the sanction which connects not 
only man with man, but with everything which exists. 
We are bom into the world, and there is something 
within us which, from the instant that we live, more and 
and more tiursts after its likeness. — 8k§tteg. 
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STANZAS TO AN OLD FRIEND. 

Old Ocean, once again, thou maTBt hear thy lover's atram 

Come mingling with the muaic of thy deep and fitful aurge j 
And my harp could gaily swell, like a merry " mamage-bell," 

Bot thy mighty voice subdues it to a low and whispered dirge. 
Oh, 'tis thus I ever stand beside thee, dreaming of the hand 

That " holds thee in its hoUow," as I look upon thy breaat j 
But the thought that makes me dumb, as thy headlong billows come, 

Is a mystery that links me to the Infinite and Blest. 

Old Ocean, conid I choose, not for sceptres would I loae 

The holy spirit-charm that e'er abideth in thy waves ; 
Nor the fairy dream that tells of anibcr roeks and rosy shells, 

And dolphin sprites, and mermaid fays, that play in coral caTea. 
I woo'd thee long and well, ere a worldly shadow fell 

Upon this heart, whose lot hath been to feel and know too much t 
As I bent before thy shrine, the strings that were divine 

Poured melody of prayer to God upon thy sacred touch. 

Dark storms have troubled thee, and care has come to me. 

Yet here wc are together with afTcction tried and true ; 
The same glad flush of red upon my check is spread. 

And thy unchanging bosom is as bounding and as blue. 
Oh, I'll set an emblem up on Devotion'^ nectar cup. 

But it shall not he that ever soft and gentle bird the dove ; 
Tlic white pull with its shriek, and its billow- kissing beak, 

Shall be my type of constancy, of purity and love. 

Old Ocean, thou hast yet all the beauty that was set 

Aljout thee, whm I made thee first my worshipped al<ar-p1ace ; 
The pearls upon thy brow are as thick and gleaming now. 

As when thpy dashed in dripping light upon my baby face. 
The murmur of thy notes, around the fishers* boats. 

Tells just the same strange ditty that it sung to me of yore ; 
The prrfume of thy breath, and thy wild and weedy wreath. 

Arc flung as fresh as ever on thy pebble-covered shore. 

And years shall romc and go, and thou shalC ebb and flow 

As bro.id, as deep, as fetterless, as mighty and as pure ; 
Tliy waves will sti'.l he seen in rich snow-crested sheen. 

Apes shall die, but thou and thy proud beauty will endure. 
r.nt she who loves thee so, let few years come and go, 

Aud where will be this thinking brow and warm and grasping 
hand? 
*' Gone, gone," I hear thee say, " forgotten, passed away; 

And now toil on for Fame, and write thy name upon my sand." 

Eliza Cook. 



Thk Sick Chamber. — Health and the sun have been 
always aung and praised ; xve will now celebrate Bickness 
and shade. Wc will celebrate thee, bodily sickness, 
when thou Inyest thy hand on the head and heart of man, 
and Eayest to the sufferings of his spiilt, " Enough ! " 
Thon art calleil on eai-th nn evil ; ah, how often art thou 
ft good, a hcalinf^ balsam, under whose benign influence 
the soul rests after its hard struggles and its wild storms 
arc still ! ^iore than once hast thou pre%'cnted suicide, and 
preserved from madness. The terrible, the bitter words 
which destroy the heart, are by degrees obliterated during 
the feveri:ih dreams of illness ; the terrors which lately 
seemed so near us, are drawn away into the distance ; we 
forget, God be thanked, wc forget I and when at last we 
arise with exhau.sted strength from the sick bed, our 
souls often awake as out of a long night into a new 
moining. So many things, during the illness of the 
body, conspire to soften the feelings ; the still room, the 
niUd twilight tlu'ough the window-curtains, the low 
voices, and then, more than all, the kind words of those 
wIk) surround u.-? ; their attention, their solicitude, per- 
haps a tear in their eyes ; all this does us good, does us 
essential good. And when the wise Solomon enume- 
rated all the good things wliich have their time upon the 
earth, he forgot to celebrate sickness among the rest. — 
Bremer't President's Daughter, 



DIAMOND DUST. 

Those caii most easily dispense with society who are 
the most calculated to adorn it; they only are dependent 
on it who possess no mental resources : for though they 
bring nothing to the general mart, like beggars, they are 
too poor to stay at home. 

Do what you ought, and let whar wHl come of it. 

Youth is the golden period of life, and eveiy well- 
spent moment will be like good seed phmted in an 
auspidona season. 

Ignorance, as far as learning is concerned, is no 
disgrace to those who have never possessed the means of 
improvement. It is otherwise, however, when oppor- 
tunity has been neglected. 

WHBNBYEa you see a small waist, think how much 
health is wasted. 

GaATrruDE is the memory of the heart. 

Ridicule is a weak weapon, when levelled at a strong 
mind. 

A CIVIL answer to a rude speech costs not much, and 
is worth a great deal. 

Dead men open the eyes of the living. 
' The useful and the beautiful are never far asunder. 

There never was a hypocrite so disguised, but he had 
yet some mark or other to be known by. 

First deserve, and then desire. 

Let a man do his best, and the world may do its 
worst. 

Decision and promptitude, even though someHmea 
a roan may err for want of due deliberation, will, in the 
long run, more oDcn conduct to success, than a slow 
judgment that comes too late. 

Self-love is at once the most deh'cate and the most 
vigorous of our defects; a nothing wounds it, but 
nothing kills it. 

A MISER surrounded with his gold, BRggests the 
thought of a thirsty fish. 

In literature, as in morals, there are a certain taste 
and grace, which confer dignity on moderate acquire- 
ments; and there are a negligence and grossness that 
disgust, even when accompanied with incontestable 
superiority. 

A WISE lawyer never goes to law himself. 

The lessons of life are lost, if they do not impress us 
with the jiecessity of making ample allowance for the 
immature conclusions of others. 

Six feet of earth make all men of one size. 

As bees can breed no poison though they nick the 
deadliest juices, so the noble mind, though forced to 
drain the cup of misery, can yield but generous thoughts 
and noble deeds. 

No evil action can be well done, but a good one may 
be ill done. 

He that scoifs at the crooked, had need go very 
upright himself. 

Nothing is more dissimilar than natural and acquired 
politeness. The first consists in a willing abnegation of 
self; the second in a compelled recollection of others. 

No one can love what is not lovely. A sense of duty 
may prompt impartial justice, but affection will be the 
rewat^ of desert alone. 

Mystery is useful only for the purpose of concealing 
ignorance. 
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ACCIDENTAL HELPS. 

" Tsuut apptan DOthing mora Mddmtal," Sir Hnm- 
phn; DiT7 obaerrei, " than the sex of an inbnt; jct 
taka anjr dlj or prince, and jou will find the relaCioiis 
of male* and females (ualterabte /' aod ootwithataading 
all ths caaualliea " that fleah U heir to," the bills of 
BK»talitj giT« an KTerage >o exact of the deaths occurring 
at the diflereat periods of existence, that Uiera is a re 
scale of calcnlation, bj which life inmrances, aecording 
to age, are eSected. Nothing can seeoi mora a matt 
of disnce than the paseing of the breeze which conve; 
the farina that maturee the iceii froin one flower 
another, nor than the means b; which the seed is d 
posited in tlie situations most fit for its deTelopmeot- 
Mmetime* >CBltei«d b; the sodden bursting of the shell 
in which it is coDtained, sometimea dropped by flights 
birda, and eoroetimes the fealherr particles to which it 
attached borne an the wings of the wind ; we know that 
ahhongh all this would seem the result of chance, 
if any of the agents employed in the great work of nature 
were (o suspend operations, the conseqnences would be 
nioat disaatrous to the human race ; so that we are ready 
to admit their Influenee has been ordered by Prondonce. 
Bo in the unforeseen manner in which the mast important 
national erents haye been brought to paii, and by which 
(he minds and pursuits of indinidn^ haTC been influ- 
enced, a higher power is evident than any orer which we 
have control, let ua call it chance or what we may. 
How often has the merest scddent led to the moat un- 
thooght'Of political changes and deadly feuds ? How 
often has the firfe of battles been determined by aome 
unexpected tnni, which leaTes the adTsntage of number 
and of tUll in the distance ■* Some of the grealeet disco- 
Ttriea and happieat experimenle in the larious branches 
of sdence haie been made by chance. Nature indeed is 
profuse in hinta, and men of genius know how to take 
them. It is said that Mr. Watt, the engineer, look the 
Infatter's tail for his model when he was conatracting 
pipes to convey water to Glasgow from the oppoaite side 
of tha Gjde : the pipea were made to St one into the 
other, like the joints of a It^ntar's tail, so that they 
might adapt themselre* to the form of the bottom, whan 
li^ acres* the river. It has been stated that Hr. Bmnel 
■daowUdged that he bad taken hi* first leasona for 



forming the tnnnel under the Thames from the ■hip- 
worm, as he observed it perforate with its well-armed 
head the wood, first in one direction and then in anot 
till the arcb«d-way was complete, and then daub over 
the roof and ndes with a kind of vamiih i by copying 
this work exactly, on a large scale, his great undertaking 
was accomplished. The story of the manner in which 
the accelerated motion of falling bodies was first ang- 
gesCed to Newton, ia well known, aa the result of a smart 
blow on the head from a small apple which feU from 
the tree beneath which he had retbed to read. The art 
of portrut- painting is bebeved to have had its origin in 
accident : Coiinthia, a young girl of Bicjon, discuvwed 
her beautiful lover asleep ; the lamp, which burned beside 
him, cast the shadow of his proftle on the wall i 
■truck by the likeness, and ins[nred by lore, ahe traced 
it, and thus produced the first specimen of the deligMU 
art. Bonnda that might be lost on common ears, have 
touches of sweet harmony" for the poet snd the min- 
strel; " the winds that pass heedlessly by," the mor- 
mnring of the rill, the sublime rushing in of the impe- 
I tide, or the wild atorm as it sweeps akmg, ara 
often the vehiclea of inapiratdon ; eten the hammer of 
the blacksmith anggested a subject lor one of Haydn's 
lost charming compositions ; from his cat walking orer 
the keys of hia harpaichord, and sounding a few notes at 
irregular distaoces, Bcarlstti caught the idea of one of lus 
favourite fugues. Every variation of light and ahade, 
every movement in the object on which he looks, is sug- 
gestive of some new conception to the painter. The child 
of a beggar stood as a model to Sir Joshua Reynolds aa 
be painted, but the little creature, overcome by the 
fatigue of remaining in the same pasture, (ell fast asleep ; 
tba innocent looks, and the graceful attitude of the aleep- 
ing child, instantly called to hia mind " the babes in the 
wood," and he sketched her likeness; hut where to find 
model for the other babe was the difficulty ; just then 
the child tnmed in her sleep, and, by an entire cha 
poution in the head and person, fnmished a a 
heautifol Bottject for the corapletiOD of hi* picture. It 
has often happened that what has cost hours of anav^- 
Ing laboor, has been eSccted in some unforeseen manner 
in a moment. An artist in rain tried to give the drapery, 
aboBt which he was employed in his picture, the gnceAil 
folds which could slone satisfy him ; vexed at his failure, 
be was about to put hb painting away, when the servant 
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entered the atadio, and patting to rights anch things as 
fell in his way, he threw his master's ample doak across 
the stand — ^it fell into those graoefdl folds so much longed 
after by the painter, and he renewed his task with reno- 
TEted spirit. We have heard of another, who, in despair of 
imparting the expression of the excitement and heat of the 
chase to the noble horse he was painting, flung his brush 
impatiently away, — ^It splashed npon the nostrils of the 
horse, a&d represented at once the foam, which was all 
that was required. 

The medical profession has been indebted to chance 
for Bome of its most Taluable acquisitions ; and there 
are few of its practitioners who do not find in their 
6aily practice the good or ill which it effects. A cele- 
Vntod physician, who was as remarkable for the deep 
interest which he took in his patients, as for his skill, 
h M been in attendance upon a very irritable old lady 
for aome time, and had bestowed great attention on 
her case, and fidt great anxiety to alleviate her sufferings; 
all the means he could think of were tried, but the effect 
which he sought to produce was not in his power, and 
he saw that she was gradually sinking. As he paid his 
ftoenatomed visit one morning, he found her lying in 
ft state ef itupefiKtion, and with every alarming symp- 
tom; he thought it right to apprise her friends that 
her last hours were approaching; "My dear young lady," 
jaid he to her relation, who accompanied him to the 
loom door^ " I am sorry to tell you, — very sorry, — ^but 
your poor aunt cannot hold out for four-and-twenty 
hours." " And pray who told you that, and how dare 
you say it?" said the old lady, bouncing up with an 
effort of strength that appeared quite supernatural, and 
#Mziig bolt upright, " how dare you say it ?" She was in 
• violent passion, and as she vehemently held forth in 
Abuse of her doctor, the excitement produced all that 
was necessary,— the abscess, which had been the sole 
oause of her illness, broke from her exertion ; she got im- 
mediate relief, soon recovered, and lived for many years. 

People who are engaged in writing, and are at a loss 
Ott aome point, have frequently been set right by 
iomething quite unexpected, when all their own en- 
deavours had been useless. It is told of Swift, that 
when vrritfaig some of his satirical lines, he was unable 
to find m rhyme for Bettetworth : he sat over his desk, 
with his pen in his hand, puzzled and vexed, but no 
Ayine wmdd come; in the midst of his perplexity, a 
porter, firom his bookseller, with a large package of books, 
was ahtown into his study. Having laid down his load, he 
asked for pstyment for having carried it. As it had not 
been firom any distance. Swift took out sixpence, — 
the man laid it upon the table, " Sure, that isn't what 
your reverence givea me for such a load, and my heart 
Ibirly btoke with it?" Swift maintained that it was 
Muni^,— the man said he was entitled to half-a-crown, 
■—fiwift pioteeted he should have no such thing, — the 
pbrter s^ he must, and added, wiping his heated face, 
<« it's •■ little as my noeafa worth." Swift, in delight 
■t tiiii unexpected help^ felt his heart open to the man. 
Into whose hand he put the disputed half-crown. Could 
be at that moment have commanded a king's ransom, 
ho wcnH gladly have paid it on demand : he turned to 
Ut desk and wtote — 



" Her CouTticn." 
Thus, Horace in the house will prate, 
" Sir, we the ministers of state." 
Thus at the bar, tcs booby Bettesworth, 
Thoagh half-a-crown o'crpays his nveaVt mrofih. 

There b nothing more interesting than meeting with 
the trifling incidents which so often have first brought 
genius into action. It requires but a touch to apply the 
match which kindles the fire. The great lumber of in- 
stances which pass upon the mind, makes ^nch a selec- 
tion as our limits alone permit somewhat difficult. Our 
own artist, Wilson, deserves to be one of the first that we 
would mention ; it was to relieve the tedious moments 
of waiting for his friend Zuccarelli, that he took up a 
pencil, and as he looked from the vrindow sketched the 
landscape before him. When Zuccarelli came in, he 
looked over him, and asked him whether he had studied 
landscape. " No," replied Wilson. " Then apply yourself 
to it immediately, for you are sure to meet with the 
greatest success." It would appear too that Allan became 
an artist by accident. When he was very young, one of 
his feet was so much burned that he had to be kept bfxax. 
school; his father, who could not bear idleness, said, 
" You can't go to school, and are losing the little you 
know — ^here, you idle rogue," added he with a smile, 
" take this bit of chalk and write on the floor." The boy 
did as he was desired, but when he became tired of 
writing, began to amuse himself by drawing figures, and 
though they were but rude attempts, the occupation 
delighted him so much, that he constantly returned to it ; 
he sketched houses, birds, and beasts, «nd even made 
representations of human beings. All this passed un- 
heeded by his family, nor did they even suspect that they 
were allied to one of so much genius, till a heavy com- 
plaint was made to his father by his schoolmaster, of 
whom little Allan had sketched a striking likeness — the 
oddity of the old near-sighted man's figure, as he marched 
consequentially through the room amongst his scholar^ 
wrapped in his tartan gown, and a long tassel depend- 
ing from his tartan night-oap, while he brandished in 
his hand the rod with which it was his wont to do great 
execution, suggested a fitting subject for the young artisfs 
pencil ; the laugh which the sketch occasioned amongst 
the boys, attracted their master's attention ; the sketch 
was found — the culprit was discovered — ^the indignation 
of the old man was greater of course from the truth of 
the resemblance. When it was shown to Allan's father, | 
ho was convinced of the ability, but reproved him for 
having insulted his master, and for having obliged him 
to withdraw him from the school. ** I could nae help it," 
said little Da\id, " he looked sae queer. I made it like 
him, and a' for fun." It was from the listlessness of 
fatigue while waiting for his mother in the house of her 
confessor, that Vaucanson sauntered to the hall, not 
knowing what to do with himself; the uniform motion 
of the pendulum of the clock which stood there attracted 
his notice, he went over to observe it more closely; 
he became interested in its mechanism and guessed 
at what he could not see — he set himself to a'ork, 
and, in process of time, produced a clock of his own 
workmanship — and so successful did he become in the 
pursuit of mechanics, that an automaton, which played on 
the flute, was the fruit of his ingenuity. Often a bool:^ 
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%Aeii up ftt random, with no other design than the tam- 
ing rapidly orer its pages, or casting on them a hasty 
glance, has been known to call forth energies and 
capabilities, whose existence was not known. Pennant, 
U is said, happening ta open Willooghby's work on 
dMi, became ao ihaciiuitod by it, that he devoted hhnself 
to the Btndy of natveral history. And never yet was book 
opened, merely to pass the time, that produced such 
effects, as that which was handed to Ignatius Loyola, 
when he asked for an entertufaung volume to divert his 
thoughts when he was oonfined with the wound which he 
had received at the 8iege of Bampeluna. "The Lives of 
ihe Saints " happened to be the book brought to him ; 
he became deeply Interested in its contents, and was 
soon inspired with an earnest desire to found a religious 
eider— how he succeeded the wotld itself knows. 



EGBERT WESTERN. 

Ths magistracy or hall of judicatura in which Mr. 
Beaseley usually held the scales of Justice, was a large 
and formal room, with a few ponderous stra%ht-backed 
chairs ranged along the sides of the apartment. A 
writing-table, with a row of serions-looking volumes 
ttpon it, a few packets of papers tied with red tape, 
together with a profusion of letters strewn over its sur&ce, 
eompriaed almost everything worthy of comment in this 
temple of justioe. 

On the occasion of our introdudng the reader into this 
provincial court-house, Mr. Beasdey was sitting in his 
chair, with his back to a large wood-fire that roared 
good-humouredly- up the wide diimney, making a lusty 
chorus with the bleak December wind that grumbled and 
blustered round the house and over-head, as if bent on 
nsisting the genial ascent of the hearty flame, that licked 
its wavy way upward in despite of his surly opposition, 
and between the two kept up a rumbling war&re in the 
capacious fine. Mr. Beaseley, we said, sat with his back 
to the crackling fire, making calculations on his fingers, 
and looking abstractedly through tiie opposite window, 
on the shower of sleet and snow that drove past in in- 
cessant whirls ; and kept up a ceaseless pelting on the 
large glass panes, as if knocking to be wlmitted to tiie 
cheery fire»side. 

. Mr. Beaseley was aroused from his state of ntental ab- 
straction by his servant announcing that a poor woman 
who had called twice before, wished to see hln», to obtain 
some relief. Mr. Beaseley gave order to have her 
riiown up. 

The individual who presently entered the apartment, 
was a pale emaciated, female of five or six-and-twenty, 
but who, judged by her hoBow and anxious countenance, 
would have well passed for forty. A thin calico dress 
hung wet and clinging to her andes ; her shoes, by long 
servitude, worn bare, were futened by tapes across her 
instep, and as she crossed the room left the broad marks 
of her feet upon the boards, while the water oozed at 
every motion from the saturated leather. Round her 
neck was pinned a scanty trianguho- shawi, that barely 
hid her bosom, and only partially protected it from the 
invading storm. An old bonnet so large that it almost 
hid her shrunken features, completed the meagre habili- 
ments of this once neat and comely woman. 

After somequestioning, inreply to which the poor woman 
«q>luned that her husband was lying at home starving, 
and that the object of her application was to obtain more 
immediate rdief than possible by the necessary slow legal 
process, she obtained from Mr. Beaseley a trifie of 
money, and an order for a gallon of flour. 

.With a trembling hand and shivering frame— -for her wet 



clothes had struck a diiU to her very blood— the wo 
undid the heavy latch, and closing the portal behind 
stood again in the pitiless storm and unprotected way. 
Pulling the mockery of a shawl closer over her breaet, 
she hurried quickly down the avenue that led from the 
magistrate's house, and had just reached the gates thai 
opened on the village street, when a carriage, driven with 
speed, rapidly turned the angle; and before the driver, 
who kept his head down to shield his face fnm the 
violence of the sleet, could see the coming figure, or 
arrest his horses, the poor woman was dashed to the 
ground by the pole of the vehicle, and thrown several 
yards from the wheels into a pool of water that had col* 
lected at the park entrance. The carriage was instantly 
stopt, and a gentleman alighting, hastened forward, and 
raising the female from the ground, expressed, in the 
kindest manner, his regret and pain at the misfoiv 
tune. 

"I am not very much hurt, thank you, Sur, only very 
frightened," she said, faintly, as the gentleman led her to 
the steps of the carriage. 

'* Poor creature, she is wet through 1 " exclaimed a soft 
and sympathizing voice from the coach. '* Where do 
you live, my good woman, and we will drive you home ? " 

" Oh no, thank you. Madam 1 It is not very far, and 
I think I can walk now. Don't let me keep you in the 
run. Madam ! Thank you, I am better now." 

" Poor creature ! I am sure she is hurt. Send for a 
surgeon, Charles, and let her be taken care of till I can 
visit her myself. To be out on such a day as this, and so 
thinly dresaed ! I am certain you are hurt ? " 

"Oh dear no. Madam! I don't think the horse 
touched me at all; and I must go home to my poor 
husband. Thank you. Madam." 

" Then come to my house to-morrow at twelve, I wish 
particnlariy to see you. Mr. Chesterfield% at the Ehns. 
But are you sure you can walk ? " 

" Oh yes, thank you. Madam, quite welL" 

" Do not forget Mrs. Chesterfield's wish to-morrow,*' 
added the gentleman, kindly, as he took out his purse ; 
but after a moment's hesitation, as if fearing to hurt the 
poor woman's feelings, he returned it unobserved to his 
pocket; and repeating his lady's injunctions, stepped 
into the carriage, and was rapidly (faiven away in the 
direction of the magistrate's hall. 

lh«ssing her hand tightly on her side, and drawing her 
breath with short inspirations, for she was much hurt, 
though from delicate motives alleging the contrary, 
the poor woman slowly proceeded down the straggling 
street, and ultimately reached her miserable abode at the 
outskhts of the village. Pausing: a moment at the door, 
she pulled the string that lifted the wooden latch, and 
crossed the dreary dwelling; and a more melancholy 
chamber than that she now entered penury never called 
" home." A patched and broken latticed window trans- 
mitted just enough of the cheerless December light to 
reveal, in chilling colours, the fow dilapidated pieces of 
household goods tiiat constituted the scanty furniture. 

On a stump bedjtead in the nearest comer to the huge 
chimney and long extinguished fire, sat the attenuated form 
of a sick man, whose shrunk features and large lustroua 
eyes bespoke too plainly the ravages of disease and want. 
An old coat drawn over his shoulders, shielded his body 
from the keen wind that howled down the chimney, and 
found a hundred mouths through the broken plaster and 
rifted door; whirling the sand upon the bricked floor in 
sweeping eddies round the room. 

Before him, on tho drugget of the bed, rested an old 
tray, with a small chisel, knife, and file, a few chips of 
wood, and the carved figure of a king in armour, cut from 
a little block of the whitest ash. With his long, skinny 
fingers he had just set the finished workman^bip upon 
the tray as his wife entered ; and he turned his gratified 
gaie fr^m his completed task, widi mournful enquiry 
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and ■ffectionate solidtadei upon his drenched end not leu 
mieerable wile. 

"Yon ere wet end cold, Biery, and there is no fire to 
warm you/' said the hoshand moamfull7» as with a deep 
si^ he glanced at the few white ashes strewn over the 
broad hmrth, as his wife divested herself of her shawl and 
bonnet. " I wish you had not gone, though God knows 
we have kept off the parish to the last ! Would they do 
nothing ? WeU, it is not for myself I care — ^for my stay 
here is getting very short— but for you and—-" 

" The Lord be good to us ! " exclaimed the wife with 
sodden grief. " If I havn't lost the money the Squire 
gave moj and the order for the flour ! Oh dear, oh dear ! 
What a foolish creature I am. But I'll go back directly 
and look for it ; I know I must have dropped them when I 
fell ;" and wiping away the tears that gathered in her eyes, 
she began to refiz her wet bonnet. " Don't be vexed 
Robtft, I'm sure I shall find them. Oh, don't give way, 
I loiow we shall do better yet Cheer up, Robert dear, 
and don't despair ! " 

" Better yet ! " replied the husband, with a bitter smile, 
that imparted a deeper ghastliness to his wasted features. 
"Yes, in heaven 1" he added, solemnly. "The poor 
man's only comfort. Oh! heaven should be a lovely 
place, Mary, to give us heart to crawl through this 
hungry world to reach it ! Take off your wet things, 
love, you shall not go out again to day. Take them 
off, Biaryt" he continued, with gentle authority, 
as she shook out the little shawl, before throwing 
i$ over her neck. " Not again to day. There's bread 
enough for one meal more — sit down, and make a 
fire and dry yourself; young Knowles has given us a 
feggotf God bless him for it ! up there in the chimney 
comer. Come, come, don't take on so. You couldn't 
help it, Mary dear, don't cry," he said soothingly, as his 
wife, obeying his wish, replaced her shawl and bonnet on 
the table, and sitting down on a low chair by the bed, 
wept bitterly at her misfortune, for she had calculated on 
buying a little tea, to cheer and comfort her sick husband ; 
for with woman's true devotedness of heart, she only 
thought of him, and what might minister to his relief and 
benefit. 

" How did it happen ? But never mind Mary, see, 
dear, I have finished them at last. Though God knows they 
are no use to us ; for nobody here will buy them, though 
I am sure the wish I had to finish them, and your con- 
fidence, has kept me alive all the year. How do you like it 
now? That is the Christian king," and with a sad voice, 
and momentary gleam of pleasure in his hollow eye, the 
mechanic placed the last of a set of chessmen, that he had 
designed and executed himself, in her thin hand ; making 
the two armies consist of a Christian and Saracen host ; 
each piece being a perfect figure armed in respective 
costume, and executed with the utmost truth and 
delicacy. 

A turner and wood-carver by trade, Robert Western 
had long meditated completing a series of chessmen that 
should supersede the uninteresting figures in general 
use, and give a martial air to a purely military game. 
But while in health and constant employment, he had never 
found an opportunity of doing more than selecting choice 
pieces of wood, and making drawings of the several men, for 
Western possessed a natural genius for the pencil, and could 
depict the human form in all its attitudes with ease and 
grace. But the failure of his master in the county town, 
and the loss of all Western's savings, threw him at once 
into poverty and distress ; and after in vain seeking work 
around the country, he at length settled in the village 
of Brookibrd, where for a while he continued to earn a 
scanty subsbtence by working at the coarser branches of 
his trade; but at length this failed, and disease, long 
threatened, at last setttod on his frune, and shut him out 
from all exertion. It was then, supported on his bed of 
■icknesi, that he beguiled the weary hours of pain and 



privation in the performance of his cherished objaet. 
One hope alone animating him through the weary twelve- 
month of his silent toil; that the dhessmen would saU 
when he was dead, and be a little legacy for his firteadlees 
wife and child. 

The task, though long, had been to the poor workman 
one foil of interest, imd he began to love the little 
warriors, as each grew into shape and martial bearing 
under his cunning fingers, with a feding little less than 
filial. And now when he placed the last completed piece 
in his wife's cold hand, a tear of regretful sadness 
glistened in his eye, as the sweet solace of so many 
weary hours was brought to a perfected end. 

" Oh, how very beautiful it is, Robert ! " exclaimed his 
wife wiUi real deUght, contemplating the mail-dad kings 
and brushing a tear from her long eyelashes. " It is 
more beautiful than aU the rest ! Shall I wrap it up and 
put it by, Robert?" 

"When you have lit the fire and dried your gown, yon 
shall put them all out upon the table, and let me look at 
them once more. It is very foolish, but I have grown so 
fond of them, and I should like to see them all together 
for the last time, for I know that I shsU never look at 
them again. Don't cry, Mary dear, don't cry, or yon 
will stain it with your tears. light the fire, love, and 
warm yourself. Oh, God help us ! " 

" Ue will. He will, Robert, if you will not despair 1 " 
ejaculated his affectionate wife, as she carefully set down 
the carved figure, and wiping her eyes, add re ss e d herself 
to chop the wood and light the fire from the fuel so 
opportunely and charitably given them by a neighbour 
ahnost as poor and comfortless as themselves. Having 
completed her task, and given a more cheerful aspect to 
the dreary chamber by the ruddy flame firom the ignited 
wood, she spread her wet garments before the blaze to 
dry, and seated in a comer of the chimney, recounted to 
her husband the result of her errand to the Justice, and 
narrated, as briefly as possible, the accident that had de- 
prived her of the proceeds of her journey, for she had no 
donbt she had lost the money and paper when she fell; 
and ended by telling him of the wish expressed by Mrs. 
Chesterfield to see her in the morning. " And so, Robert," 
she went on, " I will take the chessmen and show them 
to her. Perhi^ she may buy them, though God knows 
I would almost as soon sell myself, if it was not for the 
hope of getting you something nice to eat, and some 
medicine for your cough. And if I take the men, it 
won't look as if I went for charity, Robert." 

" Do as you like, Mary, though I have no hope of your 
success. We have been so oftcm dinppointed ** 

" Oh don't give way, Robert ! I am sure better days 
will come. No, no, don't shake your head and look so 
sorrowful-^better days for you, I mean, and you will be 
well again. Now, now, don't despair so ! " and with a 
confidence she scarcely felt herself, she strove to instil a 
healthier tone into her husband's less sanguine heart. 

"There must be something very holy in your con- 
fidence, dear Mwy, for it has had the power to keep me up 
for many months, for, without your trastful spirit, I should 
have given way long ago. God bless you for it ! but I 
feel now, Mary, that to hope any longer is but an idle 
delusion. My only wish now, is, that when I am dead, 
you may be able to sell the men in some large town, and 
get enough- 
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Don't talk of dying, Robert, or you will break my 
heart. If I don't seU them to do you good, I will never, 
never, part with them. Oh do not give up yet ! hope a 

little longer ; do, do, for my sake, and ^But where is 

he, Where's the child, is he asleep ? " she enquired, sud- 
denly rising firom her seat and going to the bed. 

Western slowly turned down the drugget as she ap- 
proached, and exposed a beautiful but pale-faced boy of 
two or tluree years old, nestled close by his father's nde, 
and sleeping soundly. 
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''He cried at first when you went oat, and asked for 
dimier/' aaid the husband, monmfullf, as the mother 
knelt down and kissed the lips of her sleeping^child ;" 
"but I had not strength to get out and reach the 
bread, poor diild ! So I told Um some little stories to 
divert his mind, and said that he should see all the 
men to-night; SAd then his little eyes grew heavy, and 
he laid his head npon my lap, and fell asleep, talking of 
the soldiers ! Oh what a blessed thing is sleep to the 
poor and hungry ! for, by it, they can cheat the 
oraving stomach of a meal or two. See, dear, he is 
awake!" 

But we must hasten on, and will but merely direct tlie 
leadet^s mental eye once more to that abode of sickness, 
want, and cold : but where, such is the humanizing 
effect of art and beauty, there was much innate love and 
delicacy of soul. Upon the ftirther extremity of an old 
table, drawn dose to the bed, ranged in double files 
stand the mimic armies of the chessboard; and on the 
nearer end, the remnant of a stale loaf, a jag of warm 
milk and water, and a knife to part the limited allowance 
of their food. Father, mother, and child are seated on 
the bed, with pleasure gazing on the carved array, and 
one in infimtine ecstissy, holding out its hands to clutch 
the tempting toys, and as they admire, eating the husky 
bread, tod drinking, each in turn firom the selisame jug, 
the hannless diluent ; while the wind and rain howls and 
beats against the lonely tenement, and the fitful blaze 
firom the alternate flush and fall of the wood embers gives 
momentary light to the repast; making the raging 
winter that beats without, and the desolation brooding 
within, appear more stem and terrible. 

True to her appointment on the following morning, 
the mechanic's wife, with the prized chessmen, carefully 
folded in separate papers, and enveloped in a white 
napkin, repaired to the mansion of Mr. Chesterfield, and 
was instantly introduced to the benevolent mistress. 
Mrs. Chesterfield, with the tact that women only know, 
soon gleaned firom the poor wife the concise history of 
their long privations, touching with innocent pride on 
her husl»nd's skill, and ended by displaying before the 
amazed eyes of the lady, the proofs of it she had brought. 

Mrs. Chesterfield was no mean judge of art, and gazed 
with admiration and surprise on the costume^ execution, 
and faultless symmetry of every figure, enhanced by the 
ivory whiteness and beautiful texture of the wood in 
which they were wrought; and calling in her husband, 
participated with him in his lavish delight and encomiums. 
While the poor woman, unable to suppress her joy that 
her husband s merit was at last appreciated, sobb^ aloud 
firom excess of pleasure. 

"These are, indeed, superior specimens of art!" 
observed Mr. Chesterfield, after a rigid scrutiny of every 
piece. "What does your husband require for them ? " 

" Oh Sir 1 " replied Mary, speaking through her tears, 
" I have carried them to so many places, but nobody 
would offer me anything for them, that my husband said 
he would sell them all for a shilling a piece, if you 
wouldn't think it too dear ; and there's the board he 
made long ago." 

" A shilling a piece, impossible! My poor woman, 
you must be dreaming ! " 

" Well, then. Sir, what you please ; for my husband is 
very ill, and I want to buy him some medicine," she re- 
plied, idmost choking from revalsion of feeling. 

" You mistake me, my good creature ; I mean to say 
they are too valuable to be sold without consideration ; 
and for fear I should not be just to you, I will consult 
some friends as to what I should give---^or I mean to 
purchase them — ^for the present here are ten sovereigns, 
and whatever price is put on them by my friends, I will 
pay you again. A man of youf husband's genius must 
not be leift in obscurity and want, I will send a 
B|||lie|iA to attend to himi — and now go home and come 



back on Monday for what I shall then be in your 
debt Your husband shall not be neglected, depend 
npon it." 

Unable to speak her thanks, but grasping the gold In 
her hand with a nervous tenacity, the bewildered woman 
was led out of the room by the hand of the sympathizing 
Mrs. Chesterfield ; and when she found herself again in 
the road, it was with the addition of a well-filled basket 
of wine and provisions. Casting her dimmed eyes to 
Heaven, and muttering a prayer of thankfulness, poor 
Mary turned in the direction of home, and ran with the 
speed of a chamois till the battered door and broken 
casement of her abode stood before her. The luxury 
of that moment, as she told out her treasure before her 
hectic husband, was worth a life's privation to enjoy. 
The sick man, unable to express the sense of struggling 
happiness, bent his head meekly on his chest, and 
groaned from the fulness of his soul; while his wife 
folding her arms round his neck, pressed his face to her 
bosom, and between hysteric tears and laughter, 
whispered, "I told you not to despair; I knew that 
better days would come, and that you would live to see 
and bless them 1 " 

Under the skilful hands of the physician. Western was 
soon restored to comparative healUi, and, aided by the 
patronage of Mr. Chesterfield, was In a few months 
removed to London, and a situation obtained for him as 
designer in one of the first houses in town ; where he 
may still be found directing the energies of a large 
establishment, respected, prosperous, and happy; and 
daily thankful to his wife for that faith in the bounty of 
Eternal Providence, that under Heaven, had, through all 
the petulance of disease, and crush of poverty, kept a 
living principle of hope within his heart. Nor does his 
now restored and comely wife forget, in thankful prayers, 
her gratitude to God, for the courage that opposed so 
long her husband's gloom, and gave her power to prove 
the confidence that buoyed hersetf — ^Never to Despair I 

Yi» n. Ha 



A BIRTH-DAY THOUGHT 

In heart, In mind, in deed, in thought-^ 

In all emotionB of my breaat-- 
What change* have a few yeart wronght ; 

How atiange, bow sad, and yet how Uest ! 
Life'* tineel cheats my gate no more— 

I riew thing* with a steraer brow — 
And where a imile would play of yore, 

A tear will oftener gather now. 

Awake, my soul t earth twines no wreath 

Immortal brows would deign to wear ; 
Spring like a fslchion from thy sheath. 

Leap like a lion firom thy lairl 
Ere dust to dust again dissolve. 

My mission here let me fulfil. 
While suns shed light, and worids revolre. 

Dare I be dark— must I stand still 7 

Ah, thou who in yon realms of space 

First strewed those worlds, like drops of dew. 
To me give my appointed place. 

Teach me the work thou'dst haTe me do. 
No weak ephemeral of an hour. 

No breeie-bome bubble let me be. 
No useless weed ; but a fsir Itewer 

Which wofls f cms fragrance back to thee 1 
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CHEMISTRY OF THE KITCHEN. 

THUD ARTICLB. 

ANIMAL AND VEOETABLB BIBT. 

Not the least important of a human beingfs daily fimc- 
tiosf, Vk that of eating. Physical man eats to live, and 
Uvea to eat. The summary definition of the use of eating 
iSj to supply the waste that is constantly going on in 
erery body. Before, however, any correct notion can be 
formed aa to the nature of the food best calculated to 
nourish the system, one must first know of what elements 
the body is composed, and of what the waste materials 
consist that have to be replaced. 

The chief constituent parts of our frames are certain 
animal substances termed fibrine^ albumen, gelatine, 
mucttiv and osmaxome; and the principal elementary 
matten which escape from the system, are carbon, azote, 
hydrogen, oxygen, phosphorus, and lime. To replace 
this waste, man must have a regular supply of food, the 
elements of which, it will be found, mainly couFist of 
those just named ; and the digestibility of such food will 
genenUy be in a ratio to its oontaining those elementary 
matten in a simple unoombined form. On this account, 
animal substances are more easy of digestion than vege- 
table products, and vegetable products than inorganic 
bodies. Condiments contain few or none of the elemen- 
twy matten ahove-named, but they act as stimulants to 
the organs of digestion, and are thus of essential service. 

Hie materials for the support of the system are derived 
from the animal, vegetable, and mineral kiogdoms. From 
tha first are derived azote» and a portion of the other 
elements; from the second, carbon and hydrogen; and 
fitMB the third, lime, salt, and water. 

Articles of diet may be divided into three great classes : 
1. Those which contain azote, carbon, hydrogen, and oxy- 
gen. 2. Those which contain carbon, hydrogen, and oxygen. 
3. Those which contain neither carbon no azote. 

The following substances are contained in the first 
division: Fibrine, albumen, gelatine, mucus, osmazome, 
and gluten. The second class contains starch, gum or 
mucilage, sugar, oil, and £st. The third contains water, 
various eartl^ sea-salt, &c. The three principal elemen- 
tary substances are — ^the saccharine, the oleaginous, and 
albuminous, which are represented by sugar, butter, and 
the white of eggs. 

Fibrine is very nutritious ; the great mass of the solid 
matter of the muscles of animab is composed of it. 

Albumen is contained in the white of eggs, cartilage, 
oysters, mussels, &c. It is highly nutritious, and easy.of 
digestion. 

Gelatine forms the principal ingredient of bones, ten- 
dons, membranes, && It is also nutritious and easy of 
digestion. 

Osmazome is found principally in fibrous organs. 
. The flesh of game and old animals contains a large 
proportion. 

Gluten exists in the vegetable kingdom, in all fari- 
naceous seedSj wheat, flour, fruiter roots, leaves of 
cabbages, &c. 

Starch, which belongs to the second division, is prin- 
cipally fbund in the vegetable kingdom, in farinaceous 
grains, rice, barley, and maize. 

Gum is a vegetable product, furnished by many trees, 
particularly the various species of mimosa; and mucilage 
is derived ftom thf» eaculent vegetables. 

Sugar is extracted fit>m the sugar-cane, maple-tree, 
beet-root^ &c.« and is highly nutritious. 



Salt, whi(di belongs to the third division, is an indis- 
pensable article of food ; and though earthy matter forma 
no part of European eating, there are some uncivilized 
tribes with whom it forms a principal article of diet. 

The point is still ranch disciused, whether man ia 
naturally designed to live on animal or vegetable diet, or 
on a mixture of both. There is a large, and we believe 
an increasing portion of society, who have altogether 
eschewed animal food, and confine themselves to vege- 
table products. There are certainly numerous fustanosa 
on record of persons who have prolonged their U^es by 
abstaining from animal food: of these we may name 
Colonel Thompson, the present member for Bradford, 
who for some years past has lived entirely on vecretables, 
greatly to the improvement of his health, as he himself 
has assured us ; Mr. Brotherton, the member for Salford, 
is also a strict vegetarian. StiU, it is possible that these 
are only the exceptions to the general rule, and that the 
principle deduced from the consideration of their cases, 
may not be applicable to mankind generally. Very 
much depends on the nature of the dimate in which 
a person lives, as well as on the kind and extent of his 
physical labour. In tropical climates, men are led by 
their natural tastes to prefer a vegetable diet; in cold 
climates, again, they prefer animal food, and they seem 
to require it. The nearer the Aictio circles, the more 
animsl food do men consume. This seems to us ui 
exceedingly wise provision of nature, enabling man to 
inhabit all climates, and to adapt himself to the con- 
ditions of all countries. The structure of man's digestive 
organs also, we think, points out very clearly that his 
nature is essentially omnivorous, and that he has been 
created so as to be capable of subsisting on aUment of 
every description. 

Those who are compelled by their avocations to work 
hard in the open air, and to take a lar^ amount of 
physical exercise, require a large amount of animal food 
to sustain them. Those who spend much time on horse- 
back, generally eat largely. The natives of the Pampas, 
who almost live upon the saddle, and ride great distances, 
are in the habit of eating what is called jerked beef, 
which consists of the muscular parts of cows or oxen, 
which, after being cut into thin slips, are dried in the 
sun. This is said to form a highly nutritious kind of diet. 
Sailors, who are compelled to work hard, and are often 
up all night, require a large allowance of food. The less 
sleep men take, the more food do they require. 

Mr. Mott gives the following as a fair estimate of the 
proportion of food reqtiisite to support human life in a 
sound and healthy state : — 1st. For a person of moderate 
health and constitution, but using little exercise or exer- 
tion, the daily allowance of food should be firom 12 oz. to 
18 oz., in nutritive matter equal to a daily average of 10 oz. 
2nd. For persons of good health, accustomed to moderate 
labour, as sailors or soldiers on ordinary peace duty, 
or agricultural labourers, or mechanics at their usual 
work, the daily allowance should be f^m 18 oz. to 24 
oz. ; in nutritive matter equal to a daily average of 16 oz. 
3rd. For persons subject to hard labour, or other violent 
exertion, in good bodily health, from 24 oz. to 30 oz. of 
food, equal to about 22 oz. of nvtritive matter. 

Generally speaking, persons in comfortable drcum* 
stances in this counl^, eat too much. The wealthy 
classes cause themselves a laige amount of pain and 
disease by over-feeding. The perusal of a Lord Mayor's 
bill of fare reminds one of gout and the doctors. A 
celebrated physician, inquiring of a person who was re- 
markable for the health which he enjoyed at an advanced 
period of his lifb, what regimen he followed, was 
answered, " I make but one meal a dayv" " Keep your 
secret," said the doctor; "if you publuh it to the worid 
you will utterly ruin the practice of medicine." It hai 
oeen facetiously observed by some one, that there exists 
an alliance between the cooks and the physicians. Indeed^ 
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another physician^ when visiting his patients, rarely 
fiuled to pay his respects to the cooks. " My friends," he 
would say to them, ** accept my hest thanks for all the 
Ipnd aerrices which yon render to us physicians ; were it 
not for yon and your pleasing poisons, the faculty would 
§oon find themselTM inhabitants of the workhouse." 

There ia reason to belieye that many of our hest dishes 
%re OTercooked« and thus rendered unwholesome.* Be- 
Ueve us, reader^ that cooking requires sense and dis- 
cretion like other operations. In poor men's houses, for 
want of early training, there is also a great deal of un- 
neceasary waste. The preparation of food, neatly, 
wholasomely« and economically, is really a matter of 
inch importance in every household, whether rich or poor, 
that it ought to form part of the education of every young 
woman. The happiness and health of a household are 
far more affected by the way in which the mistress thereof 
dresses the £amily dinner, than by the manner in which 
she dresses herself; yet, most young women are perfectly 
competent to do the one, who, up to the day on which 
they assume the management of a household for them- 
selves, have not given the slightest consideration to the 
other. How many are the couples, whom God has joined, 
hut whom fiunily dinners have put asunder 1 Let our 
female readers look to this i 

Food, well and properly cooked, is half digested. On 
the other hand, many severe cases of indigestion have 
eosoed from eating meat improperly prepared. How 
much are onr domestic comforts thus at the mercy of 
thqse who preside at the kitchen fire. AU over-done 
meata are indigestible. Boiled meat is easy of digestion, 
but not 80 nutritious as others. If too long boiled, how- 
•iver, it becomes very indigestible. Over-roasted beef or 
^[lutton ia much less digestible than when moderately, 
or rather under done. Veal and chicken are more 
wholesome and nutritious when roasted; this may be 
•aid of all meats. With reference to poultry, it may be 
observedj that the flesh of chickens or young fowls is 
more easy of digestion, but not so nutritious as that of old. 

Fish is easy of digestion, but not so nutritious as the 
flesh of animals. Its nutritive property, and digestibility, 
are in proportion to the oleaginous matter it contains. 
Owing to the absence of all stimulating properties in fish, 
it forms a good article of diet for inv^ids and persons of 
weak stomach. ' The least heating, and more nutritive of 
the fish spedesj are turbot, cod, whiting, haddock, and sole. 
IS, after being cooked, the fish have an opaque and flaky 
lippearance, i( may be pronounced to be good. Salmon is 
the most nntritivo of our fish, but it is heating and oily, 
and does not agree with persons of weak digestion. 

We are surprised that fish, which forms so wholesome, 
and might be so cheap, an article of diet, is so little used. 
There is, we believe, a prejudice against it among the 
people generally. The Irish will only eat fish when they 
cannot get seaweed. Yet their coasts are swarming with 
flab, widch they will not take the trouble to catih. As 
the English railway system has become developed, fish 
has become more an article of diet in the inland towns, 
though the working classes still decline to make use of it 
to any large extent, except in a salted state. The trade is 
however rapidly increasing, and we trust before long to see 
it as general an article of food as bread or butcher's meat. 

Gentle exercise before meals is salutary, but too much 
exercise will not only destroy all inclination for food, but 
weaken the powers of digestion. Cheerfulness at meals 
should he encour^ed. " Better is a dinner of herbs where 
P^ape is, than a stalled ox with contention." All depress- 
ing or engrossing thoughts should be banished from the 
wad : there is so direct a nervous communication between 
the brain and the stomach, that if the former be aOected 
hf any mental excitement^ the latter is sure to sufler. 



* See oar first article, in No. lo. 



SONNEI. 

I looked aroun4 upon thie world bdow, 
And all WM warfare, atrug^lc, and unrtst 
With micklo caret was ererjr man oppiesk. 
And ■elfishneu was atamped on ttay brow. 
Eacb other ever joatlinf to and fro, 
With ej« upon some distant oljiiect plaeed» 
Which seemed to promise hUas, but which, 
Receded still, as doth heaven's radiant bow, 
For ever toUed they on their trouhlous way. 
Wherefore, I asked, this never-ending moil 7 
And Pity, wecpingp, answered me, ** Gold, g(d4 1** 
Thus are the duties, pleasures of each day 
Thrown by, till, grasped in Mammon's serpent eoUa 
Men die, their Peace, that one eternal jewcJ, sold. 
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HONFLEUR. 

Of the many pretty places that border the river 8eine« 
no one I think presents more advantages to the Bnglish 
visitor, as a residence, than the small town of Honfieur. 
It is at once near England, near Paris, and close to the 
large town of Havre, where little more than half an 
hour's sail in Le Franfah wiU land you, and where yon 
will find theatres, concert-rooms, restaurants, and all the 
bustle and gaiety of a city. 

There are some good houses to be let, both furnished 
and unfurnished; the rents are not exorbitant, the 
country, most beautiful, provisions plentiful and cheap, 
and the people primitive, civil, and honest. 

We arrived at Havre late at night, with the intention 
of remaining there, and spent Saturday in searching in 
vain for a very moderate-sized house, the rent of which 
was not enormous. Sunday we resolved should be a da^ 
of rest at the Hotel de T Europe, hoping to be more for- 
tunate in our endeavours the following morning. How- 
ever, walking along the quai, after an early breakfast, we 
heard the tinkling of a bell give notice of the departure 
of a steam-boat. Learning, upon inquiry, that it was 
about to cross to Honfieur, and would return with the 
tide, in ample time for our six o'clock dinner, we pro- 
posed to go and see what sort of a place it was. We 
were much amused by the novel aspect of ever3rthing and 
person on board ; a great many women, chiefly fish-wives, 
wore men's white cotton nightcaps, with a tuft at the 
top, which made them look very grotesque at all times, 
but doubly so when they happened to be fat. We had 
scarcely ceased looking at and admirine the heights of 
Ingouvillc, and the general aspect of Havre, before we 
found ourselves close to the opposite bank of the Sein^ 
where, amidst picturesque rocky hills, wooded knolls;, 
gardens, orchards, and green fields, lay Honfieur, glitter- 
ing in the morning sun, close to the water's edge. I 
never beheld a more lovely picture ; the church spire, 
although quite insignificant in itself, looked, amid the 
houses and trees which surrounded it, really beautifnl 
from the sea, and the gay crowds of peasants in their 
holiday dresses, added to tne brilliancy and animation of 
the scene. The women wore high caps, tapering ofi* like 
a sugar-loaf, " small by deerees and beautifully less," 
lined with blue, and fastened to a sort of cushion behind* 
which they cover with their hair en chignon, where only 
indeed (between the butterfly-winged lappets) is any to 
be seen at all ; on the forehead it is quite concealed. 
They had short-waistcd, short-petticoated, narrow-backed 
gowns, generally made of the Rouen red cotton, which, 
when new is so bright ; some wore a short casaquin aiyl 
broad-striped under-garment, and all, long gold earrings, 
heart and cross strung on black yelvet ribbon, and frUla 
of muslin or lace exquisitely got up, and white aa the 
loam on the waves. A small gaj-Mloiired handl^^chlef 
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or ehawl completed A ooftame, which, although indi- 
Yidaally unbecommg, iM, taken. coUectiTely, the most 
picturesque possible. Hie men were attired in dean blue 
blouses, and the young girbi and little children usually 
wore toques formed of red and yellow pocket-handker- 
chiefs, put on with a d^pree of taste no Englishwoman 
I ever saw attempt it coiUd succeed in imitating^ 

We were all so charmed by the beauty of the situation, 
and the primitive appearance of ererything, that seeing 
" a louer " upon a neat-looking house at the bottom of a 
court, and finding upon inspection that it was clean and 
comfortable, we at once arranged matters with its pro- 
pri^taire, and next day Anmd onrselyes seated in a hand- 
some, lofty room, hung with yellow silk, eating new bread, 
and such butter as I never tasted but in France and 
Scotland, whilst we quenched our thirst with cool vin 
ordinaire. Two of the windows looked upon the sea, 
and the other into the court, full of Portugal laurels in 
large boxes, giving greenness and shade; so that in the 
very heart of the little town, we had both quiet and fresh 
air. I may here remark upon the passionate love our 
obliging landlady had for flowers, and the taste she dis- 
played in arranging the simplest. At no season of the 
year were her rooms without these lovely ornaments of 
nature; for of box-wood, dandelions, and dairies alone, 
I have seen her make the most beautiftil bouquets imagin- 
able, disposed en couronne. At a little party which we 
gave, the beginning of February, she requested to be 
permitted to superintend the flower department, to which 
of course we acceded, wondering what she could possibly 
find at that season of the year, as we knew she had no 
conservatory ; but never wi^ I more amazed. The stairs 
leading to the bedrooms were covered with turf — ^trans- 
formed, in short, into a grassy bank, with tufts here and 
there of violets, primroses, and hepaticas ; the rails were 
twined with ivy and periwinkle; all the windows, all 
the comers of the rooms converted into green arbours ; 
and the freshness of the little flowers which enlivened 
the evergreens continued unabated, as snowdrops and 
daffodils, were all lifted with their earth about them, and, 
after the party, taken back to their native beds. 

The refreslunents consisted solely of a variety of light 
cakes, eau fucr^, lemonade, vin ordinaire made into 
negus; and towards the end of the evening, a sort of 
sweet hot punch, which the dancers found very invigor- 
ating. The lamps alone cost us any thing worth mention- 
ing, for all was a blaze of light, and we certainly did 
astonish the natives, for they appeared frantic with 
delight, and paid a profusion of compliments, which 
became perfectly overwhelming, when they found it was 
to French not i^glish taste they were indebted tor this 
spring-like entertainment, rendoed the more remarkable 
horn the circumstance of a heavy snow having fallen the 
evening before. 

A fortnight or three weeks afterwards, an English 
family, whose complaints of there being " nothing to 
eat" were sufficiently audible, gave a ball and supper, 
where every delicacy in and out of season was to be seen, 
but the rooms were underlighted, the women overdressed, 
and somehow it did not go off so well, although it cost 
ten times as much as our more unpretending little party 
did, in which, as our richer rivals truly remarked, sour 
wine and field flowers played the principal r61e. 

Honfleur is, as I have before observed, seated on the 
sea, or more properly, the mouth of the Seine, command- 
ing a fine view of Havre, Harfleur, Lillebonne, and the 
ndns of Tankerville, where the adventurer Law lorded it 
en seigneur, until his wild schemes brought ruin upon 
himself and those he had induced to join him ; but the 
latter places are too distant to be accurately descried 
without a telescope. Honfleur itself is, or perhaps I 
should rather say, was, a few yeanr ago, an old, dirty, 
shabby little town, with narrow streets, sans trottoir, 
|MiTe4 with pointed pebbles, the gutter, or raisseau, as 



the French poetically term it, in the middle of the street 
and the lamps " few and far between," suspended across 
them ; but no doubt improvements have taken place. 
The entrance firom Caen, along a broad double avenue of 
trees, might vie with the finest town in France, and the 
new basins and piers that are at present constructing, will 
raise the little port in public estimation, and, I hope, 
enhance the value of private property. I confess, how- 
ever, that, to me^ success in ever making it a large or safis 
harbour, as Government seems to contemplate, firom the 
great expenditure going on, appears extremely doubtfU, 
fVom the great quantity of mud each tide deposits in the 
basins, and which woidd, in a short time, entirely choke 
them, were they not regularly emptied by means of a 
great number of labourers constantly emplo]^ for that 
purpose. It is accomplished by means of floodgates and 
sluices : at full tide, the floodgate of one bashi is closed, 
and the water retained in it, till at low water the other 
basin is closed, when eighty or one hundred workmen 
proceed to cut a trench in the vote (mud), then a sluice 
is opened from the full basin, when the water rushes into 
the trench with great velocity, and carries the loosened 
mud, become nearly liquid, into the Seine. The woikmen 
place themselves on each side of the trench, furnished 
with spades and shovels, and proceed to throw into it 
(while the stream rushes with great impetuosity) largo 
shovelfuls of the consolidated mud, which the velocity 
of the current soon crumbles into a state of solution, and 
carries into the sea. This process goes on tiU the tide 
begins to flow again, and is repeated each tide until the 
basin is entirely cleuised, when it is capable of admitting 
vessels of considerable burthen. As each basin is neariy 
on the same level, each alternately receives the same relieJP 
when required. Different sluices serve for different parts 
of the basin, and the force of the water b directed by 
means of a movable and floating wooden machine, which 
an engineer places in the porition where it is required 
to increase fhe current, and prevent its being weakened 
by spreading. 

Among those hard workers we observed one woman, 
who, however, but for the handkerchief on her head 
instead of the casquette, would not be distinguished as a 
female, for she wore the large boots and strong male attire 
all employed in such laborious work are forrod to adopt» 
but who, poor creature ! finding herself and her eight 
children deserted by a bad fother, and tempted by the 
high wages to run a risk few persons of her sex would 
venture to encounter, applied for permission to join the 
mud-digging band, and was in pity accepted ; she soon 
proved herself equal to any of her fellow-labourers, fbr 
she not only did equal work, but was more constant in 
her attendance, and more temperate in her habits than 
they were, and during the eight years I remained at 
Honfleur, I never missed her a single day that I looked 
for her. 

The town is surrounded by orchards of apple, pear, 
plum, peach, and cherry-trees, below which the cows 
graze — an uncommon sight in France, where they are 
usually housed — only the unhappy animals have their head 
fiutened to one leg, to prevent their raising it so •• 1^ 
shake the branches. 

The old-fashioned Swiss-looking farm-houses, half hid 
among the clustering blossoms, and the air churged with 
the sweet odours of tiie hawthorn hedges, wild flowers and 
fruit-trees, are pictures the memory loves to linger on. 
Far different firom these f^h scenes are those the fish- 
market presents, through which no one, at the time at 
least I spedc of, could avoid passing, inasmuch as it is 
situated in the principal street, from which neither threats 
or coaxing, nor even the offer of a larger and more com- 
modious ^ece of ground, could dislodge the fisir proprie- 
tresses, as they perristed in believing themselves to be. 
They are generally coarse-featured, large-limbed, strong 
women, — ^like grenadiers in pettiooats; each sits in « 
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WMhing^b, into whiefa^ in cold weather, thej introdnoe 
• cfaanfferatte; and when thej quarrel (which is every daj), 
the oombatanti in words — for I never heard of its pro* 
ceeding to blows — stand np in their respectiTe tubs, 
festicttlating extravagantly, and throwing themselves into 
tragic attitudes many of oar actresses might study with 
benefit; and each, after having exhausted her abuse or 
her breath, sits down, while her adversary, in her turn, 
rises, and answers in like terms. One fiit, red-faced 
woman, named Ang^que, so excited herself, that she fell 
down in a fit, and literally died in a passion; but even 
this event made no impreesion, for next day all were as 
nproarions as ever, scolding in a duet, then a solo, and, at 
last, all the rsst chiming in, like the chorus in an opera. 
One of the women was reported rich, and the following 
itory will prove that she deserved her prosperity : — 

An Bnglish family, who had always dealt with her, 
ceased to give any more orders, and upon her enquiring, 
she found that the husband had absconded in debt, and 
left his wife and children with scarcely anything to live 
upon. Ghrateftil for their past patronage, she sent the lady 
every day a dish of fish, lent her money, and finally paid 
her pasaage;, with her children, to England, saying they 
could return what they owed when they beoune rich 
again. Three years after she was repaid with interest, 
but the memory of her benevolent conduct has never 
been forgotten by our countrymen, and all the English 
who visit Honfleur make a point of employing la mdre 
Bondin, or as she is called, la Reine de la Halle. How- 
ever, with all her good qualities, she, like her piscatory 
sisters all the world over, generally asks twice as much 
as she will take in the end, though she never spares those 
who love to marchandsr more meanly than she judges 
neoessary. One worthy Briton, noted for his parsimony, 
and who boasts of buying everything cheaper than any 
one else, was showing off the market to a newly-arrived, 
ht, benevolent-ftced countryman, at the time 1 was 
giving my daily orders ; she immediately addressed " le 
nouvel Anglais," praising her fish, their sise, their 
beauty — just <mt of the water ! " Regardez ces beaux 
poissons. Monsieur, cette belle ^-—1 Jean Dorie, you 
call it, vous autres Anglais ; tones. Monsieur, see how 
large and plump it is, un vrai Jean Boule ;" then turning 
to our economist, she added, — " There's nothing I can 
oflEer you to-day. Sir, they're tiljresh." 



MY BARK IS ON THE TYNE. 

My bwk ia on the Tfne, ftnd the breeia blow* fair ; 
The tide ie riling fkat, and l*rt little time to spare ; 
Bnt, before the lateat moment, to part would be a itn, 
So, weHl finger, bonny Mary, tiU the tide come in. 

Bat why that iHUng eye, and that pale, drooping brow 7 
I eumot bear thoae ligni, love, I would not tee them now ! 
Let an withoot eeem pleaaure, though all be tad within, 
And we'll linger, bonny Mary, till the tide come in. 

I thank thee for that smile, it is sunshine onto me. 
And I'll keep it in my heart, when I'm far away at sea ; 
It will lighten up my watch, when the stormy hours begin i 
So, we'll Unger, bonny Mary, till the tide come in. 

It will lighten up my watch, like a moonbeam on the deck ; 
It will shine, If there be battle ; it will gleam, if there be wreck ; 
It will nerre my soul in danger, an honoured name to win 
8o, we'll linger, bonny Mary, till the tide come in. 

Again that eye is filled I Well, nnblamed it now mnst be ; 
Bat weep not long, my dearest, and breathe a prayer for me. 
That prayer ihaU bring mo back from the stonn's or battle's din, 
Ts wso my bosBy Mary, till ths tide come in I 

BoBS&T Story, 



THE HIDDEN RING. 

BT SILTKBPEX. 
(Continued Jhm page SO.) 
Tbb stars, whose shining was so transcendent in its silver 
glory, were heralds of a morrow, whose dawn upon the 
hoary mountain-tops lingered not long; but travelling on 
apace, over the <2raggy moorland and the thick-set forest- 
boughs, over the trickling brooklet and the closed-up 
cups of honey-laden flowers, shot through the lea^ 
casement of the sleeping girl, and kissed her eyes with 
Ught. 

She awoke and soon was astir. As it was needless to 
awaken Ruth, who had been told by her master on the 
previous night that Miss Dora was going across the forest 
at an early hour, the young girl stole lightly about whilst 
making her few preparations, for it was needful to her 
heart to be alone in this strange hotur. And these pre- 
parations were of the simplest and humblest kind. To 
put on her poor holiday frock, its little tippet, her humble 
bonnet; to tie the bridal gown within a handkercluef; to 
gather a few flowers for fiie hand she loved with such 
half reverence, half fear, and yet so well; these wore 
humble things indeed, even for a peasant girl of many a 
mountain shelling; but, in the gathering and confining 
of her splendid rdXof hair, in the excelling beauty which 
was rich without adornment, in the grace, in the uncon- 
sciousness, in the faith and trust of soul, in the purity of 
heart» there was that which would have consecrated the 
bridal chamber of the rarest queen, and hallowed the 
holiest pathway ever trodden by human foot 1 

All ready — the flowers within her hand, her bundle on 
her arm, she took one last look of her fiither^s sacred 
room, pressed down her lips upon the old worn desk, 
consecrated by the abstract gase of many a studious 
meditation, and then going out, and closing the door 
softly behind her, she went upon her way across the silver 
trickling of the pebbled br<K>k ! She could not bre^ 
her last — ^her heart was much too fiill I 

She was at the old Edge-stone some half hour before 
the time, but the sun had been there before her, and dried 
its thymy hollows ; and on the grassy slope where she sat 
down, the tiny butterflies, with brown or azure wingSa 
flitted to and fro, and the lark, heavenward and earthward, 
poured out its heart in joy ! 

For a mile across the open forest she breathlessly saw 
the gig speed towards her, and when it came up and 
stayed, an old servant, in a sober livery of grey, merely 
saying, " Miss Longnor ? ma'am," assisted her in, and 
drove back upon the path he had come. Nor did she want 
to talk — for as the old man assisted her into the gig, he 
placed a little slip of paper in her hand, on whkh was 
written as his credentialls, "I am expecting you, my 
Dora," and this was quite enough. 

After about two hours' ride, through sequestered lanes 
and woodlands of rich verdure, the gig stopped in the 
vicinity of a little secluded country churoi, and the 
servant led the way along a still and hidden path, to a 
sort of old vestry, or clerk's room, in the rear. As he 
lifted the quaint latch, and allowed her to pass in, 
she beheld Absalom Podd, seated by the sunny case- 
ment, with not only his holland shirt and best suit 
on, but his spectacles also, for he was dtfvoutly con- 
ning the marriage-service out of the clerk's book; it 
being full thirty years since he had studied that portion 
of the sacred volume. She went up to him timidly, and 
laid her hand upon his arm, and said, '* I hope you are 
not angry, Podd." 

" VHij ? " replied Absalom very slowly, as he reve- 
rently closed the volume, and took her hand ; " yon see 
the thing is rather sudden, and might have been better 
loft till your father came back, but as nothing of the sort 
would be listened to, I thou^t it best to come and see 
all was right ; for I wouldn't trust my own Cither in such 
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a thing. Nor, Don, wonld I 'a ctmsented, in any other 
case bat this, but that I know the curate 'II think it all 
right. But now« one thing, Dora — and recollect Fm 
juat asking it aa solemnly as the parson could himself — 
I mean, for you're such a child, do you lore him ?" 

" Why, Podd," was the naiTe answer, « if I didn't I 
should not come here." 

" Ay I ay !" spoke Mr. Fodd, assuming the air of one 
leaned in casuistry ; " many come, my dear, to sich 
places aa these, as have no more love in their hearts than 
a clock or a chest of drawers. But thee really do love, 
in the hearty way I mean : eh ? " 

" I am very young, I know," replied Dora, as she laid 
her hand still more impressively upon the old man's arm, 
" but I am not so much a child but that I know the 
feeling of my own heart ; and it is therefore in boundless 
truth and revo-enoe I have come here to-day." 

" Well, well," replied Mr. Podd, his honest brain not 
fblly understanding what Dora meant; '* you mean by 
this to say, I suppose, that you love very much. So 
&r, so right. Now, hast thee breakfasted ?" Dora said 
she had not, nor did she need any. 

But honest Absalom thought differently ; so imme- 
diately unpacking a small basket he had brought with 
him, he displayed sundry refreshments, which, whan he 
had set out, he bid the young girl take, and then dress 
herself as speedily as she cmdd, for " the folks were 
waiting in the church." 

But her heart was for too ftiU to think of fragrant cake 
or wine, or milk, or fruit set there ; but hastily smoothing 
her rich gathered tresses, laving her hands in the clerk's 
old bowl set ready with the fairest water, she put on the 
little bridal gown, short sleeves, low boddice, little waist, 
and trembling in the loving sunlight shed upon her, 
stood there, as if receiving invisible investiture by loving 
angels in her sweet office of a little wife. Yet, standing 
thus, only the smallest instant in the race of Time; for a 
hand she well knew knocked upon the door, then opened 
it, and Mr. Riddle stood before her, still stem, reserved, 
and self-restrained. With scarcely a greeting, and quite 
peremptorily and quickly, he pushed aside Podd's officious 
hand, and led her into the oool, the shadowed, and the 
quaint old church. For, as if he wished the office to be 
quickly over, he allowed the venerable priest to make 
Uttle more than the briefest greeting, and then placing 
Dora beside the time-worn cushion, the service was begun 
and said, without other incident more remarkable than 
that Mr* Podd hid his nose to a large extent in his best 
bandana pocket-handkerchief, after he was once fully 
assured that the sacred ring was on, and that the child 
of him he reverenced so well was the wife of Walter 
Biddlel 

Yet, not even when the priest had closed his book with 
his mildest and his holiest blessing, for the extreme 
youth, and grace, and beauty of the ^rl touched well and 
finely his noble heart, did the stem husband relax his self- 
command, but raising the little weeping creature from 
the cushion, gently and tenderly though, as a mother her 
child, hunried her into the vestry to sign the book, 
(honest Podd, however, not a bit abashed — ^he would not 
have been had the husband been a lion or a griffin — put- 
ting on his spectacles, and not only standing by to see all 
this was pn^perly done, but signing his own name in the 
largest round text,) made her put on hastily her little 
tippet over the marriage gown, tie on her bonnet, swing 
the poor bundle on hear arm, and then, scarcely allowing 
her to shake Podd, or the parson, by the hand, (much 
more the clerk,) he led her quickly from the vestry, 
across the still, quaint, rustic churchyard, and out from 
thence into a shadowed lane, which wound upwards to 
the green acclivity of one ot the loneliest mountains of 
tiiiis lovely land of Western Shropshire ! 

Nor did he stop, though this steep acclivity grew 
•teeper to their ttepe; nor scareely spoke a word, till on 



its grassy summit open to the heavens, but neither look- 
ing west, nor north, nor south, nor east, except upon 
the splendid glory of the azure sky, he sought a little 
grassy seat of foirest turf, and raising her half>buried, 
weeping fooe, cast off her bonnet, so that her veil of 
beauty fell around her, and made her sit beride him. And 
now even she was startled, as, at his altered voice, she 
looked up into his fooe. For already she had guessed 
that his coldness, his sternness, his reserve were assumed ; 
but not to the extent she now saw they had been, as 
changed, as altered, as her husband, as the friend her 
fother loved, he poured out the passionate idolatry of his 
noble heart. All he had thought since the hour he had 
first seen her, all she had said and done and even thought, 
— all aspects, and all changes of her girlish beanty, 
— all acts of foith and trust and naive unconsdousness, — 
all ministering offices, even to the upHfting of the old 
smoky, black-bowled Churchwarden, were chronicled, 
recounted, told, and told again, as if the Universe were 
listening, like a child, with full consciousness of its immor- 
tality, to the boundless wealth, and depth, and trath of 

HUMAN LOVE. 

Nobler, more boundless, more exalted, and more puri- 
fied, was this expression too, for faith and stem reserve 
maintained before hand. He had won this young and 
trusting creature by no seductive words; no familiarity 
had lessened the great respect between ^em ; and now 
she was his wife, now that she bore his name, and held 
his futb, now that the heavens were bright above them, 
and the earth so foir around, this act of noble, and of 
sovereign justice was like a blessing and a prayer whis- 
pered and answered in the temple of the soul. 

There was so much to talk about of his mother, of her 
father, of their home, of their future mode of Ufo, thai 
some shadows had foUen on this still and sun-lit spot 
before they rose, and crossed the mountain towards the 
old hall of Broadlands, about some five miles from thence. 
So proceeding, they had perhaps left the grassy path- 
way of the mountain two miles behind, and now were in 
a green and shadowed lane which branched into the wood- 
lands, when they suddenly perceived a traveller approach- 
ing them, who by his dress, and a small knapsack swung 
across his shoulders, was evidently some gentleman 
making an excursion across the country. As he ap- 
proached, and passing them, cast a glance — ^half surprise, 
half curiosity — upon the stern and haughty husband, and 
the exquisite beauty of the childlike wife, Dora looked 
up into her husband's foce, and saw such a stem expres- 
sion on it, such a look of proud defiance and dislike, as 
to make her, half trembling, stop abraptly'and ask if he 
were ill. But her husband neither stayed nor answered, 
till a bending in the lane fiiUy secluded them from the 
traveller's view, when he said, 

" No, my dear one ; but he, just passed, is the last man 
in the world I either expected or liked to meet on such 
a day as this — ^for I have much reason to believe that he 
is a mortal enemy of mine ; perhaps tiie only one I have. 
His name is Horner, and he is Fellow of one of our Uni- 
versities." I 

" Homer," and Dora stopped short and took her hus- 
band's hand, " he is surely the same that Anne Field- 
worth should have married, and would, as papa bos often 
said, if the old squire had not been so avaricious. Ay I 
it is a sad tale." And the little wife sighing that there 
should be one human contrast to her own happiness on 
such a day, pressed closer to her husband. 

" Well, my dear one," repUed Hiddle, as his sternness 
gave way to a milder and more gracious expression, and 
he looked down upon the pleadiiag upturned face of hia 
little wife, "we will not talk of these people. From 
what I observed, and horn what Podd told me, I fear the 
Fieldworths are a bad, proud, narrow-minded laoe, — a 
specimen of the worst form of English squirearchy." 

<' Ay, Walter," pleaded softly the little wife, "perhaps 



thii ia somewhat tme, but not with regard to Anne ; she 
has* as Papa has often said^ — and he knows many of her 
sorrows, — one of the sweetest, truest natures, human 
creature ever had ; and, as for the elder ones, so proud, 
fnd soured, and evU-tongued, perhaps it is disappoint- 
ment which has made them so, for, since I have been so 

happy, Walter, so Well, I mean since you asked me 

to be obedient, I have thought that good and evil are 
nearer allied to happiness and misery than people 
think of." 

" Well, weU," replied Walter, "no sinner but what you 
would find some plea for, my Dora; for mercy is more an 
attribute of your sex than of mine. But now cross this 
stile, my dear one, and you are home" and as he said 
so, he lifted her from the lane on to the mossy sward of 
the woodland, and pressed her to his heart as a sign of 
boundless welcome. 

These old dim woods led fittingly to the broad secluded 
terrace of an ancient stone-built country-house ; on the 
stained buttressed windows of which, the rays of the declin- 
ing sun fell in burnished splendour. From this terrace, by 
a quaint, secluded postern door, he led her into a suite of 
fine old rooms, leading one from another ; one of which, 
a study, filled with books, in ancient presses, with 
carved reading-desks, with maps, and globes, and 
telescopes* scattered around the broad seats of the richly- 
tinted oriel windows, was prepared for their coming, for a 
meal, half tea, half dinner, was set ready ; a fire of wood 
^umt brightly on the marble hearth, and the student's 
own richly embroidered chair, worked by a loving 
mother's han4» was set ready with a footstool for the 
little wife. 

IVesently there came in to welcome her, Walter's 
Burse ', an aged, but still an active, cheerful woman ; who, 
when she saw the rare loveliness of the girlish wife, 
coupled witl what old John, her husband, had already told 
her, as witnessed by himself, and learnt from the proud 
garrulity of honest Fodd, she, then and there, without 
restraint, without a minute's hesitation, folded the little 
trembUng creature to her heart, and blessed her fervently 
as though she were her child. 

Then, with tenderness, and gentleness, and infinite 
respect, she led the sweet wife through this old, secluded 
suite of rooms, and showed the preparations made for her ; 
then, after, as the descending shadows fell, the double 
meal was served, and shortly over ; and as these eveniug 
shadows broadened into night, the oriel curtains were 
dravm, the rich lamp set, the sweet one — in the modest 
bridal gown, short sleeves, low boddice, little waist — her 
hair so gorgeous in its ebon hue, the sacred ring, so 
small, so round, so scintillating in the light — sat on the 
footstool at her husband's feet, old Mr. Churchwarden's 
little, spiral clouds floating around her upturned, listening 
&ce! 

She had been five days married, and the letters which 
were to tell the secret to her father, and to summon 
Walter's mother to his home, were already written. 
With that charming usefulness which was so much her 
characteristic, and so priceless to an abstract man Uke 
Eiddle, she had made her husband's breakfast, set it in 
the fashion which best pleased him, gathered new-opened 
flowers, yet beaded with the early dew, and set them 
by his cup, and welcomed him with loving smiles, when 
old Bridget, who always waited at this meal, brought in 
the morning's letters. The first he opened was from 
Auf ergne, and full of hopefiil news. The noble-hearted 
enrate ?rrota. that his h^th was wonderfully improved, 
that the needed verifications had not only been fully ac- 
oomplished, but that important discoveries had also been 
made relative to the volcanic strata of the Puy de Dome, 
and that, commendng his return homeward in a few days, 
by way of Paris, whither some of the literati and savant 
had invited him, he hoped to find his Dora well and 
happy, and chetred by the visit of Mr. Biddle* And 



Walter smiled ; amiled as he read aloud this letter, and 
gave it to his young wife, with an eiquression of such 
£aith, and hope, and triumnl^aad proud and earnest 
love, as to make Dyra-kneel beside him as betook up tho- 
second letter. It had a large seal, bore an official look, 
and was brief; but scarcely had the proud* stern, 
ordinarily unimpassioned man read one line, before hia 
fi^tering hands half dropped it, and his lips became so 
deadly white, though defiant as they grew more blood* 
less, aa to paralyse the youAg and kneeling wife with 
terror. 

" Why, Walter, husband, dear one-^ii"— (for as hia 
proud lips grew prouder, her girlish fear and awe of hin^ 
came back again) — ^what is the matter ? " 

"Why — ^nothing," and he gasped, and crushed the 
letter in his hand. "Why — why — only — ^that the chief 
Professor's chair in the university is suddenly beooma 
vacant, for died yesterday of apoplexy, alter aa 

hour's illness." 

" It is sad for the good and learned to die, because the 
earth can ill spare such," said Dora, quietly; "but why 
should it vex you thus. Sir," and she looked up into hia 
face half fearfully. 

"Why ?" and he spoke so sternly, aa to make the young 
wife's very heart stand stiU. " Why ? (and he repeated 
his own interrogative with vehemenoe) why — why, be- 
cause of this Homer — thia man — ^thia one who, through 
life, has beset every proud and honourable path of 
mine I " 

" But BtiU," aaked the young wife* half fearfully, half 
tremblingly, "the Professorship is as much open to you 
as to him, is it not ? " 

" No," and he said thia ao gtenily and peremptorily 
that she was tremulous with fear, 

" Why, Walter, why ? Papa haa often said that you 
are one of the profoundest mathematicians and acisntifio 
men of the age." 

He only seemed to hear her brief interrogatory, for, 
repeating it, and then hesitating for the instant, aa tf 
touched by shame even in the very blindaeaa of bitter 
rivalry — ^he said softly : 

" Because / am nutrried I *' 

His young wife heard these words ; rose very quietly* 
withdrew an arm's length firom him, and then gently* 
yet with a deep and earnest pathos, never excelled by any • 
human lips, that ever spoke the words of grief and woe : 
" And, Walter, do you repent it then ? " 

He was touched to the very soul ; all that was gene- 
rous, and noble, and truthful in his nature, at once ac- 
cused him of meanness, and cruelty, and injustice ; and 
he rose abashed and trembling to fold her weeping in hia 
arms, to kiss away her passionate tears, to plead guilty, 
to ask pardon, to love with more passionate idolatry, fof 
the very question she had asked. 

"Never, never, never," he vehemently repeated, aa 
his tears rained down upon her beautiful, and clasped, 
and trembling hands ; " every hour only makes my 
worship of you more idolatroua, my wife, my Dora* 
Only, only, — ^I am never coherent when this Homer 
comes within my way, for he haa — ^hundreds of men say 
he has— crossed my path with every art and wile. No, 
no, Dora, by every vow I've made to you and sworn, 
believe, that the very first night I saw you, as I medi- 
tated over Podd's parlour fire, I vowed myself religiously 
to the life I have undertaken; and, judged finally, how 
much nobler it would be to live wiUi such a spirit aa 
yourself, than to lead the life of a ck>istered monk; and 
earn a future fame through the greatness of tmth i« 
written words, rather than be satisfied solely with the 
vain distinction of the professional chair. There waa 
both a present and a (uture in the one ; aimply a present 
in the other. Darling wife, I have erred; and by yo« 
purer, and your noblar and more gentle nature* yon mual 
feigive I " 
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Need he have asked her? No! He kneir not the 
deep generotitjr of the heart he lored ! 

" Walter/' the laid, after some miniitei' ulenoe, and 
when eren the traces of a shadow had Tanished from 
her guileless heart, and only somewhat of greater faith 
and earnestness was added to that already so profound 
and touching, " in such a case as this, and friends know- 
ing not yet ahont the little wife jrou're taken, will they 
not gather and give suffrage^ towards your election ; and 
thus showing your majority over that of Mr. Homer, 
give you all that thus to you is needful — ^the triumph of 
liring noblest in men's minds ? And will they not do this, 
supposing that we keep our marriage secret another week ; 
and cannot you, when this proud triumph comes, dear 
husband, calmly say, that a little wife, just newly mar- 
ried, is a prerentive to ambition of this character ?" And 
sweetly she prayed him, with her arms around his neck, 
to think of this. 

"And you/" he half-incrednlously asked, listening if 
only for the sake of a fr«sh week's secrecy, so dear to him. 

" Why, Walter, in this case I must go home for a few 
days, say three or four; for there is Podd to pacify, and 
all the idle tales to silence by my presence, in order to 
keep the secret. But all will be well; for though to 
leave you will be so hard, there is dear papa and home to 
think of, and to get ready for his return ; and then, the few 
needfol days over, think how pleasant it will be for you 
to come and bring papa and your mother to see me in 
my lowly home." 

F6r awhile Biddle was deaf to his young wife's sug- 1 
gestion and entreaties ; but intense ambition is often a 
oo-equal with intense love, in stem natures like this of 
Dora's husband. But tiiough most assuredly, if placed 
side by side, his worthy idolj^ of this magniftoent heart 
he loved so well, would have outlived and been para- 
mount above the other passions of his firm, resolved 
nature, still the desire of testing fkme, the troth of 
friends, the approbation of the world, and the power 
thus gained of tacitly triumphing over the rival of years, 
joined to the increase of the personal sense of this 
rivalry, by the late strange encounter with Homer, made 
him consent at last, towards nightfall, to write to Podd 
and ask his secrecy for one more week, and that the 
morrow but one, Dora should be driven as for as the 
moorland Edge-stone by the old servant, and returning 
home there for a few days, ostensibly for the purpose of 
preparing for her fathei^s return, await the issue of such 
efforts as Riddle's friends might make, and his tacit 
triumph over Homer. 

Though, thus unworthily, shadowing the troth of his 
pure and noble love for the little human creature he had 
made his wife, by the sophistry of a mere ambition of 
fbrmula, Walter with pain sent the letter to Podd, and 
prepared for Dora's departure. And in this newer, 
and this golden birth of love, the hours passed on, and 
perished quickly like autumnal flowers, so that the mom< 
ing of the parting came, and found it sorrowed by the 
young bride's tears ; but the far deeper ones of these she 
hid, and only talking of their happy meeting in a day or 
two, recollected and performed all the sweetest and most 
touching duties of a wife, by carefully placing the books 
her husband had to use, setting all things in the ordex 
which he loved, by removing much which might remind 
him of her absence, by filling old Mr. Churchwarden up 
to his very muzale, and only weeping that she could not 
charge him fifty times, and lastly, urging Bridget to be 
thoughtful of her master. But being unable to part with 
the smallest thing he had given her, she tied in her poor 
handkerchief the little silk gown Bridget had thought- 
fully run together for her (^dle would not part with 
the little sacred bridal gown), a rich shawl, and one or 
two other things procured for her, and sewing the 
gorgeous diamond ring, placed above her wedding-ring 
by Walter on the bridal night, in the waist of her droas, 



the tore herself from the embraces of her husband, and 
was helped weeping into the gig by the old servant, at 
the end of the wood she had so blithely eatered on that 
day week, her sunny day of marriage ! 

So early had she started ftom Broadlands, as for it 
to be not much beyond noon when the gig stayed beside 
the old grey Edge-stone. After she had alighted and old 
John had driven off, which he did reluctantly, and 
with promises to be back quickly, for it had been fbund 
necessary to take him and Bridget into confidence, Dora 
took up her bundle and procMded on her way home- 
wards. And now, as it seemed, almost for the first time, 
all the perils of her undertaking gleamed across her 
mind ; the inquiries, the gossip, the village scandal, and 
last not least, old Absalom's stubborn indignation. But 
nothing was too much for Dora's fiuth and love ! 

She had proceeded about a mile from the Edge-stone, 
when, all at once, it crossed her mind and made her heart 
throb, that if her marriage were to be concealed, one of 
the first necessities was to remove her wedding-ring, as it 
would be sure to be immediately seen by eyes so quick 
as those of Ruth, and little Leah, and Tim, and yet it 
was the hardest sacrifice yet asked from the duty she 
had taken on her ! Yet once to know this was a duty 
and a need, was at once to do it. Just as this resolution 
was made within her soul, there came in sight across the 
forest way that honeet pedlar, who was so ably enlisted 
by Podd in the memorable matter concerning the curate's 
hat. So, as he carried simple wares about of tapes and 
ribbons, Dora stopped him as he said " Ciood day," and 
bought a yard of somewhat narrow ribbon, white and 
watered. As this pedlar, one of Wordsworth's . noble 
kind, took the little coin in payment, he said, " Well, 
Miss, God speed thee home ; for there be that mad old 
woman, Martha CadwaUader, and the sqnire's two daugh- 
ters (Miss Anne, bless her heart, is'nt a wasp like the 
rest), and the old squire himself, and Bump, the coach- 
man, a going on about you, and say you've ron off; but 
its like 'em, nothing white but what they blacken." 

" My heart and actions are pure, Ben," replied Dora, 
proudlyi for she was, in so saying, vindicating her hus- 
band's honour as much as her own, ''and so 1 care not; 
and for the rest, papa will be home in a few days." 

" I'm glad of it, Bliss, for 1 come seven miles across 
the hills every Sunday to hear his fine sermons; as 
their good and hopeful words are a staff to me, and help 
me ably through the hard and struggling week. And so 
God bless himl And I say this truly, as you know. 
Miss; for many a meal he gives me through the deep 
winter, when times are hard for such as toil Uke me. So 
good day, and bless you. Miss, and don't mind Cadwal- 
lader." Thus saying, Ben proceeded onward, not with- 
out turning round every now and then, till distance hid 
her from his sight, to bless the beautifol and dear child 
of the curate I 

As soon as profound solitude was around her, Dora 
sat down in a turfy spot, as still and sunny as that 
in which her husband had first poured out to her his 
passionate idolatry of soul, and taking off the sacred sign 
of manriage (the pitying angels know with what reluc- 
tance and what sorrow), hung it on the pedlar^s ribbon, 
and putting this around her neck, hid thus her wedding^ 
ring within her bosom / This safe, and with it all outer 
evidence of her secret, she hastened on her way. 

Bathed in the golden splendour of the afternoon, her 
humble home to Dora never looked more beautifol ; and 
all things had been so lovingly attended to by Ruth, and 
Absalom, and Tim, that as she set foot within its sweet 
old kitchen, its little, quaint, dim study, fragrant and 
breezy, for its casements were open to the sun, as sha 
trod her little bedchamber dressed and trim, opened the 
cool dairy hatch, stepped round the bowery garden, and 
listened to the murmur of the silver brook — the sweet 
and low-voioad music of her cradle-^went int^ the old 
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byre to pat Biindle, lowing m she noogniBed the footiaU 
of her little mistress^ and into the staUe to unlooBe old 
docile Ked» the pony, ne^er was home more dear than 
now to thifl iweet oreature ! 

She waited Podd's coming impatiently, as arranged by 
Riddle's letter ; but it was ftiU eight before he came ; 
and as she expected he would be, in a very obstinate and 
irascible temper. For without greeting of any sort or 
kind he plumped himself down on a chair by the clock, 
pulled off his hat with a significant twitch, wiped his 
forehead with his pocket-handkerchief roUed up as 
tight as a cannon-baU, and began to growl like a bear 
with a sore ear. 

" What* s this thing wanted to be kept secret another 
week for, eh ? what good'll it do, what's the use nn't, 
what* U come on't ? The only thing I know is^ru have 
it out to-night, and that I be determined on, if I die 
for it." And with this resolve he rubbed his bead with 
his temporary cannon-ball till it was as red as a full-blown 
peony. 

Dora endeaTonred to pacify him, and to explain what 
the few and brief words of Walter's letter had fisiled 
to do ; but at first he was very restless and unmanageable. 

" I canna see it, I dunna understand it, and / wm^t 
(and Podd folded his arms and looked defiant— that is 
to say, as much as he could) ; and I must say, plainly, 
child, that this husband of yours, with all his learning, 
is " 

" Hush— hu — ah — Podd," and the young wife pressed 
her little hand upon old Absalom's pouting lips— " Not 
one word against my husband— not eyen were papa 
himself the speakei^-no not one, for in this case the 
fault is mine." So saying, she knelt down and related 
the matter still more minutely to Absalom. 

"Whew — whew," whistled Podd, when the young wife 
came to the part about the letter Walter had written, 
and now somewhat pacified by her sweet pleading words, 
" the letter was sent off the night 'afore last, eh ? and 
should on course reached me yesterday ?" Receiving an 
answer in the affirmatiye, Podd whistled still more drily 
and significantly, and diving deep into one of his pro- 
found pockets, produoed an old Isathem pocket-book, 
with a strap and buckle which would have done for a 
portmanteau, and undoing this, produoed the letter sent 
firom Broadlands. A cursory glance showed that the 
seal had been tampered with, tiie letter opened, previ- 
ously to its reaching the Barley Mow, and the post-mark 
altered; and very rightly judgUig that Miss Martha had 
been r^her exceeding even the latitodinarian limito of 
the code of CadwaUader, he whistLsd for some minutes 
to an amaxing extent, and then bursting into a huge fit 
of laughter, which Dora well knew meant much, at once 
consented, until the curate^s retun, to keep the secret, 
provided old Northwood and his dame shared it. As 
he would listen to no compromise other than this, Dora 
at last reluctantly consented, and Podd, now mighty foil 
of some great undertaking, presently withdr^, after 
rousing the fire, laying the supper-doth, and producing 
firom somo hidden reoeptade left outside in the porch, a 
oonsiderabie fraction of cold roast lamb, a currant tart, 
and a bottle of pale ale, of his own peculiar brewing. 

(n be coiutmitd in our next.) 



TASTE FOR THB BEAXTTIFUL. 

Wb rejoice to observe the growing disposition among the 
influential classes to elevate the taste of the people, and 
to enable Uiem to Uve for a higher purpose than mere 
bodily toil. The discovery has been made, that men and 
women of even the humblest classes, have hearts, minds, 
souls, facilities, which require their proper nursing and 
aliment, juet as the physical frame does. Heretofore 
Society has almost entirely neglected the culture of the 



higher focnlties of man's nature ; and the inevitable con- 
sequence has been, great social misery and degradation, 
and the admixture of a very large proportion of barbarism 
with our boasted enlightenment. ' 

We regard the Taste for the Beautiful as one of the 
noblest mid most usefol endowmonto with which the 
human beiog is gifted. It is the handmaid of dvilization; 
ito full development it civilization. Beauty in all things ; 
in Art, in Sdenoe, in Literature, in Social and Domestic 
life. Nor is this high gift lavished with a sparing hand : 
ito seeds are planted in every human being — ^in the 
servant as in the master, in the labourer as in the prince. 
What is maizily wanted, is the opportunity and means for 
ito development* 

Beauty is around us in nature everywhere. Nature is 
beauty; trees, green fields, dear skies, spring flowers, all 
are beautifol. "Ah," says some immured and pining 
spirit — "these beauties are beyond the reach of my 
enjoyment; my days are all spent in toil: what have I 
to do with pleasure ? my whole lifo is work, work." 

We are free to confess that this is a sorry state of 
things ; and one that ought no/ to be. But as society 
grows a little older and wiser, it win become convinced 
of this, and supply the remedy. Already something has 
been done to liberate a portion of the time of the work- 
ing classes from toil; in the factory, the mine, the work- 
shop, and the warehouse; thus leaving them opportunities 
for social enjoyment and self-culture, which they did not 
possess before* More — ^much mon^^remains yet to be 
done ; we most yet have our public walks, ganlens, and 
museums, free and open to all; beauty in nature, and 
beauty in art, speaking to the mind, and influencing it in 
a thousand way»— improving the taste, devating the 
moral feelings, and raising the general standard of man- 
ners throughout the ooimtry. 

" Respect the working dasses," says Samuel Bamford, 
a man who has grown grey in toil and suffering. ' ' Respect 
them, and every man, woman, and child of them will 
begin to find out, and soon, that they 'are no rubbish*' 
Then will the women and girls of our towns, of our 
fiu:tory population, begin to want deaner and smarter 
garmento and house-floors, and more pure and plenteous 
water to make them so; then will they begin to want 
parks and gardens, and public walks, and fresh sweet aur 
that will bring roses to their cheeks ; these things they 
will want as naturally as they will wish for sweethearta 
and husbands to admire them, and to walk them forth; 
then will the young fellow, in order to be acceptoble to 
his fail one, put on his dean shirt, and his Sunday best, 
and flinging down his blaok pipe, and quitting his drowsy 
companions, he will fly to meet his chosen one, and lead 
her by hedge-rows and fidd-paths in summer, by the 
mellow wood in autumn, and over the crisped snow- 
wreath in winter, until, when they return home, their 
garmento will smell as sweet as the breezes amid which 
they have been walking. Such a couple, whether married 
or single, having thus tasted of nature's blessings on one 
day of the week, will never return to filth and squalor 
during the other six. Thus, self-respect will lead to 
deanliness, dfnliness will lead to a wish for more pure 
enjoymento, company will be more select, conversation 
more chaste and sensible, manners more decent and 
proper, and a great advance will be made in the improve- 
ment of the masses." 

The beauties of Nature we regard as the mott beautiful 
of all things. And how much would the enjoyment of all 
classes be increased, were they enabled by proper educa- 
tion, to appreciate the significance of nature's beauties^ 
and lay to heart the moral lessons they admimster. 

But we would also have the people freely admitted to 
the inspection of works of art contained in public galleries 
and museums. Man resembles his Maker in creating 
beauty. He has the gift of forming beautiful objecto; 
he paints pictures, and carves stetues, the sight of which 
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not only giTes great plMsnre* but purifies the thoughts 
•nd elevates the imagination. But the appreciation of 
the beautiftil in art requires an education — ^it must be 
trained and developed, like every other high taste. To 
give a people a taste for the beautiful, as was the case 
with the Ancient Greeks, beauty must be before and 
around them, that the soul may drink in its spirit^ im 
with every breath. 

Legislation has hitherto been slow to recognise the 
importance of cultivating this refining agency among the 
people. The executioner has been patronized to the 
exclusion of the Artist; the artilleryman rather than the 
architect. But we sre making a beginning in a better 
path. We have already got a Bill enabling Town Coun- 
oils to establirii museums of art for the people. We 
should like to be enabled to record the progress making 
by Town Councils in this excellent work. 

But we would not stop here. We would have the 
taste for the beautiful made universal. We would have 
the finer faculties of every human being developed. Why 
should not the pleasures of srt be free and open to all ? 
Why confine it> as a sickly exotic, to the homes of 
luxury? Why not enlist it in the cause of popular eleva- 
tion and enlightenment? No man receives his true 
culture in whom this taste for the beautiful is not 
cherished ; no man is dvilixed and refined to the extent 
that he ought to be^ firom whom it has been excluded. It 
rede e ms luxury horn, animalism, and labour firom coarse- 
ness. The rich can enjoy most; but the poorest could 
have his share, were the access made firee to him. 

We rejoice to note, firom time to time, the increasing 
signs of social improvement in this respect. Public 
baths — to make general the luxury of cleanliness, and in- 
spire the working man with a sense of dignity and self- 
respect; public walks and gardens — to give our toiling 
classes opportunities of converse with the charms of 
nature; public museums — to cultivate the taste of all 
ranks, by fuilitating the inspection of beautiful works of 
art : all these are delightful signs of pn^jess, and mark 
tte commencement of a period when Art, like all the 
other developments of Intellect, will contribute to the 
beautifying of lii^, and the promotion of the public wdl- 
being. 



THE APPROACH OF WINTER. 

Hie warm son ii failing, the bleak wind is wailing, 

Tlic bare boughs are bighiag, the pale flowers are dying ; 

And the year 
On tha earth her deaitt-bed, in a ■broad of lemvea dead. 

Is lying. 

Trs year is now on the wane. The harvest is over, 
and the husbandman has celebrated his "harvest-home ;" 
the fields are bare, and the garners filled ; and the trees 
have thrown off l^eir sere leaves for the sport oi the 
•ntumn wind. Hie summer birds have set out for 
warmer climes. The earth begins to look desolate. The 
wit feels damp and thick, and mists and fogs abound. 
The flowers are all plucked or withered. Here and 
there you may find a monldaing flower hanging on its 
stem, or, perhaps, one of the last of the year's roses ; 
but tiie leaves of most of them are now scattered, and 
lying rotting on the damp cutd ground, or are tossed 
about by the passing winils. 

Yet a beautifiil spirit seems to hover around the last 
days of autumn. It is at (his season that we have some 
of the most jrietorial days of the year. There is a 
ripened and mellowed beauty, tinged with melancholy, 
in the woods and fi^ds, about tiie close of autumn, 
which makes the season oftjen sweeter than all others. 
It seems to have a claim on tvm affections. It is an 
object we have loved that is about to leave us. Its 
breath flutters, and it gives indi«ations of a speedy dying. 
Already wn hear its wail— >the wlod soughing among the 



leafless trees. Its shroud of dead foliage has long basil 
preparing. You may hear its sobs and sighs as it passes 
away among the dead. It longs to stay, and Still casts 
its lingering radiance over us ; but its time has come, ^"!«^ 
it must at length d^art. 

The year goes out, as it came in— with beauty. From 
early spring until now, the seasons have smiled peace and 
plenty upon man. We saw the spring's first approach, 
robed in softened light and warmth. On she came, as 
a bright maid dressed in smiles, the breezes of heaven 
kissing her beauteous cheeks. Flowers were twined in 
her hair, their fragrance floated around her, and the 
green verdure sprang up fresh about her feet. Birds 
sang on every bough, the heavens laughed, and the whole 
earth was glad. 

On she came ; her eyes thrilling with love, her breath 
glowing, her step bounding. The light of her presence 
was everywhere. All things felt her beauty and her 
power. In the morning she rose up from her dewy oouch, 
shaking the dew from the flowers as she passed ; and at 
night she lay down upon a golden cloud. MUlions of 
stars set in the brow of night kept patient watch over her. 

On she came I The eddying of her garments caught 
the ear. Nature felt her ripening breath ; blossoms grew 
into fruits ; the fields waved with golden grain ; and the 
earth teemed with her abundance. The reapers sung 
their glad songs as she passed, and the people praised 
her for that she had crowned their labours with plenty. 

But age is now fast stealing upon her. Her locks vrill 
soon be silvered with white. Her beauty begins to decay. 
Her face shows wrinkles, and her finame becomes shrunken 
with cold. Her lips are already moist with the dews of 
death. 

The year is indeed fast fleeting by. Spring nnd sum- 
mer have come and gone, and the teost of the early 
mornings reminds us that the grave of the passing year k 
being dug. Yet, let us rejoice. Sunshine, and genial 
air, and blooms and shoots, and ripened abun(hince, 
have been the gifts of the year. The bams and gamers 
are filled, and there is abundance of food in the land for 
man and for beast. 

And winter, then, is again coming round. Yes, it 
grows cold. We once more love to toast our feet on the 
fender, and the sight of a glowing fire is again cheerfhl. 
Domestic comfort is now delicious, and a snug home is 
relished more than ever. Happy hCM assemble round 
blazing hearths, the candles are early lit, the enrtains an 
drawn, and the winter evening occupations oommenoe. 
It is now that the comfort of an English home is really 
felt, and that an English fire seems a sight more gkd 
than anything in the world beside. 

The past season, plentiful though it has been, has net 
been all gladness. While autumn has yielded an ample 
store of golden grain and fruits, and the bright sky has 
made gay the green floor of earth, pestilence has besB 
slaying thousands, in the squalid lanes and courts of our 
large towns and cities. And while many thankful hearts 
are now rejoicing in the abundance and the comfort se- 
cured for the winter, there are, alas ! many poor widows 
looking sorrowfully in the faces of their children, whom 
the pestilence has made fatherless. 

Let those who have comfort in th^ homes think, at 
such a season, of those who have need of comfort, and 
who are homeless. Many a bruised heart may be healed, 
and a load of heavy misery lightened, hy the helping 
hand of the good Christian being stretched forth in time 
of need. Though we would stimulate every effort at self- 
reliance and self-help, there really are occasions on which 
the preachment of such lessons is cruel. What self- 
help can you expect on the part of a stricken-down 
child or broken-hearted woman ? Such are they whom 
society must always help- •supporting them till they have 
acquired strength, and gradually educating them into 
self-dependence. 
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FEMALE AFFECTION. 

[We extract the foIlowin|; anecdotes from Mrs. Child's interesting 
Tolume, " Biographies of Good Wires."] 

Captain Ross was an officer in the English army during 
the American Revolutionary war. He was much attached 
to a young lady, whose engagements to him her parents 
refused to rati^. When military duty compelled him to 
cross the Atlantic, his lady-love, without apprising him of 
her intentions, resolved to follow him. For this purpose, 
she disguised herself in man's clothes, and took a passage 
for America. She arrived immediately after a battle had 
been fought between the Indians and the detachment to 
trhich Captain Ross belonged. Among the dead bodies, 
she quickly recognised the object of her search. He was 
wounded and oenseless ; but she discovered a slight pulsa- 
tion of the heart. She applied her lips to the wound, 
firom which she sucked the flowing blood until it Was 
staunched. This remedy restored him to life. She had 
sufficient pi^eence of mind to restrain her impetuous joy, 
well knowing how fatal sudden emotion might prove to 
one in his weak and languid condition. During forty days 
she watched over him with the most unremitting atten- 
tion, completely disguised by her dress, and the artificial 
colouring of her complexion. During his illness, the 
young officer talked continually of the object of his affec- 
tions, and repeatedly expressed his fears that he should 
Dot live to be united to her. 

When his health was sufficiently restored, the lady 
made herself known ; and if she was tenderly beloved 
before she made such sacrifices, it will readily be believed 
tixat she was idolixed now. 

They departed together for Philadelphiar, where they 
were immediately married. But alas I the perfect happi- 
ness they enjoyed was not to be of long duration. A 
languor, which resisted all medical art, attacked the 
system of Mrs. Ross, and threatened to terminate her 
life. It was soon discovered that her lover had been 
wounded by a poisoned arrow, and the venom pervaded 
all lier blood. Her husband watched over her with the 
most tender solicitude j* and as he saw one remedy after 
another fail to restore the health that had been so affec- 
tionaf e!y sacrificed for him, his hopes gradually settled 
into despair, and he died broken-hearted in the spring of 
1778. The widow's grief was softened by the certainty 
of soon following him she had loved so fondly. She 
summoned sufficient fortitude to cross the Atlantic again, 
in order to implore the forgiveness of her parents. With 
them she languished a little while, and died. Her spirit 
rejoined her husband in July, 1779, when she was 
twenty-five years old. A monument is erected to her 
memory in Hammersmith church, recording these inter- 
esting events. 

Two instances of a similar kind are recorded in history, 
Sn which the victims were perfectly aware that they sacri- 
ficed their own lives to save their husbands : — 

Queen Eleanor, wife of Edward the First, being in- 
formed that the king was wounded with a poisoned arrow, 
drew forth the venom with her own lips, and died for 
him. Charing Cross, in London, takes its name from a 
cross which Edward erected to her memory. Some 
antiquarians say it was so called firom the village of 
Charing, in which the monument was built ; others deny 
the existence of any such village, and contend that it 
derived its name from being the resting-place of chert 
Rej/ne, or the dear queen, 

Sybella, wife of Robert of Normandy, showed the 
same courageous attachment to her husband. The prince 
being wounded in this shocking manner, was informed 
that recovery was impossible, unless the poison was sucked 
out. The amiable son of the Conqueror resolved to die, 
rather than allow any one to make the dangerous experi- 
nent. But while he slept, Sybella, his duchess, gently 
appUed her lips to the wound; and before he awoke, the 



deadly venom ha4 passed into her veins. She did not 
long survive this proof of her love. 

VASTNKSS OF RAILWAY WOKlLS. 

The great Pyramid of Egypt was, according to DiodomJi 
Sicultts, constructed by three hundred thousand; according 
to Herodotus, by one hundred thousand men : it required 
for its execution twenty years, and the labour expended 
on it has been estimated as equivalent to lifting 
15,733,000,000 (fifteen thousand seven hundred and 
thirty-three millions) of cubic feet of stone, one foot high. 
Now, in the same measure the labour expended in con- 
structing the Southern division only of the present London 
and North Western Railway if it be reduced to one com- 
mon denomination, the result is 25,000,000,000 (twenty- 
five thousand millions) of cubic feet of similar material 
lifted to the same height, being 9,267,000,000 (nine 
thousand two hundred and sixty-seven millions) of cubic 
feet more than was lifted for the Pyramid, and yet the 
English work was performed by about 20,000 men only, 
in less than five years. Again, ft has been calculated by 
Mr. Lecount, that the quantity of earth moved in the 
single division (112 miles in lengthy of the railway in 
question, would be sufficient to mak6 a footpath a foot 
high and a yard broad, round the whole circumference of 
the earth 1 The cost of this division of the railway in 
penny-pieces, being snfficient to form a copper kerb or 
edge to it. Supposing, therefore, the same proportionate 
quantity of earth to be moved in the 7,150 miles of rail- 
way sanctioned by Parliament at the commencemefit in 
1848, our engineers, within about 15 years, would, in the 
construction of our railways alone, have removed earth 
sufficient to girdle the globe trt'M a rod one foot high and 
one hundred and ninety -one feet broad! — Stokers and 
Pokers. 

BNGLTSH BllAlTTY. 

Life, long and happy, to English beauty ! Despite all that 
has been, or ever will be said of its finagility, its danger, 
its destruction, it is a blessed thing to look upon and live 
amongst. Talk of its fading ! it never fades ; it is but 
transferred from face to face. The bud comes forth as 
the blossom is perfected ; and the bud bursts into blos- 
som but to hide the faUin:^ leaves, fragrant amid the decay 
of the parent flower. Then the beauties of our country 
are so varied. The peasant girl, gifted with pearl-lika 
modesty ; and the courtly maiden, set, as her birthright, 
in a golden circlet, the intellectuid face beaming intelli- 
gence ; and the English matron, proud as Cornelia of her 
living jewels. Nor is the perfectness of English beauty 
confined to any class. In summer time you meet it 
everywhere — by the hedge-row, in the streets, in the 
markets, at the opera, where, tiers on tiers, hundreds 
upon hundreds of lovely faces glitter and gleam, smile 
and weep ; and then you wonder whence they come, and 
bless your fortune that they so congregate to harmonize 
the sight in sweet accordance with the ear. 

BSTEE^ AND REPUTATIOK. 

The consideration we are held in, is owing to the efl'ect 
which our personal qualities have on others. If these be 
great and exalted, they sxcite admiration ; if amiable 
and endearing, they create friendship. We enjoy esteem 
much more than we do reputation ; the one i^ccts us 
nearly, the other lies more at a distance; and though 
greater, we are less sensible of ft, as it seldom comes 
close enough to become a real possession. We acquire 
the love of people, who, being in our proximity, are pre- 
sumed to know us ; and we receive reputation (or cele- 
brity) from such as are not personally acquainted with 
us. Merit secures to us the regu-d of our honest neigh- 
bours, and good fortune that of the public. Esteem is 
the harvest of a whole life spent in usefulness ; but repu- 
tation is often bestowed upon a chance action, and de- 
pends most on success. 
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THB LOVBE TO HIS DEPARTING LOVED ONE. 

Thoo trt leaving ui all, lore, and much may befal, love. 

To warp and to wean thee from infiuicj's ties ; 
Tboa wilt tread fairer places, and see brighter facet* 

And freihneu and beanty will daude thine eyes. 
Thou hut promised thine heart, lore, but now, ere we part, lore. 

Take back all the towi thou haat given to me ; 
They were made in our joy, love, at girl and aa boy, love. 

When moonlight was gUding the old hawthorn tree. 

We have grown up together like gz«en moss and heather. 

Our hands were entwined ere our footsteps were sure ; 
But the dreams of our youth, love, too often, forsooth, love. 

Are painted in colours that will not endure. 
And now thou art going where life will be glowing 

With all the enchantment thou longest to sec ; 
And a rarer Elysian may shut from thy viakm 

Our fairy romance and the old hawthorn tree. 

If thon flndest another whose presence can smother 

Our earliest words and our lateat adieu ; 
Thou hadst better be breaking thy word than he taking 

An altar to serve where thou eouldst not be true. 
I'd have thee forget, love, if anght of regret, lovoj 

Should come with the thought that thy will is not free ; 
Oh ! I'd have thee forget, love, that ever we met, love, 

With promiso and pledge 'neath the dd hawthorn tree. 

Think not I would gain thee if duty but diain th«e, 

Think not that I deem thee unchangeably mine ; 
Shouldst thou love one more dearly, oh I tcU me sincerely. 

And my hopes and my daima I will sadly resign. 
For my heart, while posse ssi n g its coveted bksaing. 

Would bitterly bleed, if Aifection could see 
That thy young love had vanished, and feelings were bamahed. 

That gladdened my soul 'neath the old hawthMn tree. 

I see by thy smile, love, thou'rt thinking the while, love. 

That thou wilt return with tity spirit the same ; 
And perchance I am wrong, love, in brtadiing a song, love. 

That shadows one moment thy weU-cherished name. 
So I'll tell thee no more, love, but that I adore, lore. 

With passion as fervent as passion can be ; 
And that if thou wilt come, love, unchanged to thy home, love, 

We*ll have orange bloom twined with the old hawthorn tree. 

Eliza Cook. 

physical and mohal fo&cb. 
While physical force is seen with frowning aspect in 
annies, in navies, in fortifications^ in burnished anunoni- 
tion> in defiant and ftirions looks, in bloody actions, in 
huiniliated defeats and selfish rictories ; while it is signi- 
ficantly felt in interrapted commerce, in disarranged 
finances, in wounded fireedom and social dilapidation; 
moral power presents itself in the sublime attitude of 
reason and religion, with the beacon of love upon its 
brow, with reconciliation and forgiveness on its tongue, 
and with peace and prosperity around its feet. Physical 
force, whether used as an instrument for the subjugation 
of tyranny or liberty, crushes the body; while moral 
power developes the mind. Physiod force tries to sub- 
due violence by violence, to eztingpiish fear by fear, but 
this it cannot of necessity do ; wUle moral power carries 
on its silent operations in the sanctuary of the mind, and 
accomplishes its designs by the might of conviction. 
Physical force works with gunpowder, bayonets, prisons, 
and scaffolds; moral power uses irresistible kindness, and 
expands the soul with the warmth of truth and love. 
Physical force, in any of its angry manifestations, is the 
o&pring of certain conditions of mind; moral force 
penetrates beneath such manifestations, and, by im- 
proving and elevating the inward man, destroys the 
causes of war. Moral power teUs despotism that it can- 
not destroy freedom by violence; it also tells freedom 
that it cannot put down wrong by wrong, l^n^'anny can 
only be put down, and liberty can only be secured, by 
intelligenoe and moral sunshine.'^/. P. Sdwardt. 



DIAMOND DUST. 

Do what you have to do just now, and leave it not for 
to-morrow. 

It implies a want of feeling, amounting almost to 
baseness, to deride any one on account of bodily defects. 
Every generous man avoids even the slightest alhuion to 
such nusfortunes. 

Thebb is a certain distance at which opinions, as well 
as statues, must be viewed. 

Thb&e is a thread in our thoughts, as there is a pulse 
in our hearts. He who can hold the one, knows how to 
think ; and he who can move the other, knows how to 
feeL 

Prilosopht becomes poetry, and sdence imagina- 
tion, in the enthusiasm of genius. 

Look in thy heart and write. He that writes to him- 
self, writes to an eternal public. - 

As the diamond is found in the darkness of the mine, 
as the lightning shoots with most vivid flashes from the 
gloomiest doud, so does mirthlulness frequently proceed 
from a heart susceptible of the deepest melancholy. 

Ik the arrangements of nature there is nothing done 
in vain. 

Great minds differ from small in nothing more than 
this, that they can afford to bestow praise, which the 
latter cannot. 

The sun of truth may be obscured, but is never 
eclipsed. 

God hath often a great share in a little house, and but 
a little share in a great one. 

Self-respect is the key to, and generator of, a more 
elevated tone of sentiment ; and where this is not quite 
lost, efforts will still be made to preserve it. 

Ik the presence of a mother, we feel that our child- 
hood has not all departed. 

There is nothing so exhilarating to the human mind, 
and there is nothing so bracing and useful to the human 
fiunilties, as progress. 

Ir you wish a pig to go forwards, pull it backwards by 
the tail. For the same reason, when dealing with an 
obstinate person, persuade him to do just the reverse of 
what you want, and you will gain your end. 

Art is but a mirror, which gives back what is cast on 
its surface faithfully, only while unsullied. 

To eyes that can see, and hearts that can feel, romance 
glides ever along with the actual life, stream by stream 
to tiie dark ocean. 

Better keep under an old hedge, than creep under 
a new furze-bush. 

There is more fittigue in laziness than in a life of 
labour. 

Borrowed thoughts, like borrowed money, only reveal 
the poverty that compelled the loan. 

Domestic society is the prime charm of life. If our 
fire-side is comfortable, we may despise the nialevolence 
or the ingratitude of the world, and bear with fortitude 
the injuries of fortune. 

A great fortune with a wife is often a bed full of 
brambles. 

A rupture in the friendship of sensitive and refined 
natures is generally serious in its consequences. Coarse 
stones, when fractured, may be cemented again, precious 
ones never. 
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NATION'AL WIT AND HUMOUR. 



Vfn and hnmoni •wm to bs as indigeuoos 

ta thstr song or their pRtriotiam. Each natioa'a itoie of 

d (at langbter deiiiei an indinduallty from its eociil 
paculiaritiM, u irell ai from ths ohmctei at iti people- 
How natioDal is tbe light, ihadaus pnDniag of the 
Fnnch; tbs beary, pUloaophical «it of the GenDaasj 
tbe ganerous, nallov ioMlamniJa of the English; the 
bfilliaot and BparUiog repartee of the Irish j the iij 
huroenr of tb« Scotch ; and tbe wild eiaggerated bnr- 
lesqoe of tbe backwood Amsricaiu ! 

Ptebablr wJt and hamoDT constitute a not unimpartanl 
dement of a people's happineu. There is a great deal of 
enjoyment and heartj plesanre in their cs:ordsei and 
there lecms, among oil dvilized nstioni, to bo a powerful 
net and appetite for their oojorment. Look at the 
poor Irithnun; home donn bj burdens iannmerable, 
tasked litie an; gallef-sl»e, toiling and suffering from 
dajt to dar, and jet sustained throughout by his o«n 
cheerfol nature— never becaming sullij or morose— natu- 
rallj gaj, witt;, and humorous in his dispoaition; tho- 
ronghlr imbued inth a love of fuD, no matter at wliat 
haaard; with a heart full of generous sympathies and 
aSectiDDa; and who shall soy that the poor Irishman has 
not his glimpaei of happineu aa bright as fiiUs to the lot, 
BTen of those who so liunrlODstf lord it oiei him .> 

Itelaod, aboie alt other coanttiei. can boast of a 
n«Hiin»l wit and huoKnir. a« ttiongly market! as its min- 
j BtrelfTiaapapularasitalikings, itsprejodicei.and itsanli- 
' pathka* It is genuinely national, for it it fonnd the most 
strongly marked among the poorest classes; it is as bril- 
liant In the but as in th« hall, sporting between life and 
dMlh, and ia heard alike amid tho sounds of lamentation 
■nd of aodal enjoyment. And tmly tbe poor Irishman 
neada all his humonr and natiie good-heartedness to ena- 
ble him to bear np under the sad calamities of his lot. 

The wit of the celebisted Sir Hercules Lsngrlsfac wu 
often ftoongly eipreuiTa of his national feelings. On 
ne ooeaBon.when riding with the Irish Lord Lieutenant 
1 the Fhcenix Park, bis excellency complained of his 
predecessors, and asked why they bad left the plaec in 
each a wet and svompy state ! Langrishe replied, ■' They 
I too much occBtued im draouMg lit rttl of t\t 
Ungioa." On another occaaioD, boing asked wbera ha 



fonnd the best history of Ireland, be answered, " In the 
continaation of Jlopin." But the Irishswn, thoogh be 
has good oanse for it, is not generally political in bit 
wit. He is not sarcastic, so much as be bia banwr- 
OBS: be does not slay with his words j be is qnite as ready 
to raise a laugh at himself as at others. Hi) wit is often 
generoiis —generally reckless. It is a kind of summerset, 
which he It equally ready to throw at a wedding or at a 
weke, at a merrymaking or at tbe graie'e edge. " Bfen 
efouiid bia rafbiings," aays Lorer, " nay, eren aronnd his 
Tery crimes and their consequencei, the Irishman caats 
an inuigery and mirtbfulness that disgnire tbdr horror. 
It he threaten aaalher with death, how does ha express 
it.' "Tit put a daily gvilt avtr him." Hit conseqsent 
melaocholT loakiag out through the bars of bis prison, bo 
calls, "bnghtening the Queen's iron with bis eyebrows." 
And when in (ho dock he meclj the lertcnce of man- 
alaughtar, neither he nor the bystanders are ciubarred 
their joke. Some one was askeil, on leering the court 
where such a trial was proceeding, how far it had gone ? 
The judge was then prononudag sentence of transporta- 
tion on the prisoner, but Pat's mode of eipretaing it 
was, "3Iy lord is giving an illiguit Uciitre aa beiim!/," 
The man senteDcad was very old, and when his Lordship 
concluded by telling the prisoner that fota-ttm yean was 
to be the period of his baoishaient, the prisoner answered, 
'■ I'm delighted to bear it, my lord, for, by my wwl, / 
didn't thiak I had half to long to lice." 

There is alwaft a hearty flavour about the Iiiihnun'a 
wit, by which it may be prononnced genoine. It come* 
spontaneous and unstudied. Sir Walter Scott gare a poor 
fallow a thilling on one oecation, when only siipsnce 
was tbe fee. "Remember yon owe me sixpence," etid 
Sir Walter. " ilaf gatar Aohokt lire tilt I pay you," was 
the answer. Only an Irishman would hare thought of 
saying this. Hear sgaia his witty answer to a trardler, 
who was complajniag of the badncaa of the roads. 
"Well, Sir, it Hie rout's not good, enre an we ptb yon 
good tnfoiurt ; " alluding to the great li'Uglb of the Iiiah 
mila. Dean Swift, rather a eharpthooter himaelf, on 



in admiration to his peasant attendant, "Dear me, how 
wonderfully those trees have grown 1 " " Arrah, an 
Where's the wonder. Sir," said Pat, " suie an they have 
had %othi»g tltt to 4»." 

There U sometimea a cool impudence about Uie Irish- 
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man's wit, which is highly diverting. An Irish car driver 
was presented with a shilling at his journey's end, and 
grumbled loudly at the smallness of the fare. " Faith/' 
said he, " it's not putting me off with this ye'd be, if ye 
knew but all." The traveller's curiosity was excited. 
"What do you mean?" "Faix, that ud be telling." 
Another shilling was tendered. " And now," asked tho 
gentleman, ** what do you mean by saying, ' if yon knew 
but aU ? '" " Thai I druv yer honer the last three miles 
widout a fyneh-jnn / " A beggar woman in the country 
followed a gentleman to his great annoyance, for about a 
mile, and on bidding him good-bye, had the modesty to 
ask him for " a little sixpence." " For what," asked the 
gentleman, "what have you done for me ? " " Ah then 
shure, haven't I been keeping yer honer t» discoorse ? " 

The memoirs of Curran, Sheridan, Langrishe, 
O'Connell, and other distinguished Irishmen, abound 
with their exquisite sallies of wit and humour. But it u 
not so much among the educated, that we are to look for 
the best illustrations of national character, llic tendency 
of education is to efface national and local characteristics, 
and to make men feel and think more as citizens of the 
world, than aa the inhabitants of a particular district. 
Hence the educated classes of all countries will be found 
to approach very nearly to each other in respect of their 
external characteristics ; and the educated man of Vienna, 
of Paris, of London, or of Dublin, will pass current with- 
out much observation, if he can speak the language, in 
either of these cities. But it is very different among the 
mass of the people. The lower we descend among them, 
the more striking do the national feelings, prejudices, and 
characteristics appear. In fact, it is generally in the very 
lowest depths of poverty that the essential features 
of a people are the most strongly marked; and hence 
in Ireland, we find the best instances of national wit, 
humour, and repartee, are to be found among the beggars. 
The UAtural wit of this class seems to be remarkable. 
Mrs. Hall gives numerous instances of tliis in her book 
on Ireland. A beggar on receiving a refusal of alms from 
a Poor Law Commissioner, called after him, " Ah then, 
iVs little business yov^d have, only for the likes of us" 
" You've lost all your teeth," was said to one of them. 
"Time for me to lose 'em, when Pd nothing for them to 
do** was the reply. A person who was solicited for 
charity by an Irish woman, told her very coarsely to go 

to a bad place : the woman turned up her eyes, and 

with inimitable humour said, "Ah, then, it's a long 
journey yer honout^s sending us ; may be yer honour '11 
gins us somstkmg to pay our expenses / " 

Bendes being witty, even the poorest Irish are extremely 
eloquent. They possess the power <u saying alike the 
most severe and the most gentle things — of cui-sing and 
blessing with equal force — of pronouncing the most 
cutting sarcasms and paying the v\'6t beautiful oompli- 
menta. Of the latter, take the following instance : — ^A 
lady stood by a poor Irish basket-woman, in Loudon, 
purchasing a moss rose. A beautiful and bright-com- 
plexioned girl was bujdng flowers at the same bt^md, and 
Dent over the rose which the other lady was admiring 
and about to purchase. The Irishwoman fixed her eyes 
upon the young girl, and whispered, " I ax yer pardon, 
yovsg bdy, but if it's plasing to ye, I'd thank ye to 
keep yer cheek away from that rose ; ye'll put the lady 
out of consate with the colour of her flower ;" an ex- 
quisite compliment, which must have made the girl's 
heart throb. It may be objected that the Irish are too 
complimentary, and thus they lay themselves open, on 
many occasions, to tiie charge of insincerity. Ihere is, 
however, a great natural politeness about them, which 
speaks alike in acts and words. A lady of our acquain- 
tance was, on one occasion, picking her way across a 
muddy road, and at last came to a stand still ; when a 
poor Irishman, seeing her dilemma, at once whipt off his 
bit of old hat, laid it la the dirt, and laid, "will your 



hidyship please to pass over ?" — not awan» that ho was 
thus unconsciously imitating the weli-knovm polite 
act of Sir Walter Raleigh towards Queen Elisabeth, cen- 
turies ago. 

The national wit of the Scotch is altogether different 
from that of the Irish. Indeed, the Sa>tehman ia not 
witty, so much as satirical. If he perpetrates a pun or a 
joke, it oft«n carries a sting in it. He may raise the laugh, 
but see if it is not at somebody's cost. The following 
is a good illustration : — ^A meeting of the elders of a 
certain kirk had assembled for the purpose of deter- 
mining about the position of a stove, which was to be 
erected for the purpose of warming the building on Sun- 
days. After considerable discussion, an old man, who 
had hitherto said but little, was asked for his opinion : 
"In my humble opinion," he said, " the stove should be 
placed in the poopit,* for it is hjhr th§ emOdMt pluce isi 
0* the Kirk" The Scotehman has also a provoking way of 
answering one question by putting another. For in- 
stance : A puflfing schoolmaster, one day, asked poor 
Tam, a kind of natural of his villagei, "how long a man 
might live without brains?" Tam, laying hold of the 
dominie's button, and gazing for a few moments in his 
face, asked, " How kng hae yo lived, dominie?" The 
Scoteh, though not witty, have a strong relish for tho 
humorous. For " pauky " humour — for saying good things 
in a sly way — ^the Scot has not his match. He can even 
be boisterous in his haii:uur ; and on these occasions yon 
may hear jokes bandie<t about like brick-bate, producing 
a succession of something like hard knocks on the head, 
but which nen^ertheless excite loud explosions of laughter. 
" Scotch wit," says a writer in the London Spectator, (if 
we mistake not, himself a Scotchman,) " is at once intel- 
lectual and coarse. The former quality may be attributed 
to the uniform training in the highly metephysical school 
of the Westminster divines ; the latter, partly to a natural 
want of sensibility, only to be operated upon by soma- 
thing analogous to their peat-reek whiskey — something 
that, in their own phrase, ' tek's a grip o' the mouth;' ana 
partly to the revulsion of buoyant animal spirito controlled 
by the most rigid Pharisaism extant." Tlie same writer 
contends that it is a gross mistake to sapposa that tha 
Soote are naturally a stem, severe race; and he adds that 
"no merrier circles, within the limite of becoming 
mirth, exist anywhere than in the domestic circles of 
the most zealous ministers of the most strait-laced sects 
of Scotland." 

The English people are not fiunous for tha brilliancy 
of their wit, either. Their great qualities are all of a 
solid kind. They enjoy themselves, quietly, like Master 
Silence, and are not given to " quips, and cranks," and 
" wreathed smiles." They "take their ease in their inn." 
What wit they have, is chiefly intellectual and literary ; 
although there is a large portion of humour, and a strong 
appreciation of it, existing among the peiofie at large. 
The national stock consiste, however, rather of a set of 
conventional sayings, which men agree to laugh at, than 
of those natural coruscations of wit which distinguish the 
Irish character. Diggory, in She Stoops to Conquer, 
when his master charges him not to laugh with the guests 
while he is telling his stories, protesto, that if he is so to 
refrain, his master must not tell the story of "the old 
grouse in the gun room." The honest Diggories are, 
we believe, a large majority in English society. 

Of the wit occasionally found in the lower spheres of 
London life, Sam Weller, in Piehvick, is a capital illus- 
tration ; though it must be confessed, too, that Sam 
owes a good deal to tho genius of Dickens. The working 
classes throughout England have generally little wit, but 
strong humour. None relish a game at horseplay as they 
do. They bandy hard hits, and laugh heartily and gene- 
rously. If they are short of words, they can at least grin 
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tfasengli ft hofM-ooUar, «nd rotf at the clown's tricks in 
the paBtOBiime. The humour of the Yorkshireman and 
the Northambrian resembles that of the Sootch : it is sly, 
pauky, and often hits hard ; but it is cordial and gene- 
rous nevertheless. 

American humour mainly consists in strong exaggera- 
tion, and is ludicrous chiefly from its incongruity. The 
Americans, by pitch-forlcing together the most odd and 
heterogeneous ideas, force you to laugh in spite of your- 
self. This kind of burlesque humour has already become 
their national type : its best specimens are to be found in 
Sam Sliei and Major Doumin^B Letterg, The ludicrous 
is a lower order of humour than the witty. It is difficult, 
howeyer, to define in what the difference consists ; and 
men generally agree to laugh on in their own way, 
without definitions. 



MAGGY THIRD; OR, A CURB FOR THE GOUT. 

Tbk relations of the minister and his man possessed, 
once, a peculiarity in Scotland now scarcely understood. 
But under the reign of what has been termed " Mode- 
ratism" in the Scottish Church, when, certainly, there 
were more botu vivanh than evangelical divines amongst 
the clerical order, the power and authority of the 
minii(e)^9 man were paroclual, and fell little short of that 
of the minister himself. 

Was it not this functionary who carried the huge Bible 
down through the church, and up the pulpit stairs, 
solemnly depositing it, in face of the congregation, upon 
the pulpit-desk? Did he not publicly precede the 
clergyman on his way to the rostrum, and finally close 
the door upon the preacher as he threw himself back 
into Ws seat ? The minUter*t man thus rendered con- 
spicuous Sabbath by Sabbath, could scarcely fail in being 
somebody in the eyes of the people. 

He derived* however, a far more dread importance 
firom that closer connection with the minister into which 
his week-day avocations threw him. The minister's man 
was not then, as he is now, the servant of the church or 
congregation — he was the factotum of the minister. 

In tUs capacity, a species of extraordinary familiarity fre- 
quently sprung up betwixt minister and man, which greatly 
enhanced the standing of the latter amongst the parishioners. 
The clergyman of a country parish, thrown upon his own 
resources, in consequence of that vacuity which the very 
stinted discharge of his duties, assigned him by the fault 
or fashion of the times, occasioned, fell back too often 
on the gossip and good-fellowship of his immediate 
dependents, the chief of whom was, in most cases, the 
minister's man. There was also, to be sure, in some 
cases, the minister's maid, generally an admirable speci- 
men of the antiquated spinster, in all the unbending pride 
of feminine independence. In fact, tho minister's maid 
was usually a much 1ms amiable character than the mi- 
nister's man, and scarcely manageable at times by the 
minister himself, but certainly never by any other power. 
An anecdote is told of a minister in the east neuk of 
Fife, who, having Ordered in some hot water to regale his 
firiends with " toddy" after dinner, ventured to ask his 
maid the question (a very essential one to the quality of 
the mixture), "Janet, is this water boiling f" Janet, 
who knew little of the true secret of msiking whiskey 
toddy with boiling water, and against whose fiat, in what 
she conceived her own department, there existed no 
appeal, instantly retorted, " No ! it's no just boilin* — but 
it's as hef s ye can tak* it." And the minister, with his 
company, were literally obliged to submit to the perni- 
cious deficiency of caloric. 

In the rural parish of Abercathno', situated in the 
woodland district of a central county, it chanced that 
about fifty years ago there was a minister and his man, 
who stood upon a footing even of Cuther advanced fami- 



liarity than could be described in a general sketch of th^ 
manners and the times. In the minister, self-indulgence 
had induced its retribution, by establishing in the appro- 
priate region of his frame a troublesome twinge of truly 
aristocratic gout, which, being .of a rheumatic nature, 
not only inflamed and stiffened the joints of the worthy 
man's large toe, but made such occasional incursions up 
the whole limb, as at times totally to impede his loco- 
motive powers. The minister's temper, under these, 
attacks, was usually none of the best; nor did that 
sensitive portion of his composition derive any manner 
of improvement from the tone of conversation which, at 
such periods, ensued between him and his man, John 
had his dignity to preserve; and one of his principal 
expedients for so doing consisted in the assumption of as 
much equality in his bearing towards the minister as cir- 
cumstances would permit. The infirmities of body and 
mind which beset the minister, afforded the man the 
rarest opportunities of asserting his independence, and 
he never suffered these advantages to escape unim- 
proved. 

Amongst certain points of disputation which had 
become confirmed betwixt the minister and his man* 
there was one question of quite a metaphysical com- 
plexion ; it related to the existence of ghosts, douillies, 
and bogles. John was a firm believer, his master an 
impatient sceptic, on the subject of these beings of 
another world. 

John Tamson, in his enthusiastic support of super- 
natural influences, had arrived at the conviction, that, if 
in the first instance apt to excite that electric agitation 
of the nerves, known as " a fleg," or fright, his friends 
from the other world perfbrmed a pmrpose of small utility, 
even by that very thing. He indeed descanted eloquently 
to the minister on the virtues and advantages of " a fleg,^ 
and failed not to adduce most potent instances of its 
value in the sudden cure of chronic maladies. John, in 
fact, felt satisfied that it required but a proper state of 
terror to take possession for a moment of the minister's 
own mind, and the gout itself would evanish for ever 
from his body. The minister, though imbued with totally 
opposite opinions, and utterly discarding the whole legion 
of irtvisible spirits that peopled honest John's philosophy, 
was, nevertheless, very open to receive the impression 
of fear, so earnestly desired by his faithful servitor for 
the deliverance of his body from pain, inasmuch as tho 
clergyman's mind and character, it must be acknowledged, 
did not betoken, under the most ordinary circumstances, 
any great share of fortitude. His only panoply against 
that atmosphere of perpetual alarm for ghosts, in which 
his man might be said to exist, was his indignant denial 
of their ever being permitted to revisit the glimpses of 
the moon. 

This was the minister's sole mental refuge. It fully 
explained the phenomenon of a man of his timidity of 
disposition daring to indulge in a spirit of bravado 
against '* uncanny things," as they were called by John 
Tamson. 

John, whose belief in ghosts no mortal persuasion could 
shake, and who beheld with equal horror and astonish- 
ment this trait, or, as he termed it, "temptin* o' Pro- 
vidence," on the part of the minister, had his secret con- 
solation. John was not ignorant of the true character of 
his master. He well knew that, under circumstances of 
actual alarm, the minister would be the last man to 
evince composure ; and although he could not so much 
as surmise the cause of tliis overweening confidence con- 
cerning ghosts, he lived in hope that, sooner or later, it 
would succumb to the shock which, with an odd mixture 
of apprehension and delight, he anticipated would one 
day cure the clergyman of his scepticism and his gout. 

During the reign of this famous disputation in Aber- 
cathro' manse, there lived an old woman, in a lonely cot, 
in the lovely little and sequestered village. Her name 
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was Maigaret, or, as every bodj called her, Maggy 
Third. 

There is in general nothing remarkable in the natural 
history of old women in country villages, but there was 
in that of M^;gy Third ! 

Scarce fifty years previonsly, Maggy would have taken 
rank as a witch. The times however had, even now, so 
far altered, that the death of nobody's cow was laid at 
the old woman's door. The last person, in truth, to whom 
the country yokels would probably have attribhted the 
evil agency that produced their pains and stitches was 
Maggy Third. 

Maggy in truth was popular ; and we know the reason. 
Until the last few years of her life, she had taught a 
dante's school — an occupation for which increasing infir- 
mities had at length unfitted her; and living, now, 
" without" what the police call " visible means of sub- 
sistence," instead of being supposed in league with the 
powers of darkness, as would inevitably have been the 
case in Scotland not a hundred years ago, Mrs. Margaret, 
participating in the benefit, small as it might be, of fifty 
yean of human progress, was simply reputed — ^axcH. 

Such was the vulgar solution of Maggy's secret ; for 
she had a secret, and, possibly, a mysterious one, since 
nobody, so fiur as we are aware, ever found it out. A poor, 
decrepid, bed-ridden object, Maggy Third still knew how 
to profit by such a reputation, and to her last moment it 
was dexterously preserved — not by pretending to the 
discovery of the philosopher's stone or the transmutation 
of met^, as we have since known to be done with 
Sttooess — but merely by keeping her oum secret 

This policy gave all the effect of positive certainty to 
the vague surmises of the countryside, till the wealth of 
Maggy Third became a thing as assured as dayb'ght or 
darkneas. Manifestations of Margaret's opulence never 
met the vulgar gaie. We believe sincerely that instead 
of confirming, the very first effect of any such thing 
would have resulted in annihilating the whole theory of 
her independence. Maggy certainly was independent; 
and the mystery of her means and substance sustained 
her credit. Comforts and attentions which a very poor 
person would, in this unfeeling world, have vainly longed 
for, flowed in unsolicited on Maggy Third. Her indi- 
vidual conduct contributed considerably to maintain the 
delusion of the good people, her neighbours, respecting 
her — for a delusion, we are sorry to say, it was. Maggy 
Third was, however, not exactly an impostor. That b 
not admitted. Yet, in these days of workhouse tests, 
it might be asked, — unless the woman had been rich, 
what business had she to indulge her passions ? 

Now it behoves to be recorded, that Maggy Third had 
a passion, and indulged it. 

Maggy's passion was not for snuff or tobacco, like that 
of most snuffy or smoky old women, who, iu the old 
Scotch rural districts, where the nicotian was scarce, 
habitually anticipated Grimstone in the matter of 
"eye snuff," by taking a pinch of powdered herbs; 
and were fain enough to put the couch-grass roots of 
the fallow grounds, " into their pipes and smoke them." 
Not even for tea — that universal panacea for all the ills of 
age, but too firequently made of oatmeal, and not of the 
Qiinese leaf, in the poverty-stricken old Scotch village, 
where the first tea-leaves had the water poured off, and 
were eaten with butter, — did Maggy Third incline inordi- 
nately. We have already said that it was a sylvan village, 
the village of Abercathro', and Maggy's passion, origi- 
nating, probably, out of the habits and usages of a wood- 
land life, was one rather unusual amongst the human 
race, and indeed restricted chiefly to paroquets and other 
specimens of ornithology — ^it was for Kins. 
^ This was a taste by no means expensive, under the 
drcumstanoes, only it nearly made up, by its intensity in 
Maggy Itiird, what it lacked in extravagance; never- 
theless Maggy could oontrive to indulge it. Fortunately, 



the surrounding country would have supplied the meaui 
in abundance of gratifying the desires of thousands of 
epicures or gourmands sn^ as she. Far as the eye could 
reach, from any vantage ground, the undulating surfiuse 
waved with woods and copses, in which grew Uie hazel, 
beech, horse-chesnut, and other nut and wild-fruit trees. 
Parties of children from the villages perpetually ranged 
the woodland a-nutting in the season; the urchins 
of Abercathro' were mostly in the interest of Mag§;y 
Third, who was open to the receipt of any quantity of 
nuts, at a halfpenny a bag. Unable to move abroad in 
person, she liberally employed this method of gratifying 
her penchant, and many is the halfpenny bestowed for the 
purpose, out of her supposed hoard of savings. 

Next to appeasing their own appetites (since it is 
unreasonable to suppose that the juvenile propensity 
would flag under the influence of so laudable an example), 
the children desired nothing better than the congenial 
employment afforded by the lucky owner of an indefinite 
hoard of halfpence. Many were the day-dreams of these 
juvenile speculators a-nutting in the woods of Abercathro'. 
Fortunes innumerable, and quite akin to those of Jack 
of the Beanstalk, were built upon the slender foundation 
of the halfpenny reward to be earned at evening from 
Maggy Third. 

To do the old woman justice, her extravagance ex- 
tended little fiarther than this. There was no denying 
her partiality for nuts ; it was open — ^palpable ; known 
not only to her allies and emissaries, the children, but 
notorious to the gossips ; and, as already hinted, the talk 
of the country. One and all surmised that nothing short 
of a well-filled purse could ever have warranted Maggy 
Third in pursuing this peculiar propensity. They looked 
not into the domestic economy of the matter; and never, 
perhaps, dreamt of its being a pleasant device of Maggy's 
for sheer subsistence ; yet, in all other departments of 
her household system, the most rigid economy, or, if 
possible, parsimony, prevailed. Nuts, which were but 
nuts to others, were meat and drink to Maggy Third. 
On nuts she lived ; yes, and on nuts she died. 

Finding her latter days approaching, and knowing well 
how few there were to care for a poor forlorn creature 
like her, poor Maggy Third, with her usual prudence and 
decision of character, coolly undertook, in anticipation of 
her death and burial, the task of putting in train those 
arrangements that customarily follow the one event, and 
precede the other. She sent for the wright or under- 
taker of the viUage, bargained with him for the coffin, 
and paid his charge for it, when finished, with nearly the 
last coin contain^ in her slender purse. One stipulation 
only did Maggy Third earnestly enforce upon the coffin- 
maker. Below her head he was to form a receptacle for 
a bag qfnuh. It was the ruling passion strong in death. 
And if possessed, as she appears to have been, of the 
means of gratifying her whim, why might not Maggy 
Third be committed to the tomb, her head reposing on a 
bag of nuts, as appropriately as Napoleon in the green 
and gold of tlte Chasseurs of the Guard, with his cross 
of the legion and his inirig pia. of merit on his breast ? 
The coffin, at all events, was duly constructed and de- 
livered. There was space left expressly for the bag of 
nuts, according to the bargain; and the last dregs of 
Maggy's mystic purse having been actually paid over to 
the children by whom the necessary quantity were gathered 
and brought from the wood, Maggy Third breathed her 
last in peace and composure. 

Great was the sensation in Abercathro' on the death of 
Margaret Third. The whole village fancied itself her 
heir. The house of the departed was filled with people 
from the day of her death to that of her funersl ; and, 
although no immediate funds were anywhere forth- 
coming, there were not awanting the means of decent and 
honourable interment for the remains of one who had 
expired in the odour of opulence, like Maggy Third. No 
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hein coald bd traced to her supposed fortnne ; she had 
jiever been in the receipt of aid from the parish ; but the 
Tillage authoriti^, followed by others who were of no 
anthority, ransacked the premises, each in tnm, bnt with 
equal want of snccess ; some even dug over the length 
and breadth of Maggy's bit kail-yard in search of treasure ; 
bnt if the digging did them not service, the treasure did 
them none. 

The minister and his man had had their turn ; or rather 
John* " dressed in a little brief authority/' from the 
manse, and employing the name of the kirk-session (for, 
as Richelieu said, " I am the state/' so said the minister, 
" I am the session," and so said the man, " I am the 
minister), appeared in absence of the divine, who was 
laid up with the gout — John taking good care to dis- 
charge his mission in broad noon-day, for fear of Maggy's 
ghost in any shape interposing. The villagers then had 
their turns also, more or less openly, but for the most 
part with far less alarm for ghosts. They left not a nook 
or cranny, hole, bore, or crevice unexplored ; still, not a 
stiver of money rewarded their covetous research. But if 
they were inexpressibly annoy^ at the fruitless issue of all 
their pains and conjectures, they had all one regret fewer 
than John, the minister's man, who, in his real regard 
and attachment for the minister, added to the vexation 
of his other disappointments, the lamentation that the 
worthy clergyman, sufTering as he was from gout, should 
be incapacitated from embracing the certain opportunity 
for a " fleg," connected with searching a house containing 
a corpse. 

Of all those who* had interested themselves in this 
search for the supposed wealth of Margaret Third, there 
were but two, fh>m the significant satisfaction leering 
on whose faces it might have been surmised, that they 
considered themselves to have solved tho puzzle. 

These were two wild youths of the village, on whose 
fame there rested the bUme of several rural enormities, 
amongst which might be reckoned not only poaching but 
sheep-stealing. These lads, who consorted together in 
all sorts of lawless exploits, had, it seems, agreed betwixt 
themselves, that the bag of nuts, directed by Maggy 
Third to be placed below her head in the coffin, could 
not, after all, be a bag of nuts, but must assuredly com- 
prise the identical remains of Maggy's fortune, for which 
all Abercathro' was seeking. Keeping their own counsel, 
the two scapegraces — ^having in their day done worse 
things — ^made up their minds to act as resurrectioniete 
in the case of poor Maggy, and to raise her coffin fttxm 
the grave on the night of her funeral, for the purpose of 
resolving the problem, whether her bag of nuU were not 
a bag of noiee. 

The night was dark and stormy. The wind, in fitful 
gusts, raved wildly through the umbrage of the tall dark 
aah-trees that shaded the village church-yard. Occa- 
sional bursts of rain pattered against the windows of 
the old church; whilst the loose window-sashes of the 
neighbouring manse rattled from top to bottom of the 
ediSce, a dismid prelude to the scene about to be enacted 
without. 

In a snug oaken-panelled parlour, within the manse, 
sat the minister, with his gouty legs extended straight 
before him, one of them carefully and voluminously en- 
cased in flannel, lie was suffering from his ancient 
enemy, the gout. Near him, on a low hair-bottomed 
chair, which seemed especially appropriated to his use, 
sat John, the minister's man, engaged in triumphant 
demonstration of the existence of ghosts, till the pained 
and irritated ecclesiastic was galled almost beyond endu- 
rance of contradiction. 

** I ten ye, John/* said he, *' but nothing will drive 
this nonsense out of your head» that it is not permitted 
to disembodied spirits to walk the earth." 

'* Oh '. minister I " cried John, «< do ye no believe the 
Bible ? Remember Saul and the Witch o' Endor 1 " 



"John \ John ! " exclaimed the minister, '* the day of 
miracles is past; but there is no— (oh ! that gout 1) — 
there is no arguing (groan) with ignorance and supersti- 
tion. (Oh!)" 

'* Aye, there it is," persisted John, " supperstition hew, 
supperstition there. I'se wager the fleg o' merely 
looking at the corpse o' Maggy Third, wald hae dune 
gnde to that gout o' yours, minister. I mind whan the 
hieland chields cam ower the braes (wi' the smuggled 
thing, ye ken, minister) and I, may be, had been tastin' 
— though its weel kenned I'm no gien that way — an' so I 
was seized wi' a dreadfu' hoc, hockin, and Ate, kickin t 
an' if I didna' swallow twa' handfii's o' whitenin' with- 
out the least effek, is may be best kenned to mysel' ; an' 
I really believe, minister, the hickin might hae stuck to 
me like your ailment, if it hadna been for the fleg 1 got, 
in chancin' just to keek out o* the open window — ^when, 
what should I see but the most unearthly-like visage, 
wi' a pair of the langest logs ye ever beheld, glowerin' 
even down at me ! Ye may judge that the fricht I got 
at that moment, clean cured the bovkin and the hiekin. 
They might tell me I was terrified at the smuggler's 
cuddie ass ; but ah, ha ! I ken a bogle when I see ane. 
An* muekle gude that fleg did me.** 

" Well, then," broke in the minister, pettishly," good 
night, John ; and I sincerely wish you the benefit of a 
ghost or bogle going home through the churchyard." 

John rose to depart — ^but hesitated a moment — and, 
drawing near to the minister, whose speech had been 
followed up by exclamations indicating renewed suffering 
from his gout, he said : — 

" Gude nicht, minister ; an' if I dioo chance upon a 
douillie i'the kirkyard, will ye mak' a bargain wi' me ? 
It's no just that fine a nicht. Mairovcr, ye're no over 
and abune fit to move ; but 'od, I'll tak* ye on my ain 
back, if ye wadna hae ony objections, just to gae an' lay 
the ghaist like ; or, may be, speak wi' the thing, ony hoo." 

"Objections ! No, no, John," replied the minister, 
sturdily ; *' find you the ghost, and, ill as I am, I'll — 
I'll — go and see it (he added, somewhat irresolutely) 
on your back, John." 

"Gnde nicht, minister," said John, abruptly, aa ho 
turned to depart from the manse, half wishing, for once, 
that he might meet with the very thing that formed 
the bugbear of his existence, were it only to convince 
the minister, and cure his gout. 

Wliether that presentiment of evil which, they say, 
sometimes flings its shadow so far before the catastrophe 
of which it is the harbinger, as to affect men's minds with 
a sympathetic sense of its approach, had worked upon the 
mind of the minister's man by some strange sympathy ; 
or whether, as there were not wanting persons to allege 
at the time, John Tamson was actually privy to the 
meditated violation of the sanctuary of the dead, is a 
point that may never be determined. 

It is morally certain that John was, however, totally 
unprepared for the sight that met his gaze, as emerging 
from the precincts of the manse, he took his way home- 
ward through the lonely churchyard. 

It appears that whilst the above oontroTersial and 
psychological conversation was proceeding hi the manse 
betwixt the minister and his man, the two village 
reprobates, already introduced to the reader, and whose 
names were Jock Mc Cutcheon and Isaac Low, armed 
with pickaxes and spades, and provided with a lanthom, 
had been busily engaged in disinterring the body of 
Margaret Third, in breaking open the colbi and rifling it 
of its contents. 

They found nothing whatever calculated to reward 
their pains, save the winding-sheet that wrapped the 
corpse, and the bag of nuts on which its head had rested. 
The bag of nuts was a hag qfnute, after all ! 

Here, then, was a pretty mare's-nest for our village 
hopefuls \ ^Their preparations and calculations, cantioui 
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and confident as they had been, all thrown away on a 
winding-sheet^ a bag of nuts, a deal boXj and the body of 
Ml ancient crone 1 

They determined, nnanimouslyj that the matter could 
never rest here; and their old trade of sheep-stealing 
instinctively recurred to them, as affording the best and 
readiest means of remedying the misfortune. The night 
seemed to fsTOur the su^estion. To restore the body to 
its coiBn, and the coffin to the mould, and hastily to 
replace " the turf that wrapped the clay," was a work 
of small duration; for the worst feature in those who 
steal is, generally, that they eon work. 

One of the blackguards. Low, then took his seat upon 
the ridge of the dishonoured grave, wrapped in the 
wioding-sheet, as a species of protection from the dashing 
rain; and, "with the lanthom dimly burning" at his 
side, coolly occupied himself in cracking the nuts con- 
tained in the unlucky bag : meanwhile, Mc Cutcheon, the 
other fellow, in order to obviate raising alarm, proceeded 
alone into the adjoining glebe, in order to commit the 
meditated depredation on one of the minister's sheep. 

It was wMlst Isaac Low, who was afterwards hanged 
on the top of a well-known hill, called Balmashannar, 
sat on Maggy Third's grave, wrapped in her winding- 
sheet, and cracking her nuts, that John Tamson, the 
minister's man, in his progress through the churchyard, 
lifted up his eyes, and by the light dimly shed from the 
miserable lanthom belonging to the villains, beheld, in 
horrible dismay, the longed-for object of his hopes and 
fear, the verisimilitude of a ghost 1 

No ray of doubt possessed his petrified brain regarding 
the reality of this vision. If any doubt respecting the 
proper identity of the hobgoblin, could have crossed his 
mind, even that would have been at once dispelled. The 
very act in which it sat engaged — the act of nut'Cracking 
— >to say nothing of the expert performance that 
characterized the process, at once proclaimed it to be the 
ghost of Mistress Third ! 

After gazing one moment in the thrilling agony of 
fear, spell-bound, for limbs and tongue alike refused their 
office, John Tamson mustered sufficient desperation to 
turn and flee. Broken shins, innumerable summersets, 
and other catastrophes amongst the tomb-stones, extorted 
not a cry from John, who had lost the pathway in the 
terror and confusion of his flight. But if the racket, 
kicked up by his flight, produced unwonted disturbance 
amidst the silent graves, it was either swallowed up and 
lost in the blustering of the elements, or passed unheeded 
by the reckless varlet who was perched upon Maggy's 
grave. Intent on his strange and revolting feast of nuts, 
tte future robber and outlaw Isaac Low, never once 
changed his position, but sat there cracking and munch- 
ing away in hardened indifference. 

Not so poor John Tamson, the minister's man. Breath- 
less, bruised, and fainting, he gained the door of the 
manse, with scarcely sufficient heart or breath remaining 
to account for the terrible deluge of blows he rained 
down irreverentially on that respected portal. Admittance 
being obtained, John unceremoniously rushed past the 
affrighted Manse (we know not her surname) the 
minister's venerable house-keeper (for the good man was 
in the estate of baehelorship, and overruled by a house- 
keeper, as touched upon at the beginning of this relation). 
A summons so unwonted at the manse door, had roused 
the indignation of Mause, who had, therefore, gone in 
person to answer it ; and John escaped a torrent of words 
to the full equivalent to his shower of blows by reeling 
straightway into the minister's presence. 

" Noo — Minister ! — noo," was all he could articulate, 
" On my back I on my back ! " 

Mause, who had followed with what speed she might, 
overhearing so ridiculous an adjuration, at once Fet down 
John as demented. The solemn gravity of the minister, who 
Mt hia hour was come, nevertheless perplexed her sorely. 



It required some time for John Tamson to feeovet 
sonable possession of his faeulties, and for the minister to 
muster a fur show of resolution, ere the astoniehed 
Mause beheld her beloved master, mounted on the back 
of his man, quit the snugly wainscoted parlour of hia 
comfortable manse, and in that awful night of raging 
wind and driving rain, take the way towards the church- 
yard. But it was too plain, however astounding, that 
such was exactly what had taken place. The nerves of 
honest Mause by no means admitted of her joining in 
the adventure. 

With hesitating, as well as tottering steps, John 
Tamson advanced with his burden. The presenoe and 
words of the minister, the prospect of the gaod possibly 
to be accomplished by " &e fleg," served to eheer him 
on, even though the apparition on the grave was again 
visible (or might have been seen) in its robes of white* 
glaring ghastly in the dull and flickering light of the 
lanthom. But sooth to say, it was the minister alone 
who saw anything of this. John had teen enough ; and 
the head of John Tamson was never once raised in hia 
uncertain approach to the dreaded spot towards which 
some fascination yet impelled his steps. 

The approaching noise this time caught the ear of 
Low, who, expecting the return of Mc Cutcheon witii 
the sheep, exclaimed, in tones, hoarse with habitnid 
dissipation, and sepulchral with his exposure to the cold 
and wet, 

" Is he fat ?" (meaning the mutton. 
• " Fat or lean," roared John Tamson, " there he is for 
you," and, suiting the action to the;word, he jerked tiie 
unhappy minister at the apparition, and fled inoontinent. 

The effect was more than mhraeidous. The ghost itself 
rolled off the grave in greater perturbation tiian any of all 
the three drimatU peremut, scattering an astounding 
shower of nut-shells over the prostrate person of the 
minister, and extinguishing the crazy lanthom as it dis- 
appeared, or perhaps we should say, evanished amongst the 
tombs. 

The minister, strange to say, gained his legs with an 
agility which would have done honour to his younger 
years ; and without experiencing a single twinge of gout 
(although we cannot say as much for twinges of fear) 
reached the manse tcjnm Ats ownfiet, almost aa soon es 
the man who had borne him thence. 

Hia joints thus beneficially relaxed, though by a 
violent effort, resumed their functions, wUch they had but 
imperfectly dischaiged for years; and joining "the fleg" 
from Moffgy Third's Ohosi to a life of greater abstemious- 
ness, the minister of Abercathro' never found reason to 
complain of gout, or thought proper to dispute the 
existence of apparitions on this earth thereafter. 

John Tamson, the minister's man, had thus achieved 
too great a victory not to be easily forgiven for his rude 
deposit of his clerical burden, ^d as he stoutly main- 
tained, on all occasions, the healing efficacy of this salutary 
" fleg" in extirpating the minister's gout, an ungratfefid 
man the minister would have been had he not succumbed 
to John in this, as in every other branch of the argument. 

John Tamson long after reigned supreme in Abercathro'. 

W. W. Fyfb. 



WHAT IS A LETTER? 

A siLiNT langaage, uttered to the eye, 
Which envious distance would in vain deoy t 
A tie to bind wkcre drcumstsncea ptrt, 
A nerve of feeling stretched from hesrt to heart { 
Formed to oonvey, like va, electric chain. 
The mystic fttah-the lightning of the hiain, 
And hear at once, along eadi predous link, 
Allbetion's Ufe-puhe in a drop of ink. 
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THB HIDDEN RING. 

BT 8ILVE&PEN. 
{Oaneludedfram oitr hut.) 

Ill the meanwhilBy the woes and hopes of other 
hearts were acting needed portions in this small human 
drama; a small one, yet, as all human dramas are, the 
fractions of a greater. So, for years, it having been poor 
Anne Fieldworth's sweetest consolation whenever, through 
the pretext of distant charitable visits, she could well 
escape the rigid surveillance kept over her by her step 
sisters, to wander to those old fields and woods, once 
possessed by the family, whose youngest son, William 
Homer, had been the object of her faithful attachment. 
lliough separated from him through maligiuty and envy, 
and corrupt £edsehood had served the purpose needed ; 
though fifteen years were passed away and gone; yet, still 
true to the moral excellence of her sweet and truthful 
nature, she had refused a dozen offers of wealth and 
rank, pertinaciously encouraged by her father, and now 
and then stole away to these old fields and woods, to 
strangthen^asit were, through retrospect, the faith she held, 
and meuit to hold, to the end. Thus, on the very day 
of Dora's marriage, using the opportunity of her father's 
and sisters' absence at a neighbouring hall to dine, she 
had visited those old scenes with a freshness and interest 
which surprised even herself. For there is in psycho- 
logy profounder interests and sympathies than men yet 
dream of, or science has yet revealed, as though she knew 
it not, a heart as faithful as her own, visiting these fields, 
no longer his, after his long absence of fifteen years, and 
drawn hither by the same memories as those which yet 
remained so pure in Anne Fieldworth*s heart, had seen her 
seated under the selfsame tree oeneath which they had 
parted fifteen years before, and now would have made him- 
aelf known, have again sat beside her, have again repeated 
what had been said so long ago, but for the bitter 
memory of a cruel and insulting letter, sent as from her 
hand. But he had seen her, and that was enough ; the 
visit to these old scenes, originally intended to be merely 
one of a few hours, had now been the lingering of a 
week, at a little hostelry in a neighbouring village. But 
of this, or of his presence, Anne was still ignorant. 

The evening following Dora's return from Broadlands, 
the squire, after his bottle, his pippins, and his nap, 
aanatered down to the village; and, returning after a 
due interval, entered the parlour, where his two eldest 
daughters were engaged at their eternal worsted frames, 
I for the one was working a hearth-rug, and the other 
a monstrous cushion for the pew at church, which, 
when finished, was to astound, by its magnificence in 
heraldry, ** the low vulgar curate, and his plebeian flock." 

" Come, girls," cried the squire, as he snapped his 
fingers and spoke with much glee, " ha' in th' toast 
an th' urn ; for whilst thee make tea I've a bit o' news for 
thee," so saying he sat down in his broad old chair, and 
commenced imparting sundry choice bits of news just 
fresh from the sweet lips of Miss Cadwallader. It hap- 
pened whilst he thus sat talking, that Anne, seated 
reading in one of the old broad window-seats of the 
adjoining room, with the intervening door partly open, 
was at last attracted by the often-repeated names of the 
curate and Dora, and in no great while startled by a dis- 
closure still more significant, and evidently imparted in 
(he full belief that she herself was not in the immediate 
vicinity. 

" Ha ! ha ! " laughed the squire, after imparting some 
of the news with wbich he was primed, and helping him- 
self to a monstrous slice of hot tea-cake, " thee thought 
that was a wedding-ring in that letter, did thee, girls ? " 

"Indeed, Papa," replied Sophy, with a show of 
virtuous contempt, " we care little about the matter." 
But this was a mere shallow pretext, seen through even 
by such obtuse penetration as the old squire's. 



"But I do, and so do thee; for a woman's never 
at fault when a wedding-ring be in the case, and so I say 
my son Tom's curate shall be respectable; and this matter, 
say what ye will, of a girl disappearing, the Lord knows 
where, in'na so, and I'll see to the bottom on it, or my 
name is not Jonathan Fieldworth, Justice of the Peace 
for the county of Salop." 

" Well, the truth is, papa," spoke Jane, by nature more 
garrulous than her sister Sophy, " we do know something 
of this matter, and might, perhaps, have mentioned it, 
did not Sophy and myself conceive these sort of topics 
unfit for gentlewomen like ourselves. Bi^t Cadwallader 
told us two days ago, that she saw a letter in which this 
man, Riddle, implored Absalom Podd's silence, as to 
that girl's absence for a week. What do you think of 
this ?" 

"Whew," whistled the squire, "this is more than 
CadwftUuder told me, as she knows I dunna side with her 
peeping iuto letters and things o' that. sort. But this 
is how I th'nk the matter stands, — ^That there's been 
marriage talAod on, and, perhaps, thought on, for every 
one in th' village say as how the girl was courted* 
though in a rough, queer sort on way, but there's many 
a slip 'atwixt tho cup and the lip, and so, the Professor 

o' dying in some sort of a fit, on course this man's 

looking sharp after the place, and so forgetting all about 
marriage, has sent the girl back on old Podd's hands. 
But ru dive to the bottom on't, you shall sec." Here 
the squire paused a bit, and looked round the room 
with a mysterious air, enquiring as he did so, where Anne 
was. Being assured she was in her own room, or else on 
the terrace, he continued, half angrily, half mysteriously^ 
for it really was tremendous news both to the wrong- 
doers and to the unhappy wronged, who, as the first 
little dreamt, listened, as a way-worn, long- thirsty tra- 
veller drinks of a refreshing spring. " Ay, and this in'na 
all, for Horner be in the next village, trying to buy some 
on the old estate off Morris again, for he's been making 
money, they say, in the University. But he shan'na 
have Anne, I know, nor she him, so he may go and come 
again fifteen year hence, if he like, eh ! ehl" 

"He here!" and both sisters spoke as if an avenging 
angel stood at hand. Presently, however, Sophy added, 
in a voice of consolatory triumph, " well it won't be for 
long ; for every body knows that this Riddle and Homer 
are the bitterest rivals, and have been opposed on several 
occasions Uke the present, and will be so again, I suppose, 
if tliis girl's disgraceful return be any sign." 

" Well, I dunna care," replied the squire, " so that 
fellow be off; and as for the curate's mighty pretty 
daughter, I'll know the whole truth, and that 'afore 
long, so pour out another cup of tea, and ring the bell for 
Anne." 

But to meet her father, or her persecutors, at this mo- 
ment was impossible, agitated, overwhelmed, full of con- 
tending emotion as Anne was ; so passing out on to the 
broad old terrace, from thence into the wainscoted hall, 
and by the old polished oaken staircase, she gained her 
chamber, and here was found when summoned by Jane and 
Sophy's maid. By using the protest of slight indisposition, 
she was suffered to remain here unmolested during the 
evening, and thus had time and opportunity to think 
over all which had been so unwittingly imparted to her* 
Hot first surprise over concerning Homer's visit to the 
neighbourhood, her first intense joy sobered, of merely 
imagining that the same memories led him back to 
these old scenes after fifteen years' absence, as led her 
steps so often to them ; her first passionate outburst of 
tears, though those of joy more than grief, dried by the 
secret and divine consciousness of faith and truth, her 
thoughts, with noble generosity and disregard of self, con* 
centrated themselves upon Dora. Was she, so youngs 
so beautiful, so pure — for Anne know enough of Dora to 
answer for her with a fervent soul — ^was she about to 
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entar on any ordeal more terrible than her ovm, for tbe 
mere sake of a rich and hanghtj man's ambition ? was 
the chHd to be thns sacrifice and the father^s heart 
broken ? was it becanse two men were rivals for a banble 
of fonnnlay that one of the most guileless and trothfal 
of beings shonld be maligned and scorned ? 

"No, not if I can help it/' said Anne, ferrently, *' for 
I« a woman* have learnt, through suffering, the need my 
eez haTe of human sympathy." So reasoned, and so 
argued, noble Anne ! 

It was observable on the morrow, that the squire 
mounted his hackney at an eariy hour, for a ride across 
the forest, for the purpose, if the truth be spoken, to find 
out if Dora Longnor had stayed at the mill with her 
well-known friend, Lucy Gray, daring her week's absence; 
BO using this opportunity, Anne walked to the village, 
and sought out Podd. But he, usually so communica- 
tive and friendly with 'her, was as impenetrable and 
mysterioui as a Jesuit, and so full of humour and witti- 
cisms on the purport of the squire's ride that day, that 
Anne retreated and sought out dame Northwood, fully 
assured that from her she should obtain enough of infor- 
mation to satis^r her anxious heart concerning Dora. But 
here she was more disappointed than even by Podd, for the 
good and honest dame would only say, that though Miss 
Longnor had been away a week, as she supposed at the 
mill, she knew no particulars except that Miss Cad- 
wallader and some of the village folks had oeen very 
inquisitive about the matter. But for her part, she 
loved Dora like her own child, and never troubled her 
head about what folks said, whilst her husband's heart 
was as light as it was; for it would be sad enough, indeed, 
if the least thing harmed Miss Dora I 

Beginning to think that her own conjectures were with 
the goesip which had engendered them, idle things, Anne 
returned homewards by the fields which skirted the par- 
sonage garden, willing to see Dora, if she could, without 
trespassing on her privacy. And this she did, for Dora 
was beside the porch, and Anne speaking, Dora hastened 
to unlatch the wicket, and lead her friend into the stiU 
and shadowy garden. 

" I am sorry I cannot see more of you, Dora," spoke 
Anne gently, as she riewed with intense admiration (for 
she had a fine artistic eye) the splendid beauty of the 
little human creature at her side, and felt in her soul, 
with womanly intuition, that if the angels ever tread 
within the hallowed footsteps of natures like their own, 
they trod here, on this very spot of earth, now with 
sedulous and watchful ministry; "but you know too 
well the cause ; though if our family visit the coast of 
Wales this autumn and leave me housekeeper, I hope you 
will come and pass a day with me, as you did two years 
ago. But how well you are looking, and how beautiful 
you grow." And as she spoke this, she smoothed back 
-bora's beautifdl tresses with her hand, and pressed down 
her lips upon her forehead. 

" I am glad you think so. Miss Anne," replied Dorn 
naively, " for papa is coming home, and that will be his 
first thought." 

" A ?ery natural one. Bat jou must be very glad of 
his return, though you have had so kind a visitor as I 
hear you have had." She looked down, and saw that 
Dora was not only agitated but coloured violently. 

" Yes — ^Mr. Riddle was " And Dora raising her 

eyes, and seeing her friend's gaze fixed upon her, was too 
choked by some deep feeling to say more. But so far 
from interpreting this as a sign of guilt, Anne's own 
heart knew too well that deep affection has the tenderest 
of consciences; and now, doubly steadfast in her beautiful 
belief respecting Dora,' and as assured of her affection 
for Riddle as if priestly confession had been made of it, 
she determined to follow the impulse of her own most 
genuine heart, and realize those dreams for this sweet 
child which might have been her own. She then changed 



the conversation, plucked a few flowers, and telling Dora 
she would see her soon again, hurried on her homeward 
path. 

The squire returned home in a mighty ill humour to 
dinner, for his curiosity had been strangely rebuffed at the 
forest mill, not only by old John Gray in person, but by 
his beautiful warm-hearted little daughter, Lucy, who 
suspecting the real truth, from what the pedlar had told 
her, after his rencounter with Dora, so placed the matter 
before her honest fsther, as to screen Dora, and yet baulk 
the impertinent curiosity of such as might ask questions. 
But, he had leamt sufficient from other inquiries he had 
made, to convince him, that Dora had not only crossed 
the forest on foot, but had been to and fVo to Broadlands. 
And having ascertained this much, he determined to call 
at the parsonage the very next day, " and talk to Me ^/." 

That same evening. Miss Cadwallader being unable 
" to speak her mind," as she called it, in any other way 
"to the girl," for Podd's dear old forethought had saved 
his darling child from the sorrow and need of a risit to 
the region of Cadwallader, put on her bonnet, after her 
shop was closed for the night, and went down to the par- 
sonage, under the pretext of calling for her bill. She 
found Podd quietly smoking his pipe in the parson's 
chair, and Dora sitting on the old hassock at his feet« 
talking about her father^s return. 

"As I hav'n't seen you a good while, Dora Long- 
nor," spoke Miss Martha, in a loud voice, as soon as her 
first rude salutation had been made, and she had sat 
down uninrited in the most conspicuous chair in the old 
roomy kitchen ; " though, of course, taking into con- 
sideration the nice pleasant visit you've had lately, gro- 
ceries was quite out of the question 
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Especially sugar, in the Cadwallader line," paren- 
thesized Podd. 

Miss Martha, pretending not to hear, continued — " so 
I must hare my bill, as it's very likely the visit as has 
supplied you with groceries " 

" Or with a jelly," again parenthesized Podd ; " or the 
leg of a duck, or a pheasant with good bread sauce, or a 
nice bottle of bees-winged port." 

" My respectability isn't easily insulted. Sir ;" spoke 
Miss Martha, with much indignant wrath, " but I was 
saying, probably, as that pleasant visit has supplied you 
with funds enough, and as I have a sum - - - " 

" Yes, to make up another pretty little thousand in 
the county bank," again parenthesized the incorrigible 
Podd, though with a gravity that would have sat well 
upon a judge. 

" A heavy sum to pay for goods people have had and 
never paid for; I shall be gli^ if you'll settle my bill 
without further ado ; or else let me have something as a 
security; for ** 

" Miss Cadwallader," began the sweet young wife ; 

" Hush— hush," interrupted Podd, " you are too bad a 
cretur, Dora, to speak to a young, lovely, sweet-tempered, 
mercifal woman like Martha Cadwallader, engaged to, 
and just on the eve of being married to the squire's 
coachman. No ; you're too bad, my dear. And now. 
Miss CadwaUader, as you have insulted this dear child as 
much as you dare, please depart to your choicest supper, 
provided from the squire's kitchen, and just be patient 
till to-morrow night but one, and you shall hear a some 
o' your advantages, I can tell you, as the blessed curate 
'II be at home, and I can settle matters. So now be off 
— the squire's pretty little side-dish '11 bo awaiting." So 
saying, he arose with much valour and dignity, and con- 
ducting Miss Cadwallader to the door, there not only 
wished her a farther polite enjoyment of Mr. Bump's 
pantry gifts, but indulged in an immense fit of laughter 
before she was out of hearing. 

Not quite so fortunate in his championship the next 
day, for he was detained by some important guests who 
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had come to tbitm an angla in the lonely TiQage stream, 
and to lojoam at the Barley Mow, Podd ariiTed jnst in the 
afternoon, as the sqoire was departing, after a two hoars' 
reprimand, threatening, cross-questioning:, and invective, 
more worthy of a judge Jefireys than of a plain tiller of 
acres. Unahle to terrify her by threats, for her pure and 
holy coni>cience, tremolons as if it was before a sister- 
spirit like her own, was nobly proof against the coarse 
and bratal questions of the squire, he at last had 
recourse to invective against her husband and her 
father. Here she was vulnerable, and though never 
once replying, yet her tears flowed forth; and old 
Podd found her, not only weeping bitterly, but pale and 
iJl, as if stricken by the ague. Curbing his boundless 
passion at this sight for a more potent time of outbreak, 
Podd merely said, when he gained the porch and beheld 
the squire sneaking off, and Dora crouched upon a chair, 
with her head bent upon the lattice-sill, " I think, squire 
Fieldworth^ this matter would have been better left till 
the curate came home." 

" Pray, who taught you to think ?" roared the squire 
insolently. 

Thotigh Podd's very blood boiled, he was too much a 
right-thinking and truthful man to hazard a quarrel at 
this juncture, so he merely added, in continuation of 
what he had already said, " Mr. Longnor will be home 
to-moiTOW night at seveo, and he may bo able to answer 
for his child." 

** We shall see, we shall see," roared the squire still 
louder, for Podd's coolness only made him still more 
irascible. "Til take care to oome and expose these 
doings — ay, and write to the Bishop the very next morn- 
ing. My son Tom shanna 'an a curate o' this sort — I'll 
come, you shall see, my fellow." He departed — 
happily, too, for Podd's wrath was on the verge of 
explosion. 

It was beautiful to see with what tenderness and 
delicacy the old man soothed the weeping girl, and how 
he sought to dry her tears. " Oh Absalom ! " she said 
as she wept upon the old man's shoulder, " I did not 
care what he said of me, because you know how ialse 
it is, but when he called papa bad names, when he said 
Walter was a villain (and I scarcely know how he bad 
offended the squire, except it was by refusing his 
daughters' invitation to dinner) I could not help weeping 
bitterly, for papa is so good« and my husband so dear 
to me." 

^'At, ay," sobbed Podd, mingling his rough tears 
with those of the beautiful young creature by his side, 
" he may be very dear, but he should not have laid such 
a cross upon thee, dear child." 

" / took it, / took it," wept Dora ; " not one word 
against him, Podd,—- the fault is mine." 

But she was worn and ill ; so in no great while Podd 
started off, and putting his old horse in the gig, drove 
Mrs. Northwood to the parsonage, she being rather lame, 
and soon was the sweet wife hushed upon her pillow, by 
one who loved her well, and knew her secret. 

This night was an important one in the life of Squire 
Fieldworth. For, as was his custom when terribly 
chagrined, he took a bottle before dinner, another after, 
and in this condition, scarcely knowing truth from false- 
hood, he poured out, to the astonished ears of Anne, his 
threats against Longnor, and magnified his evil suspicions 
into certain and proven truths. Hatred, fear, terror, 
disgust seized, by turns, the heart of his long ill-used, 
and unhappy daughter. Was it true, then, that Dora 
had been led away from home, and was now to be 
deserted, for the mere sake of ambitions rivahry ? She 
asked herself this question tiU her heart grew sick ; and 
now urged to that point, when we brave the worst for a 
sacred duty, she rethred to her chamber, aa quickly as she 
could, and putting on a large cloak and bonnet, and 
descending by a back staircase into the garden, she com- 



menced her old wsilk of seven miles through woods and 
lanes. It was a dark wet night, too, for the time of year ; 
but for this she cored nothing; and so, whilst the sweet 
wife nestled to her pillow, Anne Fieldworth braved tiie 
rough night for her sake ! 

It was nine o'clock when she reached the village, 
where she still hoped to find Homer, and anxiously 
sought the little inn. Almost as one whose fate hangs upon 
a negative or an affirmative, she asked for Mr. Homer, 
and found, to her joy, that he was still there, though 
preparing to leave at an early hour on the following 
morning. Desiring not to be announced, she tapped at 
the little parlour door, and entering, closed it, and saw 
before her, at a table reading, the old friend of her 
youth. Garing at her, wet and travel-worn as fthe was, 
Homer sat speechless ; but Anne soon gave signs of her 
being no apparition, by sitting down and explaining in as 
few words as she could, the object of her visits and the 
sacrifice she asked to save Dora. 

" I have reason to think, Mr. Horqer," she concluded* 
" that rivalry has more to do in this matter than ambition, 
as respects Mr. Riddle ; and as for Dora, for whom I 
plead, she is too noble, too pure, too much a child to be 
thus sacrificed; to be thus condemned to lingering years 
and broken hopes." 

" Of the cause of this feeling of rivalry, on the part of 
Mr. Riddle," said Homer, gravely, *' I know not, nor 
can conceive, for I have idways, by every action and by 
every word of my life, placed him as be is, both in position 
and transcendent ability, pre-eminently above myself; 
unless it be, as I have had much reason to think lately, 
the work of designing and pretended friends, to serve 
purposes of their own. Of the youth and beauty of her 
you plead for, I can speak, for I have seen both with 
my own eyes. And now it is yourself, Anne, who must, 
as it were, answer your own question." As he spoke he 
looked gravely and mourafally into Anne's fiice. 

" I answer it ?" asked Anne, trembling, and turning 
deadly pale. 

" Yes ; for though you sent me such a letter as you 
did fifteen years ago, still have I never altered in my 
first feeling for you ; and learning that you were still un- 
married, I came down to these old scenes, some ten days 
since, in the hope that we might meet, and emboldened 
by some sign from yourself, might proffer to you again, 
the same, though now more wealthy hand, I did 
fifteen years ago. But, not having met with such oppor- 
tunity, and this silence, if you knew I was here, confirm- 
ing what I had been so long reluctant to believe, and 
urged too, by the letters of many friends, to return and 
oppose Riddle in the forthcoming professorial election, 
I had prepared to depart, and undertake a contest, 
which, if successful, would be a bar on any future 
change in my position." 

Not waiting to reprove or to explain, Anne knelt by 
Homer^s side, and poured out, in scarcely lucid words, 
all the insult, the indignity, the persecution, she had 
suffered in his behalf; and how, whilst she had never 
swerved In her love and fiiith for him, she was equally 
guileless of a crael letter, or a crael thought. 

Homer listened amazed and dumb, as this gradual dis- 
closure of the baseness and the treachery which had thus 
so long dirided her faithful heart from his, developed the 
sordid nature of the father, and the ricious dispositions 
of her two step-sisters, and, before she rose again, all 
possibility of rivalry was at an end, for poor Anne, so long 
unhappy, had, in happy words, consented to be his wife. 

"And now," said Anne, "never will I return to that 
miscalled home again, but whilst you, this very night» 
or early in the morning, dear William, seek Mr. Riddle 
at Broadlands, and place before him the injostioe of 
feeling hatred, or rivslry against you, who know it not ; 
whilst in telling him of our reconcihation, or rather re- 
union, and through it, of your impossibility to contest 
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ihii honour with Umi whibt you ttUhim of iwmI Don^s 
loTB^ and the risk her lil» end reputeiion is nmning in 
this &lse contest between affection and aiBbition« I will 
hasten to Dora's side, and there await your retom.*' And 
the happy lady, renewed, as it wer^ by yoath again, 
thus sought to serve the fortunes of her little friend. 

No sooner was this plan talked orer than it was acted 
on. A coTered gig was procnred, which the landlord 
of the little inn undertook himself to driTO, and in one 
hour from this time, Anne alighted at the parsonage-gate, 
whUst Homer proceeded on his way to Broadlands. 

Anne found dame Northwood sitting knitting by the 
fire, and waiting till her patient awoke out of the deep and 
refreshing sleep into which she had fallen, and so to her 
at once (for she had known hw firom a child) Anne poured 
out her heart, both as to herself and Dora. No sooner 
had the lady ended, than dame Northwood taking up 
the candle quite mysteriously, led the way into Dora's 
chamber, where she Uy in such profound and balmy 
sleep, and shading the light as she approached the bed, 
turned slightly back the coverlet, and exposed to the 
wondering gaze of Anne, as it lay amidst nnfestened 
tresses, still hung to the pedlar^s ribbon, on the matdiless 
bosom of the girl — ^ths biodbw mno I 

Surprised, overcome, almost wild with joy, Anne's 
oonvulsiTe, though smothered sobs awoke Dora, who, 
finding in an instant that her secret was known, fin- 
Anne held the sacred ring within her fingers, and pressed 
her lips upon it, all was oonfiessed and owned, and Anne 
now knew that Dora was a wife. 

And now Anne related all which her fears for Dora 
had led her to undertake, and in so undertaking an act 
of pure and holy friendship, what happiness for herself 
had sprung up; and how the morrow, which would 
bring Dora's husband, would also bring a friend to her 
own heart. 

'* Sweet Anne, what priceless news this is," wept Dora, 

'* Yes, for fifteen years," spoke Anne, still kneeling 
and still cherishing within her hands the hidden ring, 
" this is the first minute that I have known happiness ; 
but, oh, dear friend, for ever through your ftiture life, 
believe in the pnri^ of the seal with which I wished to 
serve you, for / had a crushed and broken heart, and 
wished to spare yotar youth and beauty, such ordesl of 
long suffering; and if I now ask a rewanl for my humble 
service, let us make the sign of our sisterly friendship 
and affection this one, that under all circumstances, 
and all changes, we have ftith and trust in the virtue 
of our sex." 

'* We will," said Dora, " and our husbands will have 
faith with us, I am sure." 

Whilst the night thus passed, and the homely parsonage 
thus sheltered Anne, Homer proceeded on to Broadlands, 
and reaching its outskirts at an early hour, procured 
some breakfast at a little rustic inn, and after it, went on 
foot to the hall. Amazed at this visit of the man he 
had been led to believe his worst enemy. Riddle received 
Homer with haughty coldness; but when Homer, stating 
the object of his visit, spoke of Dora's crael persecution 
by the squire and Miss Cadwailado', of Anne's generous 
interference in her behalf, of his own probable change in 
life, of any absence of rivalry or evil doing on his own 
side, and how he wished to be considered a friend, rather 
than an enemy, and at last pleaded Dora's love as a hope 
that Mr. Riddle would be true to her, all that was noble in 
Walter's character ruled supremely, and taking Homer's 
hand as he led him to an adjoining room, he said, firmly, 

"As we have hitherto strangely misunderstood one 
another, Mr. Homer, we shall henceforth be the truest 
of friends, for as you, in rescuing Anne Fiddworth tnm 
her miserable home, can be no longer, even in semblance 
an enemy, I could, by no possibiUty, be yours, fbr 
Dora Longnor has been my wiife since ibiB day I met you 
on the mountain aide. But hera is her fiither— retained 



well and happy, aa you aee; and hare my mollMr, Mh 
longing aa I do> to behold one so pnrs^ and tnie, and 
beautifU." 

Thus, as Riddle spoke, he led Mr. Hormt into Oe 
breaklhst-room, where aat Dora's fisther «nd his own 
mother, to whom he related all these strange cireum- 
stances ; and whilst thus, happy to praise Homet^s noble 
generosity, he blamed himself for having iuifcred Dora 
to quit his side, even for an hour, Ibr a motive so childish 
and unworthy, he added emphatically, " But I will re- 
pair the wrong with noble penitoiae, and with the 
worship and duty of a lifia." And in oonclasion, he 
etphdned, that Dora was scireely fh>m his sight before 
he repented, and would have brought her back, but for 
the anticipated pleasure of sharing with her, her father^s 
return aaid his mother's visit, to both of whom he had 
dispatched the written letters on the vary day of Dora's 
departure. 

No time was lost after breakfr«t in their departure for 
the parsonage, which they reached in the early part of 
the pleasant afternoon, just when the sun is most golden 
and most beautifiil. But they could in no way anticipate 
the love and care of Dora, who was there all r^y to meet 
them and to be folded in a loving father's and loving hus- 
band's arms, and by turns to be caressed by Walter's 
mother. 

"Yon should have let me know somewhat about this 
matter, sweet child," chided Walter's mother, " if only 
for the sake of fittingly preparing your home. Bat on 
your return you will find it more worthy of you as Wal- 
ter's wife." 

But scarcely had the curate wanned his hands before 
the biasing fire (for he loved a fire at all times), scarcely 
had the young wife and her husband strolled round 
the sweet sequestered garden, scarcely had Anne and 
William sat down in the quaint little study, or Podd 
arrived, or Leah and Mrs. Northwood commenced pre- 
paring tea (for the company had dined eariy on the 
road), before the squire burst in unannounced, and vrith 
him his two daughters, fbr Anne's disaffection and re- 
treat to the parsonage were now known, though nothing, 
as yet, of her interview with Horner. 

In a moment he approached the curate and com- 
menced his angry enquiries about Anne, in a way which 
brought in, not only Podd, but Dora and Walter from 
the garden. 

" You won't say, will you," again repeated the half- 
drunken squire, "that ray daughter's here, will you?" 

"Mr. Fieldworth," replied Longnor, quietly, "this 
conduct is most unseemly. I am but just home f^om a 
long journey, and wish for a few hours of quiet repose 
with my child and friends." 

" Child," ejaculated the squire, foaming with wrath, 
"pretty child for any'un to be proud on. Dunna thee 
know die been across the forest, the Lord knows where, 
and for a whole week ? dunna thee know my daughters 
here shall never speak to her ? dunna thee know that I 
shall write to the Bishop in the momiilg, and that my 
son, Tom, is already looking out for a new curate- 
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Mr. Fieldworth," spoke the haughty and self-col- 
lected husband of Dora, *' Mr. Longnor is perfectly aware 
his daughter went across the forest, Mr. Longnor is 
perfectly aware your daughters will never again address 
his child, Mr. Longnor b perfectly aware that you. Sir, 
will need a newcurate : But it is because his daughter 
went across iht forest to become my w^e, because your 
daughters are too unworthy for speech with one who 
bears my name, and because Mr. Longnor is inducted 
into the living on my estate, that your son will need a 
curate. And now. Sir—" 

Maddened by every word he heard, the squhre would not 
ontlisten to what Mr. Riddle had to say, but now recom- 
menced the subject about Anne, and had just burst out 
into a firaah iuTeetiTa againtt her, and into new threala 
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of Marehing for bor, when Horner, opening tfae study- 
door, cAine in leading Anne. 

The sight was too much for the patience of either the 
squire, or Miss Sophy, or Jane, and they all three darted 
forward and tried to separate Anne from Homer. But the 
man was nenred against their spiteful impotence. " For 
fifteen years," he loudly said, " you haye separated us, 
but yon shadl no longer; your rage is as powerless as 
yonr threats." 

"But she shall come home," said the squire, "you 
had better come, Anne, and that, this minute." 

" I will not, papa»" replied Anne, " for fijfteen years 
you and your daughters have served me as you pleased. 
Henceforth my course is my own." 

" Then not a shilling of my money shall you have," 
swore the squire, " and my doors shall be closed against 
you." 

" So be it," replied Homer, " before the week is out 
she wiU be my wjf^, and need neither home nor friends." 

" But if she thinks to have her clothes, she is mis- 
Uken," threatened Sophy, "/11 take care of that." 

" Or any plate, or linen, or jewellery," added Jane. 

*' Keep it all, keep it all," spoke Anne, " I shall be 
rich enough in having a worthy husband." 

These words were too much to bear, and the exasperated 
spinsters would possibly have proceeded to extremities 
with Anne, had not Riddle, using the extraordinary self- 
command so much his characteristic, peremptorily closed 
the conversation, by ushering the squire and his daughters 
to the door ; and here, relieved by Podd, closed it upon 
them ; for all three, in utter hate, and spite, and malignity, 
were too contemptible for manly argument. 

The squire might have been more restive, or his 
daughters have attempted a vicious assault upon Anne, had 
not Mr. Podd said gently, " You recollect, squire Field- 
worth, when you so wantonly, and so maliciously insulted 
the dear curate's child yesterday, that I left a little matter 
to settle with you, which shall be settled now upon this very 
spot, if you do not go through this gate quietly and quickly." 

The squire glanced up into the resolute face of the 
lusty yeoman, and seeing there an expression not pleasant 
to his cowardly feelings, he muttered something about 
" a warrant next morning," and his daughters some such 
words as "wretch," and "vagabond," and then walked 
off at a quick pace. 

And now the door was closed npon them, happiness 
began. Dame Northwood got the tea-table ready, and 
brought out the world of didnties contributed by Podd ; 
and whilst Anne made tea, and tlie curate and Horner 
chatted, and the old lady listened, Dora found, and filled, 
and lighted Mr. Churchwarden, and sat by her husband's 
side. 

By-and-by, all the dear and loving neighbours came 
in, one by one; old Northwood, and Mrs. Podd, and 
twenty others, to see the " dear curate," and congratu- 
late Miss Dora on her marriage, for the news had spread. 

Tea over, the curate adjourned to the garden, and 
there walking up and down, related his journey to his 
parishioners. As he did so, and no one stood in the 
kitchen but Podd and Mrs. Northwood, some one knocked 
at the porch-door, and honest Absalom opening it, beheld 
Miss Osdwallader, true to her appointment. 

" Ay, quite punctual I see," he said, as he came out 
into the porch, and closed the door mysteriously behind 
him. "Now, this is the bill I have to talk to you 
about," so saying, Absalom produced his ponderous 
pocket-book, which undoing, he brought forth the letter 
which had been tampered with, " for I have two witnesses 
who were watching yon whilst yon opened it ; and to, if 
yon do not now depart, and not only give th« curate a 
If— onable time to pay what he owes you, as well as deliver 
other folks' letters, besides those of the squire's, and try 
to keep a peaceful and truthful tongue, as true as I was 
chriatoied Abtalom Podd, Til report you, and the matter 



of this letter, to the Postmaster General. Now, go home 
and recollect two things, my advice, and your future words 
about my darling child, dear Dora." 

Miss Cadwallader sneaked away more abjectly than the 
squire. 

As the evening shades descended. Homer and Anne 
returned with Mrs. Riddle to Broadlands, for such 
few days as would pass till they were married ; and thus 
once more the old home, consecrated by stillness, Dora 
sat between a noble husband and a noble father on the 
little hasdock before the blaxing fire, the happiest of young 
wives and children. 

" And now, papa," asked Dora, hiding her blushing 
face within her loving husband's hand, " do you think, if 
you had been at home, you would have consented to what 
Walter asked.'" 

" I hardly know ; but so that you are happy ; lo that 
you are Wsiter's wife, I ought to be rejoiced." 

" I am, I am most happy," said Dora; "and I would 
hide my ring a hundred times, rather than not be Walter's 
wife." 

So saying, she untied the Hidden Ring from round her 
neck, and her husband placed it on again, and with a 
father's blessing. 

As I write, the fiddle sounds merrily from the distant 
hall, for it is Christmas night, and fViU eight years since 
my tale was done. And roimd this Christmas fire, 
heaped up with glowing logs on this the widest hearth 
in Broadland Hall, sit the curate and Walter's mother, 
and Homer, and Anne, and Lucy Gray and her hnsband, 
a neighbouring gentleman, and Dora and her husband, 
and they talk of old times and things; that is, as much 
as the fiddle and the children's voices, and Absalum 
Podd's merriment will let them, for a grand game is 
proceeding in the hall, as Dora has a troop of little 
children, and Podd is their merriest friend. 

Anne has been asking a question, and Dora answers : — 
" Why, Miss Cadwallader married the squire's coach- 
man, as you know, and in less than a year he had run 
through her entire sadngs; he then deserted her, and 
she is now in a neighbouring workhouse. Now let me ask 
you where Jane and Sophy are ?" 

" Why since papa's death, and brother Tom has como 
to the Hall, they have been living at Bath, and there, it 
is said, Sophy takes something stronger than mineral 
waters; whilst Jane goes much to church, and flirts 
when not so occupied. But we hold no intercourse ; 
they have never forgiven my taking a husband, or loving 
Wsiter and you." 

At this moment little feet patter into the room, and 
little voices exclaim, " Papa, mamma, dear old Podd has 
been telling us suth a beautiful story, at which old North- 
wood has been crying. It is about your wedding ring, 
and about how much papa loved you, and how beautiful 
you looked the day you msrried." And as she is so still, 
and they think her more bea\itiful than all the world be- 
side, they cling around her, and kiss her for this sweet 
story's sake. 
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TO CHEERFULNESS. 

Nymph of the Imf bing eye, and sportive mien. 
In whose blithe smile exists s potent spell, 

To chsrm the spirit of the moody spleen, 
And from thy circle the black fiend expel, 
Come, Cheerfulness t and in mj bosom dwell t 

Me from disquieting emotions wean ; 
Tesch me the tones, that, thrilling from thy shell, 

Arouse the dormant joys of each dull scene. 

The lighter ills of life— « coantless train- 
That in their bud the blooms of Pleaawe Uaat, 
That taint, on Plenty's board, the sweet repast, 

And wiUier Comfort with corrosive bane ;— 

These ills->in social scenes so thickly strown— > 

Where Cheerfolness prealdes, are ills unknown t 

JoRif Evans. 
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HOME BY THE HEARTH. 

WiNTEn has already compelled us to peek the cheering 

light and genial warmth of the fire. How it flares, and 

flames, and frolics abont the bars of onr grate, as if 

from very excess of glee at finding itself there again ; 

and — 

" Hark t the wind moam dull &nd drear, 

Misty Tftpoara cloud the plain. 
Whilst November't leaflets sere 

Throb against the window-pane. 
Wliat, though now we can no more 

On the skies of summer gate, 
Let the poker's aid restore 

June's bright substitute— a Meae ! 
Plr the poker — ^touch it li^htlr, 
See I the fire is biasing brightly." 

And With uplifted hands and outstretched palms we wel- 
come it affectionately and reverentially, as the flame that 
illumines that hallowed altar, — the hearth of home. 
What a m3r8tic commingling of lights and shadows it 
throws about the room, and how involuntarily it lulls us 
into a train of quiet thought and pleasing recollections, 
giving us a substantial and convincing feeling of home, 
as the only place where we can be entirely protected 
from the care and turmoil of busy bustling life. It is 
here — ^and here only — that we can sit down quietly, and 
either indulge in a delightful dream of bygone remi- 
niscences, or devise projects of happiness for the future. 
It is here alone that we form sound and serious judg- 
ments, devote ourselves to studies that improve our 
knowledge and understanding, and better still, coun- 
teract the mischievous influence of worldly rubs and 
buffctings, by giving full scope to our sympathies and 
affections. 

"Yon are speaking now of married life," mutters 
some unhappy bachelor. Just so ; and we advise you to 
get out of your bachelorhood as quickly as possible, and 
until you do -^— 

" You will get all the happiness yon can out of doors, 
eh ?" as if you thought, with many of the fraternity, that 
a bachelor has " no home ;" the real fact being, however, 
that in most instances, he has not the moral courage or 
sufficient mental resource to make one. He must go 
roaming about, at taverns, among people of doubtful cha- 
racter, or squandering money, night after night, at places 
of amusement ; injuring himself in health and purse, and 
keeping his mind and body in a constant state of feverish 
excitement, a species of mental intoxication as opposite 
to real happiness, as the flush on the cheek of one smitten 
by consumption is to the ruddy hue of a person in 
high health. 

Young men who have any self-respect or regard for 
their own welfare, will do well to make for themrelves a 
home by the hearth, where it will soon be discovered 
that they may indulge in as much sociality as they can 
find elsewhere, and of a far less objectionable quality, 
inasmuch as they will not dare to lead over the threshold 
of " home," however humble it may be, mere out-door 
acquaintances whom they really know nothing about. 
The Imckneyed complaint of " long winter evenings " may 
be raised by some to cut short all remonstrance against 
nights misspent, and ruinous habits contracted; but the 
answer, thus attempted to be set up, is opposed to the 
very evil it would appear to uphold. What might not 
be done, how much resl and substantial happiness might 
not be gained, at home by the hearth, during those long 
winter evenings, which, like long bills, are too fi>equently 
regarded as things to be got rid of without being gone 
through ? The amount of profit to be realized is incal- 
culable ; fame, fortune, honour, wisdom, and immediate 
happiness in the pursuit of all; aU are attainable by 
spending only some of the winter evenings at home in 
Any uaefnl and agreeable study or pursuit. 

The mere fact of having a fireside that you can call 
yow own, be the apartment itself ever so humble, will 



inculcate a feeling of independence that is of the rcry 
highest value, and a man must be either devoid of mind 
or very depraved indeed who cannot find some occupa- 
tion. To a young man who would fain help acknow- 
ledging that he is in this lamentable state, we say, 
domesticate yourself, if passible* with some friend or 
relation, or if not, in the family of a stranger. You are 
not fit to become a seeker of amusement out of doors at 
all, and it behoves such as you espedaUy to remember 
that the domestic circle is your only place of safety. 
Even if you idle the evenings away in any manner, how- 
ever frivolous, let ** home by the hearth " ever be the 
welcome beacon that shall guide your footsteps. 

H. 



THE TEACHING OF NATURE. 

Oo to the silent woods, and commune there, 
Thou that wouldst gain true wisdom ; thenceforth learn 

How God's sweet lore all things in common share. 
The meanest eren, which thy foot would spurn. 

The rose-bud, dripping with the eariy dew, 
Blushes her honours to the new-bom light ; 

The bumble speedwell lifts its eye of blue. 
And ancient iry climbs the leafy height. 

Through the green shade the wanton sunbeam springs. 
Toying and pranking with the nestling flowera. 

The mazy hollow of the deep wood rings 
With wild bees humming in the dreamy bowers. 

List I 'tis the voice of Nature*! jubilee ; 

The sounds of gladness on the soft air float { 
Sweet is the universal tone of glee, 

And lore responsire dwells on every notCt 

The lark is singing In the topmost air. 

The linnet carols by the blushing thom, 
Rock'd in yon elm the dove bewails her care. 

Tenderly cooing to the scented mom. 

The wind just freshening whispers to the trees 

Its everlasting song ; and they again 
Sisrh back their music to the wand'ring breeze, 

Roaming along towards the restless main. 

The busy insects in the light rejoice, 
The dcwdrop glitters on the deep green sod. 

The purling brook lifts up its silv'ry voice. 
And sings the majesty of Nature's God... 

Oh I beauty, joy, and unreproaching lore, 
Dwell undisturbed thoae silent groves among, 

Beam in the rays that sparkle from above, 
Lurk in the flower, and fill the wild-bird's song. 

Arthur Bollamd. 



ILtiianH for UttUe OnejiT. 

THE NEW DOLL. 

Or ! Carry, Carry, are you not delighted ? Papa is coming 
home to-night ! " exclaimed Minna Grey, as she went 
skipping and dancing into the garden where her sister was 
sitting under a tree learning her lessons. 

The latter languidly raised her head, and gazed at the 
bright countenance that was now bending over her. 

" You don't look ghid. Carry. What is the matter ? ' 

" Nothing, Minna. I shall be very glad to see Papa. 
Just hear my lesson." 

Minna took the book, and listened patiently to the two 
or three columns that were very correctly repeated by 
Caroline. Then, throwing down the book upon the 
bench, she passed her arm round her grave sitter, and 
drew her away into a shady walk. 

Carry, dear," said she, " I wish you would tell mo 
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what is the matter with you. You are so quiet and sad. 
Yon mope about by yourself, and seem to take pleasure 
in nothing. Has any one vexed you ? " 

" No, Minna. I wish you would not always be noticing 
my looks. No one has done anything to me." 

"Are you displeased with me then? you are so 
different to me. Carry ; you never love and pet me now." 

And the affectionate little Minna looked up into her 
sister's face, with a tear in her bright blue eye. 

" I wish you would not tease me, Minna. There is no 
getting rid of you. Go to Mamma; she will love and 
pet you enough." 

Minna saw that there was nothing to be done with 
Caroline in her present humour ; so, with a cloud over 
her sweet iisce, and a weight upon her happy spirits, she 
turned to leave the garden. Caroline watched her re- 
luctant departure ; her heart smote her, and she made a 
movement as if to detain her. But the opportunity was 
past ; Mrs. Grey's voice was heard calling " Muma ! 
Minna I " and the little one, hastening to obey the sum- 
mons, disappeared through the garden gate. 

Who shall analyze the dark thoughts that passed 
through the mind of the unhappy Caroline as she con- 
tinued to pace up and down the shaded path ? The birds 
were singing in the branches, the sunsliine flickered 
through &e leaves that cast their varying shadows at her 
feet, and a light breeze waved the tops of the tall 
chestnut trees, and wafted around her the scent of the 
roses and sweet briar that flourished on the other side 
of the privet hedge. 3ut she cared for none of these 
things, the rich gifts of a beneficent Creator to his 
sentient children. Caroline's heart was full of envy and 
jealousy towards her little sister ; envy of Minna's per- 
sonal attractions, jealousy of the love that she gathered 
around her, as a bee gathers honey, wherever her light 
step and cheerful voice made music to the hearts of the 
listeners. 

Caroline was, naturally, by no means a disagreeable- 
looking girl. AVith the light of kindness beaming from 
her dark eyes, and the glow of affection brightening 
her regular features, she would have won friends as surely 
as did the golden-haired Minna; bat what wonder that 
people turned from the countenance darkened by envy, 
and distorted by the workings of an untold misery, to 
chat with and caress the little sister who had a pleasant 
word and a gentle smile for every one ? 

Caroline's parents were not to blame for this sad state 
of things. Many were the times that her affectionate 
mother had questioned her as to the cause of her continual 
despondency, but without success. The child was too 
sensible not to be ashamed of her wicked feelings, and 
she carefully confined them within her own bosom, rarely 
allowing them to break out into unkind word or deed 
towards their object, Mr. Grey, too, had tried by every 
means in his power to fathom the secret discontent of his 
unhappy little girl, but equally in vain. All that they 
could do was to treat with equal affection the two 
children, waiting in faith and hope until they could 
acquire the confidence and touch the heart of their eldest 
daughter. 

Evening arrived in due time, and Minna placed her 
father^s chair, and wanned his slippers, for though it was 
the month of June, the nights were cold. Mrs. Grey 
sat waiting at the tea-table, and Caroline bent over her 
books. The latter was not, however, so totally absorbed 
in them as she appeared to be ; for she was intently 
listening for the sound of wheels in the court-yard. At 
length there was a distant roll ; the noise came nearer 
and nearer ; Mrs. Grey and Minna ran to the door, and 
Caroline slowly followed. She arrived in the passage 
just in tfane to perceive Minna in the embrace of her 
&tli€r, who was stroking his darling's hair, and telling 
her how well she looked, and how she was grown. 

Caroline's counteiuuice dwrtenod as she gazed, and she 



was turning sullenly away, when her father saw her, and 
called her to him. 

*' My own Carry," he said, " have you no word for me ? 
Are you not as glad to see your father as he is to 
see you ? " 

Caroline clasped her arms round his neck, and the 
suppressed tears almost sprang forth. Just at that 
moment Mrs. Grey called them to tea, and Mr. Grey 
gently unclasping his little daughter's arms, hastened to 
obey the summons, for he was cold and weary, while 
Caroline slowly followed, the cloud again gathering over 
her brow. 

As soon as tea was over, and the servant had cleared 
the table, Mr. Grey sent Minna for a small leathern 
trunk, which he told her she would find on the top of his 
luggage in the passage. Out of this box he produced 
some very pretty presents for j!^Irs. Grey and Caroline ; 
and then, turning to Minna, asked her to guess what 
he had brought for her. 

"I don't know, dear Papa. I can't guess. Oh! 
do let me see." And the child pressed close to her 
father, while he bent down to kiss her little rosy cheek. 

The present, when unfolded from its numerous 
wrappings, proved to be a beautiful doll, with a chest of 
drawers, a cradle, and clothes complete. Minna danced 
round the table for joy. 

" Oh ! P^pa, what large blue eyes ! And such pretty 
little curls ! And look ! Mamma, it is dressed exactly 
like a baby." 

" Papa intends it to be your baby, my dear, and I 
hope you will take care of it, and keep it clean and nice." 

"Oh! Mamma, how I wish I could wash it every 
morning and evening, as you used to wash poor little 
Fred. But I suppose that would spoil it. Papa." 

"Yes, my darling, she is not like your old wooden 
Polly, who can stand nearly anything. You must also 
keep her carefully from the fire, for heat would make her 
pretty face melt and run down. But look here, Minna." 
And putting his hand under the doll's white robe, Mr. 
Grey pulled a wire, and the little beauty immediately 
closed her eyes. 

Minna shrieked with delight, while Caroline, who had 
all this time been standing quite stiU, forgetting for a 
moment that envy was gnawing at her heart, pressed 
forward to behold the wonder. 

" Oh ! Papa, I shall always do that when I put it in 
its cradle, and then it will look realty asleep. Perhaps 
it is really asleep. Papa." 

Mr. Grey laughed at Minna's supposition, and showed 
her where the wire was placed, and how it acted. Then, 
giving the doll into her possession, he left the room, and 
being shortly followed by Mrs. Grey, the two little girls 
were left alone. 

Minna forthwith began to undress her doU, no- 
ticing how everything was put on; and then, taking 
out a night-gown and night-cap from one of the drawers 
in the little chest, she made her all comfortable for the 
night, and pulling the wire, hushed her to sleep in the 
cradle. Caroline had withdrawn to the far comer of the 
room, and affected to be again absorbed in her books. 
But all the time she was watching her sister out of the 
comer of her eye, while her thoughts were occupied 
something in this manner: "How unkind of Papal 
He knows my doll is very old, much older than Minna's 
Polly ; and yet he never thought of bringing me one, 
but puts me off with a tiresome book, that 1 don't care 
to read, and a workbox, when both he and Mamma 
Imow that I hate sewing. But Minna's tastes are always 
studied, while they never care whether I am pleased or not. 
I won't bear it. She thinks her doll very pretty now, 
and so it is, but it shan't keep its red and white face long. 
I heard what Papa said. I know how to spoil it." 

How unjust was all this! Caroline was four years 
older than Minna, and her papa thought her rather too 
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big to play with dolls, and therefore he had bought her 
a book and a workboz, belieTing that they would be 
acceptable presents to a young lady of thirteen. The 
book was an interesting one, and beautifully bound, and 
the workboz was Tery pretty and well fiurnished; yet 
Caroline, as we have seen, had got so completely pos- 
sessed with the idea that her parents favoured Minna 
and neglected her, that instead of being filled with bve 
and gratitude towa^ her papa for his intended kindness, 
she hated Minna for the supposed preference shown 
her, and was determined to put an end to her innocent 
pleasure. 

Where envy, hatred, and malice exist in the heart, 
how is all the honey of life turned into gall ! 

Minna never parted with her doll night or day, always 
dressing it in suitable clothing, and taking it with her 
wherever she went, so that it was long before Caroline 
could find an opportunity of gratifying her hidden malice. 
Meanwhile her envy was kept ^ve by the admiration 
bestowed by all th«r little friends upon the lovely Cherry, 
for so Minna had named her favourite. The evil purpose 
was still nurtured, and at length the desired opportunity 
arrived. 

One fine autumnal morning, a few months after the 
advent of Cherry, the sisters were in the school-room 
with their mamma, busied at their lessons, while the doll 
remained seated upright in a chair, at a safe distance 
from the fire. She l(K>ked very pretty, for her face was 
as yet perfectly uninjured, and Minna had that morning 
arrayed her in her best lace cap and white robe, in 
expectation of some little friends who were coming to 
play with her. Twelve o'dook struck, and the diildren 
were just finishing their tasks, when the sound of an 
organ was heard in the garden, and a monkey appeared 
outside the window, clambering up the ivy, and chatter- 
ing and grinning as he looked in at the two little girls. 

"Oh I look, mamma, look at the funny monkey!" 
cried Minna. " Do let us open the window and let him 
in, and give him some nuts to crack." 

Mrs. Grey consented, and went to the store-room 
where the filberts were kept, while the little girls ran to 
the window. As Caroline passed the doll, she looked 
round, and seeing that her mamma had left the room, and 
that Minna's attention was completely absorbed by the 
monkey, she contrived to give the chair in which poor 
Cherry was seated a gentle push, which brought her 
directly in firont of the fire, now glowing with intense 
heat, for the morning was frosty, and the coals burnt 
briskly. 

Mrs. Grey waa longer in bringing the filberts than the 
children expected, and at length Minna ran out of the 
room to ask her for them ; never thinking of looking for 
her doll, down whose rosy cheeks the tears were already 
tridding, as the heat melted the wax out of her compo- 
Eition. A lady was waiting in the drawing-room, and 
Mrs. Grey gave her little daughter the nuts, telling her, 
when she had let Jacko in, to shut down the window 
upon his chain, lest she and Caroline should take cold. 
Ihe children played with the monkey for about half an 
hour, and then Bfinna, for the first time, thought of her 
doll. ' 

" Poor darling!" said she; " she is sitting so qiuetly 
in the chair yonder. I will fetch her to the window, and 
see how Jacko will like her." 

Alas, for the little girl! When she got near her 
beloved Cherry, she perceived for the first time the 
position of the chair, and its proximity to the fire. 8he 
ran to take up her doll in a great fright, and oh I what a 
sight met her view ! The blue eyes and the flaxen curls 
were stiU there, but the pretty nose, the red lips, the 
rosy and white complexion, the pencilled eyebrows, were 
no longer distinguisfaable, being blended into one mass of 
indistinct and faded colours. Minna uttend a shriek, 
and burst into a passion of taaiib 



Caroline, who had ceased to play with Jacko, and was 
silently watching the success of her scheme, t>pened the 
window and delivered over the monkey to his master, 
who was now resting himself on the steps outside. 
When Mrs. Grey returned, Minna was still in an agony 
of tears, and Csfoline was trying to console her ; for her 
heart was not yet wholly hardened, and she could not 
behold such excessive grief without a touch of remorseful 
contrition. 

Minna held up her doll to her mamma. " Oh, mamma ! 
my poor, poor Cherry !" was all that she couM say. 

" My darling, who has done this ? Surely, you cannot 
have bieen so careless, after the warning your p^»a gave 
you, about the consequences of exposing her &ce to the 
heat. Why, it is almost all melted away, and will 
never be fit to be seen again. I am afraid your papa will 
be very much displeased." 

"Indeed, indeed, mamma, I did not do it. You saw 
where I placed her all the time we were saying our 
lessons. She could not feel the fire there. And I never 
moved the chair, mamma, I did not, indeed." 

" How did she get so near the fire, then V* 

" I can't tell, mamma ; it is very strange. I waa just 
going to take her to let the monkey look at her, and I 
found the chair moved quite to the front of the fire. No 
one, besides myself, had been in the room, except yo« 
and Caroline, and I am sure you would not do it." 

Mrs. Grey glanced at Caroline. There was a singular 
expression upon her coun t e n ance which her mamma did 
not like. However, for the time she said nothing, but 
occupied herself in consoling poor Minna, whose teats 
burst forth afresh each time she looked at her doU. 

The guilty Caroline was already beginning to expe- 
rience the consequences of her an. She trembled to 
meet her mamma's eye ; for there was something in it 
which told her that Mrs. Grey had more tiian a suspicion 
of the truth. She would have given all she had in tiie 
world to avoid the hour of bedtime, that being the season 
appointed by this good mother fbr enquiring into any 
wrong that she saw, or suspected, in her children, and 
Caroline feared the examination to which she knew she 
should then be subjected. But there wss no help fisr 
it, the inevitable hour came, and Caroline tmnd herself 
alone with her mamma. 

And now ensued a scene of searohing enquiry and 
affectionate remonstrance on the one side, of dogged obsti- 
nacy and equivocation on the other; fbr Cuoline was 
not yet sufficiently penitent to confess her sin, though it 
gnawed at her heart like a viper. Mrs. Grey, at length, 
quitted her, and retired to her own chamber in tears. 

Matters continued much in the same state for many 
days, during which Minna gradually forgot her grief, 
and Caroline became more and more unhappy. One 
mild November morning, the sisters played in the garden 
until they were tired, and then, fetching their books, 
they retired with them into the summer-house. After 
sitting quietly for about half an hour, Caroline threw 
down her book, and walked out. Minna continued 
reading until nearly dinner-time, and then for the first 
time, began to wonder ^wfaat had become of CaroUue. 
Going into the garden, she called her on all sides, but 
echo alone answered. After searching for some time, 
she found her in a little plantation of evergreens, sitting 
on the ground, with her face buried in her hands. The 
poor girl looked up, at the sound of footsteps, and seeing 
Minna, she hastily rose to her fSset, and was walking 
away, when Minna threw her armsromd her, and begged 
her to stay and tell her what waa making her so unhappy. 
At length, moved by her care sses , Carohue tunsed and 
embraoed ner litUe sister mora heartily than die had 
done for months. 

" Of all people, I dan notteU you what I am rryteg 
about," she whispeicd. 

" And why, dear Carry? Ton kaesr I love you.' 
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"Yes^ dear littU sister, I know yoa do; and how 
have I repaid you? Oh! Minna, Minna, go away, 
and hate me, and never speak to me again." 

" No, Carry, if all the world hated you, I should love 
you." 

"And if I told you that I had hated you, hated you 
for months, and done yon a serioas injury, just hecause 
you are better than myself, and people love you more, 
what would you do then, Minna ?" 

" Then, Caroline, I should try to make you love me, 
and when you loved me reaUy, you would not wish to 
injure me any more, would you, dearest ? But yon have 
not done anything to me that I know of." 

" Do you remember about the doll, Minna ?" 

" Oh ! Carry, you surely were not so wicked as to do 
that, and on purpose too. Poor Cherry, she had never 
done you any harm." 

"Iliere 1 I knew you would hate mo." 

" No, Caroline, I do not hate you. But, oh ! I am 
very much shocked." 

Caroline turned away in iirepreasible misery. But 
soon she felt little hands passed over hers, and a gentle 
fiuie pressed caressingly close to her own swollen and 
weeping features. 

"Sister," whispered Minna, "never let our mother 
know of this, it would make her so unhappy. And be- 
tween us all, shall be forgiven and forgotten. Shall it. 
Carry?" 

" Minna, mamma has guessed all, and has questioned 
me about it, but I would not confess my sin. To-day, 
however, I could bear it in silence no longer, and just 
when you came to me in the plantation, I was making 
up my mind to go and tell her all about it, and ask her 
to beg of you to forgive me. Do you think, Minna," in 
a lower voice, " do you think that God will forgive me Y* 

The children went together to their mamma, and Caro- 
line, having unburthened her conscience of all its guilt, 
felt happier than she bad done for many months. From 
that time, assisted by her good mamma, she kept a watch 
over her propensity to envy ; and as the peace of love 
and good-will dawned upon her heart, it imparted a 
lustre to her conntenanoe ; and the once dark and silent 
Caroline became aa popular and beloved as the sunny, 
golden-haired, affectionate, little Minna. 



FEATS OF THE SANDWICH ISLANDERS. 

One of the greatest attractions was a waterfall, about 
three hundred yards up the river. It needed not the 
feats done there to make the fall of the Wailuka or River 
of Destruction worth looking at. The river ran for 
some hundred yards or so in rapids, over rocks and 
atones, the banks, crag, and precipice, two hundred feet 
high, whose rudeness was softened and refined by ten- 
diils and creepers, that hung down to the foaming vrater, 
which ill-naturedly jerked them as it rushed by. A huge 
rock divided the stream, one half of which dashed petu- 
Untly on« and met a noisy fate down the fall ; while the 
other, of a milder, gentler nature, ran along a channel 
of solid rock, and fell in one heavy stream a depth of 
about twenty-five feet, joining the rough waters below. 
A little turmoil succeeded the junction ; then they flowed 
quietly on, like brothers, arm-in-arm, till they fell 
again, and soon were lost in the salt waters of the ocean. 
The great delight of the natives is to go down this fall. 
They sit in the channel I have described ; they utter a 
shout, a scream of joy, join the hands gracefully over the 
head, and, one after another, the girls of Hilo descend, 
emerging like sea-nymphs in the eddy below. The figure, 
as it gleams for an instant in the body of water, appears 
to those standing below quite perfect ; and the gay shouts 
and laughing taunt to follow, have led to the death of 
many ; for them is some secMt current that not only 
drowns, but carries away the body too. The feat was 



attempted by three of our men ; but none, I think, did 
it twice. The descent of the lower fall is a lcsi>er foat, 
and the sensation of going down it head-foremost de- 
lightful : even that, however, is often fatal ; and during 
our btay here, a man was lost merely through making a 
false step from the bank. The surprising agility of the 
women especially baffles description. One will sit by 
your side on the high bank, and remain so till you tlirow 
a stone into the water with all your force ; then down she 
jumps, straight as an arrow, her feet crossed one over the 
instep of the other, and emerges with a laugh, holding up 
the stone. On first attempting to rise to the'surface after 
going down the fetll, the water seems, from the force of 
the current, to be matted overhead, and it is only by 
striking out into the eddy that you can rise : this the girb 
manage to perfection. They kick out their feet both to- 
gether, and replaiting their hair with their hands, they 
float about the edge with a grace that u beautiful to see. 
Then the water is dear and blue, not cold, frosty, half- 
thawed. As laxily one watched the stream, down dropped 
from the ledges overhead, and cut the bright water, what 
soon reappeared, a man or woman. These ledges are 
fifty or eighty feet high ; yet none seem to regard it as a 
feat, and the merry laugh told you it was done but to 
surprise the European. We appeared contemptible in our 
own eyee as we skurried from the rain with our um- 
brellas : but we soon yielded to wiser teaching, threw care 
away, got wet and dry again without minding it, swam, 
and enjoyed it aa much as they did. — Walpole'a Fovr 
Yean in the Pacific. 

PADOT-GO-BA8Y. 

Paddt's dress maintained its early character to the l&it, 
no two parts of it being either good or bad at the Fame 
time. He always wore a grey frieze great coat, which, 
big as we have described lum to be, was much too large 
for him. This coat always hung off one of his shoulders, 
and he has been sometimes known to twist up that shoul- 
der with some remote intention of raising the collar to 
its proper place ; but, during his whole life, no one ever 
could observe that he put his hand to it for that purpose, 
ills shirt, which was no great shakes as a pattern cither 
in cleanliness or make, he always wore open about the 
throat, exposing his broad red sunburnt breast, except of 
a Sunday, when he thrust a large corker pin transversely 
across the neck of it, which stuck up, stiff as leather, 
about his ears, giving him more the appearance of a thief 
looking out of the pillory than anything else we can now 
remember. And indeed he himself felt conscious that 
he was by no means at large on those occasions, nor in a 
capacity to enjoy a competent share of civil freedom bo 
long as he waa Uiua a prisoner m his own shirt. For this 
reason, then, no sooner was Mass over of a Sunday, or 
at least that limited portion of its conclusion, which was 
the most that ever fell to his share, and he returning 
home, than he took the pin out, and thrusting it into his 
cuff, pursued his journey home like a free and inde- 
pendent man. As to his breechc:), it was, duiing his 
whole Ufe, a piece of unnecessary Ubour and expense to 
have put buttons or button-holes to the knees of ti.em, 
inasmuch as honest Paddy would as soon think of takint^ 
to the highway at once as of buttoning theiu. One 
solitary button kept his waistcoat together after a fashion ; 
but on no occasion was he ever known to have a gartei* 
on each leg, and, consequently, we need not say that one 
of his stoddngs, or in general both, were always about 
his feet If he got a new hat on Monday morning, a 
person would imagine, about the middle of the week, 
that it had been an old acquaintance of his j and, indeed, 
he stood in a similar category with respect to his shoes, 
which, during the winter months, were alwa}^* well 
foddtred with ftimw, m might be known by the long 
stalks of it that projected up about his ankles ; for ho 
never took the trouble either to pull or cut them away. 
— OarMiM. 
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AN EVENING SONG. 

Fftther above ! I pray to thcfi, 

Before X take mj rest I 
I leek thee on my bended knee, 

With warm and grateful breast. 

Fiiat let me thank thee for my thare 

Of sweet and blessed health ; 
It is a boon I would not spare. 

For worlds oi shining wealth. 

And next I thank thy bounteous hanJ, 

That gives my " daily bread," 
That flings the com upon the land. 

And keeps our table spread. 

I thank thee for each peaceful night, 

That brings me soft repose, 
I thank thee for the moniing's light. 

That bids my eyes undoae. 

I own thy mercy when I move 

With limbi all sound and free. 
That gaily bear me when I rove. 

Beside the moth and bee. 

I thank thee for my kindred friends. 

So loving and so kind ; 
Who tell me all that knowledge lends. 

To aid my heart and mind. 

Ah ! let me value as I ought. 

The lessons good men teach, 
To bear no maliee in my thought. 

No anger in my speech. 

Father above ! Ah ! hear my prdiycr. 

And let me ever be 
Worthy my earthly parents* earc, 

And true in serring thee. 

Eliza Cook. 



COARSSNSSS OF NICE FKOFLE. 

Like other things spurious, fiistidiousness is often incon- 
sistent with itself; the coarsest things are done^ the 
cruelest things said, by the most fastidious people. 
Horace Walpole was a proverb of epicurean particularity 
of taste ; yet none of the Tulgarians whom he vilified had 
a keener relish for a coarse allusion or a malicious false- 
hood. Beckford, of Fonthillj demanded that life should 
be thrice winnowed for his use, but what was his life ? 
Louis XIV. was " insolently nice" in some things ; what 
was he in others ? If we observe a person proud of a 
reputation for fastidiousness, we shall always find that 
the egotism which is its life will at times lead him to say 
or do something disgusting. We need expect from such 
people no delicate, silent self-sacrifice, no tender watching 
for others' tastes or needs, no graceful yielding up of 
privileges in unconsidered trifles, on which wait no 
" flowing thanks." They may be kind and obliging to a 
certain extent, but when the service required involves 
anything disagreeable, anything offensive to the taste on 
which they piide themselves, we must apply elsewhere. 
Thtat fineness of nature sifts common duties, selecting 
for praotioe only those which will pass the test; and 
oonscience is not hurt, for unsuspected pride has given 
her a bribe. — Mr9, KirJtlcaul, 



DIAMOND DUST. 

When the bitterness of malignity is absent, cheerful- 
ness has full play ; and candour, ever open and benevo- 
lent, is the exponent of mirth and good will. 

EnucATioN — Old Experience pointing out the road to 
Young Nature— a mental railway, beginning at birth, 
and running into eternity. 

It is curious with what moral fortitude men can bear 
with the misfortunes of others. 

The stm should shine on festivals, but the moon is the 
light for ruins. 

EvEBT heart has its necropolis, filled with the grave- 
stones of the loved and unforgotten. 

CoRiOLAKDB pardoning his ungrateful country, is 
greater than Regulus suffering martyrdom for his grateful 
country. 

Soldiers in peace are like chimneys in summer. 

MAinr of the blessings universally desired are frequently 
wanted, because most men, when they should labour, con- 
tent themselves to complain; and rather linger in a state 
in which they cannot be at rest, than improve their con- 
dition by vigour and resolution. 

A WISE book is a true friend; its author, a public 
benefactor. 

Never put a curb on humanity; we are too apt to stop 
without it. 

If there is a delicate, deformed, or weak-minded child 
in a family, it is generally the favourite with its parents. 
This is a beautiful illustration of Nature taking the part 
of the most helpless. 

Taciturkity is best learned among men who have 
none, and loquacity among the taciturn. 

Real grief is never clamorous. It seoks to shim every 
oye ; and breathes, in solitude and silence, the sighs that 
oomo from the heart. 

A GOOD man will never teach that which he does not 
believe. 

In many persons, grief takes the form of anger. A 
proud spirit, unwilling to display itself covered with dust 
and aslies, uplifts its head with unbecoming pride, in 
order to conceal that temporary humiliation. 

Be at peace with all mankind, but at war with their 
vices. 

FEEVisa contradiction about trifles is infinitely more 
vexatious than a generous opposition where matters o' 
importance are involved. 

Duty has pleasures which know no satiety. 

A GENEROUS mind identifies itself with all around; but 
a selfish one identifies all things with self. 

Hypocrisy — the world's tacit acknowledgment of the 
superiority of virtue. 

Men of talent often appear common-place, but it is 
generally when they are iu the company of stupid and un> 
genial people. 

Do not all that you can do ; spend not aU that you 
have ; believe not aU that you hear ; and tell not all you 
know. 

Excessive fear opens the door to desperation. 

Experience has taught us little, if it has not in- 
structed us to pity the errors of others, and to amend our 
own. 

Mail's knowledge is but as the rivulet, his ignorance 
as the sea. 
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TlIE FALSE RESPECTABLE. 



asn'a miadi," lays Sir WiUisai 
Temple, " la be ■omething tliB; are not, uid hnre lome- 
thing the<r Iutb not, ii the root of all immoralitj." 
This eentimeut, if analyied, will be foond itrictl; correct. 

One of the most pnnniDent rices of modem aodetj is, 
the idiniiig and itmgg^g to keep up mere eitenul ap- 
pearancea. This is the great social >ia of the age. 
There is a muversil eflbrt at iteming to it somethiog 
which we are not. We pot on appearances, clothe onr- 
selTes iu shams, and tr; to look something saperior to, 
or at least different fh>m, what we reailj are. 

"Reapectahilit;" isone of onrgreat aiiDl. Now, ro- 
*pectaUlit7, regarded in its tms sense, i« a proper and 
most deairabiB thing. To be respected, on right grounds, 
is an object which everj man and wonun is justified in 
aiming at. To be respeefaAie— literall]', icorlh looting at 
ofdin, worth regarding and admiriog — this is all proper 
enough, and we do not find fault with it. But what d 
" respectability'^ meftn in the modem-social acceplatioi 
the term ! It means, wearing fine clotlies, liring in 1 
houses, "keeping a gig." It looks to the outside, to 
sound, show, externals. It listens to the chink of gold 
in tiie pocket, and admires the palish of (he brazen face. 
Uoral worth or goodness famu no port of it. A man in 
these days may be perfectly "respectable," and yet alto- 
gether despicable. 

This falsa and demoraliiing habit arises from the oier- 
weening estioiate which we form in this country, of two 
things well enough in their place,— rank and wealth. We 
allot us feel as if wa belonged to some rank or caste, out 
of which we are always struggling to rise into some other 
abore it. YoD find this spirit oF caste as keenly at work 
among the humblest as among the highest ranks. The 
linen-diBper looka down on the huckster, the huckster on 
the dny-laboorer, the day-labourer has some one 
himtoo. Higher up in the scale of wealth and rank, 
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How eiclusiTe is Aloucks I not even (U titled men 
have on rittrii there. 

It matt«r« not at what clou jou begin, or howsoever 
low in the scale; you will find that every man has soma 
ciMt beneath bim that ba looks down upon. Among 
the middle daoses this axelnsirenau is very marked. 



Each drcle would Ihiok it a degradation to mix on fm iilia f 
terms with the members of tba drcle beneath it. In small 
towns and rillagea, this feeling assume* its most iaienee 
form. There yon find distinct coteries or circles, holding 
aloof from each other, despising each other, and oRen 
pelting each other with hard words. 

And while erery one bos his or her own eiclusire 
circle, which all of supposed inferior rank are precluded 
&om entering, they ore at the same time itmggUng ti 
pass OTST the line of social demarcation which has beei 
drawn by those abore them ; they are eager to overleap it, 
and thus gain admission into a circlo sliil mora excluaiva 
than their onn. There is a desperate BCramblo for front 
places, aod many are the mesa shifts employed to gain them. 
We must be " respectable," forsooth 1 We must posseai 
the homage of society 1 And for this purpose we most 
: at least tetm to be so. Hence the struggles 
after style — -the eSbrts made to put on the appearances 
of wealth — the dash, the glitter, and the show of mi 
and upper class life — the aping of atistocratlo mai 
ond cualoms — the gaudy "gentility," and "ton;" — and 
hence, too, their motley train of polled and ritisted tastes, 
of shrunken hearts and stunted intellects, of folly, Iri- 
'oUty, and msdnees. 

It ia not so much, howerer, in the mere appearances 
kept np, as ia the means taken to keep them up, that 
the fruitful cause of immorality is to be found. A man, 
having taken Lis clois status, most run bU risks to 
keep it up. To surrender anyone indulgence.isto lose casta 
eyes. It ia thoughtto beadescentin theworld 
to abridge one'a-self of a superfluity. The seeming* 
who drives his close carriage aod drinks cham- 
pagne, will not tolerate a descent to a gig and plain portt 
and the respectable man, who keeps bis gig, would think 
~ tgradation to have to travel a-foot or in a 'bus, 
between his conntry-honsa and his town-office. They 
iQ descend to immorality nther than descend in ap- 
parent rank: theywilt yield to diihaneatyrathertbanyidd 
up the mock applause and hollow reapect of tbat big fooj^ 
the world." 

Who cannot call to mind hnndreda of initanoea of men 
-" reapectable men" — who, &om one extravaganoe have 
gone on to another — irantonly sqnandering wealth which 
eiie — and alt in order to keep up a worldlj 
reputation, and to cut a great figure before their ad- 
miring fellows ; all ending in ■ sodden amaoh, a frightfiil 
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downftJl, an utter bankmptcy — ^to the min, perhaps, of 
thousands. They have finished up with paying a respect- 
able diyidend of sevenpencc in the pound ! Indeed it is not 
too much to say, that five-sixths of the fraud and swind- 
ling that disgrace commercial transaction s, have their 
origin in this same diseased sense of which we now speak. 

To be respectable, in the false sense of the term, what 
is not sacrificed ? Peace, and honesty, and truth, and 
rirtue^ all to keep up appearances. We must cheat, and 
■crub, and deceive, and defraud, that "the world" may 
not see behind our mask I We must torment and en- 
■Ittre ourselves, because we must extort " the world's" 
^>plauae, at least secure " the world's" good opinion t 

How often is suicide to be traced to this fidse senti- 
ment I Vain men wiU give up their life rather than their 
daas notions of respectability. They will go down to 
Tophet itself rather than sink one step in " society." 
They wiU rather cut the thread of existence itself, than 
cut fitthionable circles. Tery few suicides are committed 
from real want. "We never hear," says Joel Barlow, 
" of a man committing suicide for want of a loaf of 
bread, but it is often done for want of a coach." 

Of this mean and miserable spirit of class and caste, 
iromen are the especial victims. They are far too gene- 
rally brought up with false notions of life, and taught to 
estimate men and things rather by their external appear- 
ance than by their intrinsic worth. Their education is 
conducted mainly with the view of pleasing and attract- 
ing the admiration of others, rather than of developing 
the best qualities of mind and heart within themselves. 
Hance the accomplishment-mania, and its results. They 
■re early imbued with notions of exclusivcncss, fashion, 
and gentility. Appearances, in course of time, come to 
be estimated by them above all more sterling and less 
gbring qualities. Respectable position in society is held 
«p to them as the mark to be aimed at ; and to be 
eriounal or vidous is virtually represented to them as less 
hoirihle than to be "vulgar." Immured within the 
bastile of exdusivism, woman is held a captive to all the 
|>altrr shifts and expediencies of convention, fashion, 
gmtuity, and so forth. The genuine benevolence of her 
■atvre is thus perverted ; her heart grows contracted ; 
and tba very highest sources of happiness — ^those which 
consist in a kindly sympathy with humanity in all ranks 
of life-^become as a well shut up, and a fountain sealed. 

Is it not a (act, that in whkt is called " fashionable 
society," a fine outside appearance is regarded almost 
in the light of a virtue ? that, to be rich, or to have the 
■ppearanoe of it, is esteemed as a merit of a high order ; 
whereas, to be poor, or to seem so, ranks as something 
like an unpardonable ofience ? Nay, such is the heartless- 
ness of this class spirit, that a young woman, belonging 
to such an order, who, by misfortune or family reverses, 
may have been thrown upon her own resources, and who 
andeavours, by her own honest hands, to earn her own 
honest bread, immediately loses caste, and is virtually 
•xpelled from " respectable " society. Labour and useful 
occupation, which, in all cases, have a high dignity in them, 
and are honourable alike in man and woman, are considered 
among exclusive classes (at least when such labour is 
Jhr a iUmg) as derogatory from female character and 
respectability I The resolution to be independent — the 
most invigorating resolution which can take possession of 
the human mind — is scouted in such circles as a 
degrading thing ; and those who have been brought up 
within their influence will accordingly submit to the 
most severe privations, and encounter the most painful 
trials, rather than submit to the loss of their class and 
caste respectability, by openly endeavouring to earn their 
living by honest industry. 

We should like to see the tirao arrive, and we tliink 
we see it rapidly approaching, when this inhuman and 
unchristian spirit of class and caste shall be voted down by 
■odtty itseli^ as vulgar and disrespectable ; when industry 



and usefulness shall be pronounced as truly honourable, 
and intelligences and moral worth be stamped as the only 
true respectability. 



AN ADVENTURE AT BOCA-DEL-RIO. 

It was an interesting moment when on emerging from 
the forest above Vera Cruz, through which I had been 
riding some hours, I caught sight of the ocean ; the view 
of the broad expanse of water stretching far beyond the 
reach of vision to my native country, conveyed something 
like a home feeling to my mind. But ^ere was that 
breeding in the elements which soon recalled me to my 
actual situation ; all nature seemed oppressed by a strange 
uneasiness; a bitter smell rose from the sea, birds flew 
over Its surface with wild cries ; my horse panted vokdet 
the suffocating heat ; every thing in short announced the 
brewing of a norther, as the frequent hurricanes are 
called, which blow on the coast of the Mexican gulf. 
They last from two to six days ; the most violent being 
the soonest over. While I was gazing, the dense bank of 
mist that obscured the horizon to the eastward was sud- 
denly torn asunder, and the lofty Sierra of San Martin 
stood out clear and distinct in the distance, unshrouded 
in an instant by the impetuous blast. 

" Bad luck to the ships in the gulf," said my compa- 
nion Calros, " for the norther is upon them sword in 
hand, and the coming night will be an ugly one, as we 
shall perhaps find out by-and-bv, when we get to Boca- 
del-Rio." 

I vrished to sail from Vera Crus without delay, but 
Calros assured me that for four days at least no vessel 
would be able to stir, and reminded me at the same time 
of my promise to accompany him until the design he had 
in view was accomplished. The hurricane was an unan- 
swerable argument, and being compelled to delay I agreed 
that after a short halt in the city to arrange for my de- 
parture, I would ride on in the evening to Boca-del-Rio, 
four leagues farther, and rejoin him there. 

The tempest was at its height when, having transacted 
my business, I proceeded by a road along the beach in 
the dbection already taken by Calros. The icy blast from 
the north howled furiously, and the waves dashed foaming 
and hissing to the feet of my horse. It was growing 
dusk, and the gloom deepened as I advanced. At times 
I was compelled to turn my back to the wind ; on such 
occasions I saw the light-house of Ban Juan de Ulloa in 
the distance, illuminating the white surface of the sea by 
alternate flashes, and half repented having left the city. 
I went on nev^heless in spite of the storm, and had 
almost reached the wood, beyond which stands Boca-del- 
Rio, when I saw a horseman riding a short distence in 
advance. With one hand raised to protect his eyes from 
the glare of the lightning, he was looking out intently 
over the ocean, as though he wished to penetrate the 
sombre veil which shrouded it. It was in vain that I 
hailed him, the roar of the tempest completely drowned 
my cries and the noise of my horse's feet, and I was about 
to quicken my pace ; but at the moment the sound of a 
distent report came on the blast, and the stranger spurring 
his horse, was speedily out of sight. Once within the 
forest, the trouble of finding the narrow path through the 
tangled underwood prevented my thinking of what had 
occurred. The trees deadened the fury of the hurricane, 
and I rode slowly forward in comparative quiet for about 
an hour, when Boca-del-Rio, so named from stending at 
the mouth of a river, came in sight. I intended to betake 
myself immediately to quarters for the night, but an inter- 
esting spectacle awaited me. 

Notwithstanding the norther, all the population of the 
village was in movement on the shore, every eye gazing 
on the foaming waters. There was nothing in sight, but 
the report of a cannon had announced a ship in distress. 
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and wanting ft pilot. In rach a night it was evident that 
unless by miracle no yessel could lay near the land with- 
out wreck, etill, as no second report had been heard, it 
was hoped that the strange sail had beaten off. Besides, 
the most expert pilot of the coast had gone out before the 
storm commenced, and he was doubtless on board, so 
that with a few exceptions, the spectators entertained no 
fears for the result. 

Calros, who was among the number, had communicated 
these particulars to me, when a second report was heard, 
followed soon after by the flash and roar of a third, 
and nearer than before. Presently we made out a yoss^ 
under bare poles moving rapidly towards the shore ; the 
only hope of escape from utter destruction lay in her 
being able to enter a channel near where we stood, by 
which means she would strike easily on the sand. The 
channel, however, was barely discernible through the 
drifting spray and foam, and it was apparent from the 
movements of the vessel, that those on board were delay- 
ing the attempt as long as possible. All at once a shout 
of pleasure rose above the noise of the wind : about a 
cannon shot from where we had assembled, a light shone 
above the shingle. Had some courageous individual de- 
voted himself to guide the sliip towards the channel? 
The crew evidently regarded it as a friendly signal, for 
the brig with foresail set to render her more obedient to 
the helm in such a critical moment, came driving shore- 
wards with fearful rapidity. Sometimes she seemed to 
pause during a lull, bnt it was only to receive an additi- 
onal impulse from the fierce blasts that immediately fol- 
lowed ; at last, after a sudden bound she struck heavily ; 
a cry of distress was heard above the uproar of the storm, 
and at the same instant the light disappeared, like the 
ignes ialui after luring travellers to destruction. It was 
idl over with the vessel, and there remained but to save 
the crew. While we were deliberating on the choice of 
means, a man holding a lantern in his hand, showed him- 
self on the bow of the wreck, and by the light he was re- 
cognised as the pilot Ventura. We could neither hear 
his voice, nor go to his assistance; a few minutes later a 
boat was lowered from the side of the brig into the water, 
and Several men got in to bring a rope to the land, but 
after a short struggle with the waves she disappeared in a 
dash of foam. 

Only one man reached the shore ; he emerged from the 
water half dead with fatigue and cold : it was the pilot. 
A line was passed round his body, which enabled us to 
stretch a hawser from the vessel to the land, and one by 
one, though not without great difficulty and danger, aU 
that remained on board were saved. As soon as Ventura 
could speak, he gave us the astounding intelligence that 
the brig had been lost by treachery ; the light which led 
her to a ledge of rocks had been kindled by wretches who 
regard every shipwreck as an opportunity for plunder. I 
could not help thinking of the individual wnom I had 
seen on the road, and who had ridden off so suddenly at 
the first gun-fire. "A curse on these marauders," ex- 
claimed Ventura, as he finished his recital, " whom every 
norther brings down to the shore for pillage. A curse 
on the villain who made us strike to gratify his hateful 
cupidity." 

The brig was American, and freighted with a valuable 
cargo of contraband goods for the port of Alvarado. 
Being insured, the survivors treated their misfortune with 
characteristic phlegm. The villagers were ready with 
offers of hospitality, and before long the beach was almost 
deserted, only a few men remaining to seixe whatever 
might drift on shore on the final breaking up of the ^^eck. 

Desirous of witnessing the end, I waited with 'Cen- 
tura. ** Wherever there is carrion," he whispered, " the 
Tultures are not far off : we shall presently see those who 
caused the wreck." 

A row of mangroves was between us and the beach, 
and concealed the party from observation. We had not 



long to wait. . A troop of horsemen made their appear- 
ance ; advancing along the edge of the water, they halted 
a short distance from the trees as though to ascertain 
their position, and one of the number rode forward alone. 
" The scoundrel has been to fetch a reinforcement," mut- 
tered the pilot. In the stranger I had no difficulty in 
recognising the cavalier who had caused me some uneasi- 
ness on my way to Boca-del-Bio. He rode a short distance 
into the water, the better to survey the bales and pack- 
ages which were beginning to come on shore; his dark 
figure showed in bold relief over the white surface of the 
sea. "Who can hand me a rifle ?" asked Ventura. A 
musket was placed in his hands by one of the villagers; 
he fired : we saw horse and rider disappear beneath the 
waves. The other robbers took to flight without waiting 
for a second discharge. Presently a man rose f^m the 
water and rushed upon the beach : it was the leader, the 
ball destined for him had only hit the horse. Ventura 
ran to keep him back ; there was a struggle, and before 
we oonld get near to separate the combatants it was 
already over. The pilot lay stretched on the sand, 
while the robber, who believed that his dagger had given 
a fatal thrust, made off at the top of his speed. 

Ventura rose painfully. " I could not get at him," he 
said, " but never mind, I made him out to be that rascal 
Campos? Positively I am not wounded, but it is a 
miracle that he did not pin me to the ground." 

" Did you say the fellow's name was Campos," asked 
Calros, pressing forwards ; " Tereso Campos." 

" Yes. Tereso Campos." 

" It is the man I seek," continued the Jarocho, iqueei- 
ing my hand. 

" You* seeking for him ? " inquired the pilo^ " and 
why ? " 

" To kiU him," replied Calros, with heroic simplicity. 

" Well 1 I undertake that you shall find him to-mor- 
row, and he will be lucky if he escape a second time." 

"You hear him, scnor cavalier," said the Jarocho, 
turning to me, "you also are interested in pursuing 
Campos." 

For the moment, however, every other purpose gave 
way to that of dividing the spoils, which now floated on 
shore from the wreck in great quantities. The artidaa 
were placed in a pile, and apportioned with strict impar- 
tiality; Ventura took for his share a few chests of Irish 
linen. I began to suspect that it was not pure disinter- 
estedness which actuated the villagers in their opposition 
to the fugitive band of plunderers. So promptly was the 
booty carried away, that in a few minutes Calros and I 
were left alone on the beach ; we, in turn proceeded to 
the village, where we partook of a frugal repast to pre- 
pare ourselves for the coming fatigue, and then bent our 
steps to the place where the pilot was waiting for us. 

in a small creek shaded by willows, Ventura was pre- 
paring a canoe for an expedition. This mode of travel- 
ing was fiur more agreeable than a weary tramp through 
the wood as I had anticipated. Calros knew how to row; 
we took our places, and aided by the flood tide were soon 
gliding rapidly up the dark current. The gloomy forest 
rose on either hand ; sometimes the stream was so narrow 
that the trees overhung, and formed a dense vaulted 
canopy. After rowing some time in silence the pilot and 
the Jarocho began to converse on the chances of the en- 
terprise : our position was not an enviable one, and an 
enemy posted in a tree above our heads might take hit 
choice of any one of the three as his victim. The night 
was so dark that it was scarcely possible to distinguish 
objects ; we had kept on for more than two hours, when 
Calros rested for a few moments to breathe. Tlie canoe, 
left to itself, drifted broadside to the current. " Keep her 
in a hne with the stream," exclaimed Ventura sharply, 
" for supposing that we meet no human enemies, yet the 
wind may have blown down a tree, and a collision broad- 
side on would infallibly capsize us. And the danger 
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would be the greater, seeing that sharks not imfrequently 
come up as far as this with the flood." 

This was a new perils one that I had not expected, 
and the thought of the repose and comfort I might have 
enjoyed by remaining at Vera Crui caused me a little yeza- 
tion. Odros, however, needed no second warning, and 
betook hlmscdf to his oar with redoubled ardour. We 
bad airived at a spot where two high steep banks some- 
what singularly narrowed the rivei^s bed. A few yards 
farther, where there was not width for the oars, Ventura 
was obliged to use a boat-hook against the rapidity of the 
descending current. Presently the stream widened again, 
but the banks rose proportionately higher. Lofty rocks 
hollowed by the stream overhung the water IDce the 
broken arch of a bridge. Under Uiese sonorous vaults, 
every stroke of the oar woke a ringing echo. We 
advanced at hazard* in the deepest obscurity, totally un- 
able to perceive whether each pull might not impel us 
against the rocky diff. " We want a tiger-cat's eyes to 
see our way here," said the pilot. 

" Is there much more of it ? " inquired Calros. 

" A fbw good strokes of the oars will bring us out," re- 
plied Ventura, "but the great difficulty is to discover the 
entrance of the channel leading from this basin : it is as 
narrow as that by which we came in. Take the pole, senor 
cavalier, and try if we are approaching the rocks." 

I did aa was bidden. The canoe had not lost her direct 
line, I could touch nothing with the pole on either side. 
''All is wellt" I said, and we are in the midlde of the 
stream." 

The rowers applied themselves again to the oars, the light 
vessel flew over the water. All at once the pole stTuck 
violently against the rock, and escaped from my hands, 
and I was thrown from my seat. There was a noise of 
breaking branches, and the canoe suddenly stopped. 

" What is this ? " exclaimed the pilot, rushing forwards, 
as his hands encountered an inextricable tangle of lianas 
and interwoven branches. ** Demonic ! the villains have 
set a dead tree adrift, and the current has brought it here 
to bar our passage. How shall we now get out of this 
pass ? A lump of rock hurled ih>m above would crush us 
before we could force our way." 

The evidence was overwhebning, I kept nlence. The 
safest plan was to return to the channel by which we had 
entered, but the canoe was so fast as to resist all our 
efforts at extrication. A few moments passed in a vain 
struggle to accomplish the object : suddenly a thundering 
voice resounded above our heads, and the cry echoed : 
"Who goes there?" 

" Genie de pat, friends." I replied, at the pilot's 
suggestion. 

"That won't do. There are three of you, and I must 
hear three voices." 

" Well then, Caramba ! " exclaimed the Jarocho, "let 
Campos know that I am here; I, Calros Romero of 
Manantial." 

" And ask him also," added the pilot boldly, " if he 
remembers the name of Sinforoso Ventura of Boca-del- 
Rio." 

A shrill whistle ran through the wood; both banks 
were occupied. The moments seemed to pass slowly as 
ages, at last certain indistinct forms appeared on the rocks 
above us, menacing cries resounded, and flickering Ughts 
shone on the stream. Ventura fired among the bandits 
without further delay, but they had the advantage over 
us in position, and in weapons more terrible thiui ours. 
A report answered the pilot's fire, then an enormous mass 
of rock, laboriously displaced, was hurled into the river; 
the water broke into our canoe, and a yell of agony burst 
from Ventura. For our parts, half-choked by the sud- 
den dash, we felt the canoe spring as though on the crest 
of a wave, and breaking loose from the branches, drift 
rapidly down the river. When I recovered consdous- 
n€ss« the pilot was no longer with us. I called hinp 



several times, Calros alone answered. "It is all over 
with him. Did you not hear his last cry ? He is at the 
bottom of the river. Now for ourselves." 

A speedy retreat was our only remaining chance ot 
safety. The Jarocho had retaken the oars, and was row- 
ing vigorously. No sound was heard but the deaving of 
tho water under the measured strokes. Had the enemy 
lost our traces, or was he waiting for us at the intricate 
opening by which we had entered. We passed, however, 
in safety, and having reached a comparatively open spot 
on one of the banks, we landed. Having ascertained that 
00 lurking foe was near, we determined on taking an 
hour's rest, and to consist on the means of continuing 
our adventure, either by land or water. The first gleams 
of day were brightening the heavens ; we were about in- 
stalling oursdves in the modest encampment, when, to 
our great surprise, we heard a well-known voice pro- 
nounce both our names. It was Ventura's voice. At 
first we believed ourselves the sport of a hallucination ; 
but very soon we could no longer doubt the resurrection 
of the brave pilot, who appeareid on the other bank, and 
requested us to fetch him over. To cross the stream was 
but a moment's work for Calros. • " By what mirade are 
you still of this world ? " I immediately asked, " I have 
yet in my ears the cry of agony which escaped you." 

" And it was that cry which saved your lives," replied 
Ventura ; " as for the mirade, it is only one for those who 
have never seen a Mexican of good race at battle with 
danger. When I saw that we ran risk of being crushed 
without defence, I leaped from the canoe into the branches 
of the tree that barrod our passage; and when the rock 
fell, I gave the scream which you took for a death yell. 
The wretches who threw it were deodved as well as you. 
and took to their heels. An hour afterwards I made my 
way quietly up the opposite bank of the river, knowing 
that I ahould overtake you somewhere, and as you see, 
am not mistaken. We shall now resume our pursuit, and 
you, senor Calros, who were so impatient before this new 
attempt, to avenge yourself on Campos, your desire will 
now be much more lively. I have friends at the village 
where Campos lives ; we will go there, and bring our- 
selves face to fitce with him j and in two hours hence your 
desires will be gratified." 

No further lult was to be thought of. We set off again 
in the canoe, still ascending the stream, which so gloomy 
in the night, sparkled and danced in the sunshine. After 
rowing the time specified, we came to a place where the 
banks sunk to a level, and the fields of sugar-cane covered 
the ground with their wavy verdure; on one side they 
were bounded by a chain of low hills. "We must land 
here, said the pilot, " the village is behind those hills." 

We landed, and Ventura in advance, walked to the 
houses. All was quiet, some of the inhabitants reclining 
carelessly in their hammocks under the trees, saluted the 
pilot as an old acquaintance. He answered briefly to the 
queries respecting occurrences at the coast, and asked for 
Campos, at the same time explaining the cause of Calros* 
visit. Tliis was wdcome intdligence to the lasy and con- 
tentious group. We went to the hut pointed out as be- 
longing to Campos: he was also in his hammock. I 
could not hdp admiring the strength of will with which 
he succeeded in conceaUng his confusion at the sight of 
Ventura, whom he doubtless bdieved at the bottom of 
the river. He rose up quietly, looked at us with dis- 
dainful curiosity, and seemed unmoved, except on seeing 
Cahros. 

" Who put you on my track ? " he demanded. 

"31a Josefa," answered the Jarocho, "it is by her 
orders that I come here from Manantial." 

" Half a word is enough for a quick ear," rejoined 
Campos, " i am at your service." 

The conditions of the duel were forthwith settled, and 
we walked slowly to the ground, about a mile distant. It 
was on the border of one of the marshy lakes, common 
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in some parts of Mexico, where the sandy slope termi- 
nated in a loose and crumbling precipice. In a few 
minutes Campos arrived with his friends; when the 
gronnd was measured off, and the combatants took their 
plaoes. I heard the signal, and heard, with choldng heart, 
the slash of the two blades ; I had turned away my head, 
but at a cry which was uttered, an irresistible movement 
made me again look on the party. A man who had 
rushed suddenly to the top of the slope, brandished the 
fragment of a sword in his hand, while blood streamed 
from his side x it was Campos. So rapid was his flight, 
that his opponent had not yet moved from the ground. 
One of the bystanders approached to supply Campos with 
a weapon in place of that which had broken, but he came 
too late. The fugitive, exhausted by the effort he had 
made, staggered, and fell down on the sand. For a 
moment he tried to maintain his position on the steep 
bank, but the shifting soil crumbled in his stiffened hands, 
and the unhappy wretch, after a horrible struggle for a 
few moments, rolled into the lake buried in an avalanche 
of sand. 

Calros* escape was now to be effected ; we hastened to 
the canoe, and aided by the descending current, reached 
Boca-del-Rio in the course of a few hours. The brave 
qualities of Calros made such an impression on Ventura, 
tiiat he intreated the Jarocho to remain, and share with 
him in the business of a pilot. But Calros refused ; his 
heart was far away in the interior, in the forest village of 
Manantial. It was not without emotion that I took leave 
of him, as he set spurs to his horse and disappeared in 
the wood. Two days afterwards I sailed for the United 
States. 

[I%tf " Fanitmgo at Mammtial ** appeured in No. S8.] 



PASSING AWAY. 

Flowen bloom but to wither. 

Trees bud to decay, 
The atrong and the lovely 
Are paaaing away, 
" Pannxig away I " 
Singpi the lad heart and gay. 
Oh 1 all that's around us, 
Is passing away. 

The birds as they sit 

On the dew-covered spray. 
Their song gives the chorus 

Of " pasting away," 
Passing away. 

To the land of the dead. 

To the dwellings of clay. 
Our haste-making footsteps 

Are passing away. 
Passing away. 

Hearts with lofty aspirings, 
Heads wrinkled and grey. 
On the dust that's beneath you 
Read " passing away t" 
" Passing away ;" 
Sings the sad heart and gay, 
Oh I all that's around us 
Says " passing away." 

w. c. 



COUNTRY LIFE— A SPECIMEN OF A RURAL 

DIARY. 

Of all rural books — and our literature is richer in 
.them than that of any other country — ^four or five occur 
to me at this moment as pre-eminent : Walton's 
•• Angler,'* Howltf s " Rural Life in England," Miss 
Mitfosd's "OurVUlage," White's " Natural History of 



Selbome,** and that worthy -flopplement and contrast to 

it, St. John*8 "Natural History and Wild Sports of the 

Highlands." Of them all, the "Natural History of 

Selbome," is the best known and most popular, it has 

settled itself as a standard work with such felicitous hits 

as "Robinson Crusoe," the "Pilgrim's Progress," and 

" Don Quixote," while, like them, it supplies the modd 

of a whole race of interesting descendants, in which, were 

it nothing else, we are glad to rerive remembrance of our 

old friends. It is, indeed, in a certain direction, the 

most delightful of all these refreshing country books ; 

there is more poetry and Tariety in the others; but the 

author shows such a persevering earnestness, such a 

serious simplicity in gossiping about nature, enters so 

into the heart of his topic, and, above all, betrays so 

fond a partiality for binls, — those universal favoiuites 

which seem to express the very spirit of earth, air, woods, 

and water, — that we cannot help loving the man and 

sympathizing with him. He is, after sJl, meeker than 

the "meek angler;" he is, at the same time, scientific in 

his aim, where Walton is merely personal and moralizing; 

a kind of saintly hypocritical old hermit, who commits 

sacrilege against his own religion ; or, a grown*up boy, 

so fond of all life, as to be always ti7ing to extract it» 

seeming to tell you, with the utmost gravity, that " they 

are accustomed to it." It was a happy notion, too, that 

of White's, to confine himself within a oertain limit for 

the sake of accuracy, as well as with a secret oonsdouaneei 

of that general feeling which makes us love limitation 

sometimes, and own "the weight of too mnch liberty." 

After being overwhelmed with tiie news of the world, we 

turn occasionally with a quaint zest to see how mnch may 

be found at home ; everybody has fimded how delightftd 

it would be to live in a small island; and if examined 

well, the charm of " Robinson Crusoe" will appear not 

to consist more in its adventurous desolateness, than in 

a character identical ?dth that of White's " nwnogn^hy,*' 

as he would caU it. Nothing comes wrong to Mm, 

neither ; from gipsies down to gossamer, from the eagle 

to the field-mouse, he goes into it with his whole heui» 

with a bit of new information about them all. Oh how 

eloquently full he is upon swallows, those sacred fismiliars 

of human life, that build in the eaves, the chimneys, the 

rafters, the church-towers of man, in pieferenoe to the 

green branches! The mysterious summer-bird, that 

comes over seas and mountains to the same lintel again 

— if there is anything about Selbome that is dearer than 

another to him, it is the swallow^-which he would even 

fain prove English and Selbomian altogether, by making 

it sleep the winter through. Accordingly, this sort of 

natural history differs from that of Wilson and Audubon 

just as observing what comes to one differs from going to 

seek; the delight of the one is the punctually-returning^ 

domestic, but for-travelled swallow — ^the glory of the 

other is the magnificently homeless eagle* that comes 

upon us like the close of a MUtonic book. White, like 

Cowper, views everything from the Englishman's fire-side; 

his method is quite congenial to us islanders, accustomed 

to regard our country as 

"—This happy breed of men, this tittle world. 
This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England." 

And the two methods represent the two principles in 
science, the generalizing and the particularizing ; the 
first, pursuing unity through variety, the second, dis- 
covering variety in unity. A sufficient number of 
" Natural Histories," like the Selbome one, would supply 
materials for a pretty complete system of the world. 

But the greatest value of such books is the Ught they 
cast, to people in general, upon any spot a man may 
happen to have his dwelling fixed in ; giving zest to 
ceaseless observation, while they at once arrange the 
■confused chaos of nature for him into something manage- 
able. How many persons in the country do not knoir 
I one bird from another, almost,-»and could not even nama 
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the Tarious trees, mach lets the wild flowers^ which they 
see 1 Without going near scientific omithology or botany, 
it would be a great deal just to know the external facts, 
habits, and similarities as they are discoverable by every- 
body ; and, after all, let systematic classifications be of 
what use they may, the most delightfully fruitful natural 
history is that in which, as in actual nature, one thing 
runs into another, each department is illustrated by each, 
bird, tree, plant, earth, atmosphere, and man himself are 
oontinually intermingling. The eye that sees thus gains 
a kind of instinct, like that of the animated and organised 
objects themselves, never separating them to be classified, 
although illuminating them with the lore of classification ; 
neitherzoologist, botanist, mineralogist, nor meteorologist, 
but a naturalist in the highest sense, who feels a certain 
■ingla spirit of nature permeating and redoubling all, 
in absence from which unity he would see falsely. It is 
thus the painter paints, and the poet represents, so that 
the German poet said, a man should become a tree, a 
sheep, or a stone, in order to reproduce them aright. 

I have often thought that if some one, were he only 
capacitated by enthusiasm, and a determination so to 
notice tiungs, were to write a " Rural Year," and that 
limited* like White's book, by some sort of territorial 
bounds, with a quiet^ home-loving centre to steady it, 
there might be a happy addition to our evening fire-side 
ezcnrsions. Railways, after all, are not so quick as 
thought and words for taking us from business to the 
country ; nor can they make us live in it, and revive the 
leaves in winter. In this book there should be scenes 
and incidents, descriptions of landscape and sky, only 
with the graphic individuality of literal copying. 

It is not at all, as fulfilling any part of this demand, 
but merely by way of illustrating its force, that the 
writer introduces here some notes of rural life ; amongst 
the latest snatches, not of a then leisurely resident, but of 
in tntermpted visitor. Nutta (b'et eine iinea — ^no day 
without its mark — is a motto good in the enjoyment of 
country after town; and whether of skies, trees, weather, 
men, animals, or incidents, such would enter into our 
proposed scheme, if but interesting and vividly given. 
The best, and natural way, of defining one's scope, would 
be to take the radius of a healthy walk for its measure, 
and draw one of these radii every day from centra to cir- 
cumfisranoe. Perhaps, however, had there even been time 
to study, and room to record it, a pleasant association 
would have inclined one to adhero to the somewhat 
arbitrary, parochial definition of the good Selbome 
clergyman, whose ideas were in this, at least, eccle- 
nastical, and who appeared to see a " terminal figure of 
Pan" upon the demarcation of his church, while the 
sacred spire, haunted by swifts, was, in his estimation, 
the best pictorial point of the landscape. As it is, the 
district referred to, shall be one parish only, lying, as a 
kind of middle ground between our Scotch Lowlands 
and Highlands ; a locality, by the way, which probably 
affords always the best medium either for the scenery or 
the people one would Uke to live amongst. One or two 
of the Grampians, Ben Lomond, Benledi, and Benvoirlich, 
fbrm the distant back ground, misty or azure as the mood 
may be; Stirling Castle, and the head of the purple 
Ochils stand opposite, smitten often by the eastern 
Ught, like the shore and island of an old sea-hoUow. The 
interval looks tumbled and heaved into little short up- 
lands, before the calm level of the Strath swells to the 
greater mountain crests ; along, in the first bend of these 
■mailer undulations, lies the homely-like, dingy village 
of Donne, with its red chureh-tower, and the ruins of its 
old castle aside, by the channelly river Teith. On the 
other side of the bridge is a large cotton-factory, with 
its whole establishment of neat dwellings, walks, and re- 
l^reshing plantations, which the workers in the upper 
rooms can see out of the windows ttom amongst their 
busy mechanism; its deep-coloured mass of buildings is 



relieved against the far-ofiP blue side of Benledi, and its 
four mighty water-wheels within are turned slowly by the 
stream, while its pent-up noise is heard rumbling for 
miles away. From south and east, the lowland parish 
next to it, totally different in character, creeps round the 
neighbourhood of the village with its rich masses of 
wood, and its agricultural or aristocratic policies; to 
the north, lie bare brown uplands of pasture and 
moor, called, locally, "the Braes," which are dotted 
here and there by a solitary farm-house, each with its 
single cluster of trees. To westward, again, -appears the 
opening of the true Highlands, and the tourist's road 
thither sweeps past the comer of the village. The plan- 
tations of Scotch fir prevailing hereabouts, have a dark, 
cold, hungry look, that reminds one of winter before- 
hand, and so have the round eminences, uncovered before 
the bare sky, or topped by grazing cattle, growing hay, 
or the shocks of corn. But the green larches inter- 
mixed with them, and the wild oak underwood that 
thickens along the hazy valley towards the Highlands, 
temper this severer aspect ; when the sun just dips over 
the broken shoulder of huge Benledi, towering up in 
firont, a moist green light hovers over this far-drawn 
interval, and the atmosphere above becomes visible 
in a gush of purple, against which the strong black 
pine-wood and the village houses stand as a rough fore- 
ground. 

June 8th. — ^Fresh from town; the dingy masses of 
" Auld Reekie," and the long stone avenues and pave- 
ments of " Modem Athens," now rather empty ; for stu- 
dents have long ago gone to rusticate, even the lawyer^s 
clerk has his fortnight. Princes Street is watered for 
behoof of weary milliners and printers' devils, who cross 
over the pavement to skirt the railed gardens. A soft 
summer rain half the night, soaking Uie honey-suckle 
leaves outside the window of my ground-floor bed-room. 
For an hour, till I went to sleep thinking of the hills 
which the darkness had prevented me from seeing, I heard 
the land-rail or " corn-crake " jarring amongst the green 
com behind the garden — a sound annoying enough, if you 
did not know it ; but long ago, as early as I can remember, 
it used to be familiar in the fields of springing oats and 
barley. Along the level of the ground you hear it for 
half-a-mile at night, and feel in your bed that it is buried 
amongst green blades ; a sort of gigantic grasshopper or 
cricket. " Crake ! crake ! crake !" The cuckoo and 
ringdove for the woods, the lark for the sky, the nightin- 
gale in gardens, but the corn-crake for fields I How 
it brings early things to remembrance, as firesh as the 
young grain it is so fond of living amongst ! This bird 
seems to leave very soon, since we always associate it 
with the com when green and unbrairded, sdthough in the 
south of England, according to naturalists, it u seen only 
in autumn, and that but rarely. Here, too, it appears not 
to be common, whereas on the Borders it was far other- 
wise ; there I recollect, as a great feat, catching one when 
I was a boy. It was as mysterious as the cuckoo, never 
rising or coming out of the com, where I had found this 
one flat upon the ground, as if to hide ; so that I ex- 
amined attentively its diminutive grey body, its awkward 
little wings, long legs, its long-ridged bill, turned down at 
the end, with a slug still in it. I was astonished that so 
small a creature could make such a sound, when I had 
rather likened it In my imagination to a drake at the 
least; and it kept peering at me with its little round 
bright eye, as if wondering what I was going to do. I 
happened, however, to set it down for a moment, a good 
way from the field ; off it set, running like a human being, 
but at such a pace that even my dog coald not overtake it, 
and it buried itself again in the forest of green com. Me- 
thought it quacked and jarred that night with renewed 
exultant vigour, for all the world like a night-policeman's 
rattle ; but even in those days I had a sort of dewy, leafy, 
drowsy feeling of delight at hearing the com-crake as I 



went to sleep late of a summer night. The children 
thereabouts had a rhyme — 

" Corn-crake, corn-crake, 
Good harvcitt may ^e make, 
Worm, oobit,* snail-snake — f 
Ilka Quack that ye make 
That 's a bannock mair to bake — 
When the com { and barley shake, 
Then it '■ time to shear^ and rake— 
Ye '11 no find the corn-crake 1 " 

As to the main tmth of this bit of embodied natural 
history I cannot say ; but with respect to birds in general, 
perhaps it contributes to the kindly sentiment with which 
they are regarded, that of all wild animals, or ferte natura, 
they are the most obviously useful. Even little Robin, so 
apparently helpless and pet-like — the little winter robin 
that man loves — had a pretty story invented for him to 
show that he was ser\'iceable : a pathetic out-gush of 
caressing fancy, like that of children in response to his 
chirps at the snowy window — 

" For robin red-brea«t piously 
Did cover them Milh leaves." 

This morning at seven I went out into the garden, to 
enjoy the hour before breakfast ; and, oh I the blessed 
balmy air, the deeply blue sky, in which all colours and 
objects stand out so distinct, the open hollow filled with 
music, and the delicate clouds resting in empty atmos- 
phere ! £very leaf had its dewy halo, the varying outline 
of the trees at a distance was crisp and green against the 
light ; the nimble swifts dashed in and out of the old 
castle ; the lark dropped twinkling down firom overhead, 
with a shaft of sunshine on its back. The slates of the 
Tillage houses behind, steeped in the sun; the gaily 
tinted clothes spread upon the high paling; the patch of 
luxuriant clover topping up to the hedges of a cottage 
garden, with a myriad of bees and butterflies busy about 
it; the smoke rising straight over the trees ; — all formed 
a picture exquisitely rural. The fresh rapture of morning 
recalled, as it were, every former moment of delight, and 
we became a boy again, preparing for a long ramble into 
the country on the first morning of the holidays, abso- 
lutely ready to lie dovm and kick up our heels from sheer 
excess of joy. Methought for the time there were no 
such things as town, work, study, struggling to live, or 
disagreeable humanity. 

June 9th. — Having few days to spend, resolved to see 
something new every one of them, and make a week of it. 
To-day we walked along towards a fiirm house at some 
distance, across fields, over hedges, palings, and waUs, by 
the side of pleasantly sequestered fences in bottoms of 
meadow hay, and through the midst of grazing cattle ; 
from whence were always breaking now and then glimpses 
of the flat lowland landscape to southward, or of the tall 
fine mountains to the west. We were translating a Ger- 
man poet together as we walked along, which was a quaint 
bit of pretext against the mere idleness of remarks upon 
fine views, rich foregrounds, beautiful distances, et cetera; 
not to speak of pure expressions of consciousness that 
one was in the country. There was besides the task of 
restnuning a favourite dog which accompanied us, and 
whose ardour for beating-up the long grass or clumps of 
fern was extreme; he seemed to revel in rural liberty 
more than myself, and would dart off as if for the very 
sake of running; so that every now and then, in the 
pauses of looking for him, there was an unconstrained 
Influx of objects upon our senses, that otherwise would 
have escaped attention. One may have noticed how much 
more wonderfully vivid and significant nature is, when 
thus coming frt>m aside, than when you have set out a 
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sight-seeking. Bnt the beauty of this day lay in tha 
upper air; below, the scenery had a hard, sleepy, vapid 
look, characteristic of summer days in some kinds of land- 
scape, without contrast of light and shadow, or arrange- 
ment : close at hand, everything was rustically delicious, 
while in perspective it wanteid outline. It was dif- 
ferent, however, if you looked up at the sky, as I was 
struck to observe on turning round : there, indeed, was 
the point towards which an artist should have made his light 
and his purpose to converge. Only one or two clouds hung 
in the blue vault ; but one of these stood out in a great 
white mass, heaped up, motionless, and so prominently 
relieved from air, that you might have thought of shooting 
an arrow into its huge bosom. Suspended at noon over 
wood, village, valley, hill, and tower, it looked the image 
of sublime silence, divine mystery : the celestials mightf 
have looked down from its pure heights, or it might hava 
been gathering for the trumpet of an archangel to burst 
forth from it. I thought of meteorology, too, how I 
should have liked for one year to make a cloud-calendar^ 
with the view of being able to read its portents, as well as 
to treasure up a science of sky-scenery. In the neigh- 
bourhood of mountains, however, weather-wisdom be 
comes a very complicated matter, and I found the 
prognostications of the farmers both at variance with 
each other and unsystematic: whereas at sea, for in- 
stance, this sphere of observation is reducible under much 
more definite laws, and there is a general " body of me- 
teorology " afloat that would be valuable if recorded. By 
the way, it is an amusing localism of dialect as you get 
towards the Highlands, that the people refer all relations 
or movements of place to "east" and "west;" an Eng- 
lishman directs by " right " and " left," or by land-marks 
and roads ; but here it seems impossible for you not to ba 
" going east " or " going west," without even a whisper 
of north and south. 

Near the farm-house we perceived the young farmer 
himself, cautiously looking over a tall hedge, as if at some- 
thing extraordinary. To our astonishment, on the other 
side a singular contest was going on between a large hare 
with two leverets, and a black carrion crow. The hare 
was protecting her young from the onset of the ugly 
bird of prey, which came every now and then upon 
them with a harsh croak and a flap of its wings ; where- 
upon he was roughly saluted by the fore-feet of the hare, 
which absolutely leapt upon him. Back jumped the crow, or 
"hoodie," as the farmer called it, hopping unwieldily along 
the ground with his wings spread, and uttering a diabo- 
lical scream ; the hare facing round between him and the 
leverets, as often as he changed his line of attack, nor did 
the little creatures offer to run away. The crow hitherto 
had the worst of it, but the struggle would soon have ter- 
minated fatally for the hare, as we saw from the approadi 
of a new foe, in shape of the female " corby," which sud- 
denly came floating over some trees, attracted by the 
signals of her amiable spouse. At this point the farmer, 
however, interfered ; drove off the rapacious birds, which 
retreated only to a little distance ; took up the leverets, 
and carried them to the edge of the next plantation, 
which the mother followed, apparently forgetfid for the 
time of her natural timidity, under the holy power of 
affection. My companion was reminded of an incident 
not less curiously illustrative of the character of hares, 
which are hereabouts so numerous that no fewer thaa 
fifty have been seen feeding in one field of a morning, 
thanks to the watchful care of game-preserving proprie- 
tors. Some time before, he had observed a young hare 
crouching before him in a turnip-field, and having heard 
that if you walked slowly round a hare with your eye 
fixed upon it, tho animal would be fascinated beyond 
power of escape, ho tried the experiment successfully 
contracting the circle by degrees tUl he had caught it in 
his hands. He carried it across the field, and then set it 
down in a Airrow, where it lay panting, but watching his 
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motions with its bright, pathetic eyo» till he had retired a 
few paces backward. The hare then cautiouBly hopped 
over a couple of furrows, and lay down again ; then yen- 
tnred upon three or four with the same result, several times 
in succession; until at last, reassured of its own powers, 
it cocked up its little tail, and went scampering out of sight. 

June 11th. — In the evening strolled along the hilly 
windhig road towards the Bridge of Allan ; amongst deep 
woods of beech and oak, with fresh glimpses of rural 
landscape, and pure blue distance beyond breaking 
through the early summer verdure. The golden sunlight 
from far over Benlomond streamed behind me on the 
curled oak-leaves, and the mossy twigs; I was reading 
one of Fouqu^'s wildly etherial tales, full of flickering alle- 
gory and poetical significance ; the scenery looked in with 
a sort of happy marginal comment, and I could have ex- 
pected some grey oadc-root to beckon to me, or Undine's 
foce and hair to gleam for a moment out of the brook. 
AU of a sudden I heard a light trotting sound upon the 
road behind me ; I looked up from my book, and saw a roe 
deer with her fawn skirt the broken rustic fence, then 
dash into the underwood again^ like a graceful vision 
afforded me to realize the unworldly fancies of the poet. 
Deer are so for-away and unusual a sight to us nowadays, 
that an occasional glimpse of them seems to carry convic- 
tion of many another association, vanished or unreal. 
But a short time ago, however, the winter season used to 
bring them down to the very village gardens ; and the old 
people have vmous adventures to relate of sly night excur- 
sions for venison up about the braes, when the foot-marks 
upon the snow saved all necessity for dog or hound, and 
the light upon it dazzled the victim enough to make it a 
standing shot. Now and then, in a walk through the 
young woods in this neighbourhood, one starts up a stray 
doe or &wn, just giving yon time to notice its dun or 
dappled sides gUnoe amongst the leaves, as well as to 
feel that wild thrill of passion for the chase which is so 
universal. Even a solitary red deer, ostracized by its 
companions, has been known to cross over from the 
mountains, raising a whole countryside, and making 
many an old gun and pistol be frirbished up, while 
youthful heroes at school have conceived unutterable 
achievements in their breasts regarding it. But let him 
who has seen the leader of a herd of red deer raise his 
branching head from the slope of a mountain, snuffing 
the wind, and bellowing in the airy silence of the hills, — 
or an eagle rise above some bare cliff into the blue, 
breathless noon — ^let him say what a new spirit it put 
into Highland peaks, with the Highland lake and wood 
steeping in a sultry, purple glare beyond ! 

June 12th. — Set off early in the morning for an ex- 
cursion to the top of Uam-Var, the first of the Grampian 
chain, celebrated by Sir Walter, and in this parish ; its 
name is pronounced by the natives more like Uimh 
Vohr, After one stage of uphill road through ground, at 
least in cultivation and wooded, we reached a friendly farm 
Ibr breakfast, which was partaken of with appetite ; and 
an acquaintance, the farmer's eldest son, accompanied us. 
Our next point was to get up to the "braes," no small 
adiievement, as the way led over an apparently boundless 
stretch of ascending moorland, where you went up to the 
loins in heather, and were in danger of losing yourself 
amongst a labyrinth of moss hags. This was rather a doubt- 
ful day, so that as the thin mist crept slowly up, rolling 
round a horizon of barren moor, we were fiiUy consci- 
ous of our felidty in having a guide. He told us that 
once, being alone here, and happening to turn round, on 
his way to one of the " brae " firms, he wandered for half 
the day in a fog, and found himself finally at a place mid- 
way betwixt home and his destination. The heather was 
not yet in full bloom, in which case the broad purple flush 
over heath, knoll, height, and wold, is delightful, while 
the variety of pluits ^ords a rich treat to tiie botanist; 
here and there a knot of the rare white heather is to be 



met with. Fartridges, with their loud whirr, and black 
moor fowl, sprang from before our feet ; to the left, in a 
vapoury hollow, lay a small dark lake, called Loch Mochaik* 
half of which in August is white with gorgeous water Ulies, 
and which abounds with pike, large enough sometimes to 
drown the herons that frequent it. Upon a desolate 
brown mound of heath we fell in with the hut of some 
herd-boys, neatly built, furnished with a chimney, under 
which still burnt the embers of a fire ; doubtiess chosen 
for its commanding prospect, as they and their dogs might 
there overlook a dozen herds, while some shower was pass- 
ing from the mountains. Suddenly we looked down into 
the greener vale of a rapid stream, along which were 
stripes of meadow hay; the hollow leading up to a 
thatched farm-stead, with its black peat-stacks, hayricks, 
and clump of trees, looking as if many an upland blast 
had visited them. Here we had a second relay of refresh- 
ments, and then began to ascend a still more extensive 
and difficult range of slopes ; their peculiarity being that 
every twenty yards you had to descend or leap over a deep 
peat-rift, fall of immense lumps of moss shagged with 
heather, as if the moory upland had been regularly split 
into so many cracks. The only ease was when we kept 
by the bank of a stream ; but an hour and a half of this 
vigorous exercise brought us under a shoulder of the hiU, 
which appeared crowned with large stones. This we sur- 
mounted quite out of all breath and strength ; as we did so, 
a multitude of rabbits vanished into their holes, and we 
occupied their place of council amongst the blocks for 
shelter from a shower of rain, as well as to discuss some 
oat-cakes and whiskey, brought by our more experienced 
guide, in spite of previous disclaimers on our part. It is 
indeed wonderful how many appetites people can find on 
such an occasion I The rain over, all at once the mists 
began rolling up to the top of the hill, till at last moor and 
brae, with the distant country, shone out in the bright- 
ness of a fine summer afternoon; the fog crept above 
from point to point, and finally disappeared like a grey 
Ossianic spirit firom the top into pure air. We proceeded 
to examined the cave of an ancient Highland robber or 
cateran, who in former times had made his fisstness in a 
rocky deft upon the shoulder next the top. It was a per- 
fect mystery of slabs, blocks, and deep narrow fissures, per- 
pendicular and winding; but withal so black, damp, and 
uninviting, that you could hardly have expected any indivi- 
dual to take up his residence there, however long ago. 
One part, capable of being closed up by a single stone^ 
was pointed out as the pen in which this primitive Mac- 
nab, Machiren, or Macgregor, used to drive Ats cattle ; 
another, where the rift grew deeper, and so narrow thafe 
I hung in it with a hand on each side, constituted the 
entrance to a blsck recess resembling the mouth of a coal 
pit, and requiring lights for its examination ; this was the 
empty home of "our late lamented friend." From the 
top of this curious cave, however, there was a noble view 
outspread; the round blue sky shot down to a long ridge 
of uplands in the southwest, between was the green ex- 
panse of rich strath and the piuple levels of moor and 
moss, hazy with smoke, softened by the atmosphere^ and 
half concealed by the bulge of successive eminences we 
had climbed. Village, mansion, and wood sprinkled it 
over, the gleaming Forth wound into sight; Stirling 
Castie glistered to the east, and to westmd rose the 
loftier peaks that held morning intercourse with Uam 
Var itself, when they shone in sunrise an hour befbre the 
rest of the worid. We could not help exclaiming, " Cer- 
tainly tills worthy fireebooter had an excellent taste, and 
chose a good prospect I" The idea had comparatire 
originality in it, I thought; but like Blucher from the 
top of St. Paul's, he probably said to himself and his 
friends always, "What for a plunder!" He had the 
fadlity of choosing his cattie afar off, and if possessed of 
a telescope, might have comfortably counted the horns of 
each particular property, which, given the number of 
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Imwdswords to guard them, would no doubt occapy him 
by wiy of mornings computation. 

" The good old Tiilo 
Sufficed him,— the limple phtn, 
Thftt they ahoald take who luiTe the power. 
And tfaoie thoold keep who can." 

Aa we descended half an hour after, a large kite-hawk, 
or " gled«" poising himself on his long wings, and rising 
in circles to look out for some rabbit or other, appeared 
seemingly from this Tery place : possibly he would now 
and then extend his flight to obserre the chickens of our 
friends, the hill-&rmen, or pounce upon the moor-fowL 
This we could scarcely avoid considering an amusing 
instance of that law of compensation, by which nature 
makes up for blanks, mimicking too the improvements, 
as well aa the faults of man. Hundreds of fat sheep 
however were grazing about the old outlaw's resort in 
safety, so that it was a stage in advance, with respect to 
Uam Var at least. 

The top of Uam Var, by the way, is visited like its 
neighbours by that rare bird the ptarmigan; the white or 
Alpine hare is there common ; and in the higher moors, 
there rose from before us pairs of the heavy grouse or 
black-cock, shooting up with the harsh scream which is 
■o musical to the ear of a sportsman. G. C. 



" I REMEMBER THE TIME." 

** I remember the time" when the wild wood had pleasnree 

For me, of more worth than the mine's dasxling wealth I 
And among them, not least of its exquisite treasures, 

Were innocent ior, and the red cheek of health. 
When the song of the lark carolled Bweetl|r above me. 

And the meadows were dotted with daisies aronnd. 
And the deep- welling heart of a mother to Ioto me^ 

In the home, the ooir home of mj childhood, I found I 

When sweet May, with her lap full of blossoms, inrHted 

Bf J young, ardent fiuiey, to pluck where I would, 
As I gased on their opemng b^uties, delighted. 

My choice quite bewildered, so thick they were strewed. 
Her own starry blossoms, white, dewy, dehcious. 

In fragrance and form, would enchain me awhile ; 
Then, in childhood's abuidonment, ever capricious. 

Would the riolet's beau^ my lancy beguile. 

And, aa deepened the Summer, its warmth and its splendour 

Drew the DUttertly forth from its chrysalis tomb, 
To revel 'mid flowers, on wings, light and slender 

As their own lovely petals, and lieh as their bloom : 
Oh I then, with what joy through the fields did I chase it, 

Where the blue coni-flower waved 'mid the bright golden ears ; 
Now lost It one moment, the next to retrace it, — 

Proud manhood, e'en such 1 are thy hopes and thy fears ! 

Tlien eame Autumn, rich-glowing, inviting the ramble. 

Through the lane, up the wood-path embrowned by the sun. 
Where I gathered the oerries that nung on the bramble. 

Nor heeded the scratches such rovings had won ; 
And, haply, ere yet I had half fllled my basket, 

Hie Btorm-doud would gather, and burst o'er my head. 
But I preased it the doeer, as though 'twere a casket 

Of beautifiil Jewels, the brightest e'er shed ! 

Old Winter raproaching, the woods for the " ingle" 

Deserted, tae meadows, all sheeted in snow, 
Hade us glad by the blase of the warm hearth to mingle. 

And list ** Olden Tales" by the log's ruddy glow, 
" I remember the time," but, remembrance is anguish. 

For Oh ! it brings back all the " dream of the past I" 
For life's spring>— Its summer— its autumn we languish, 

When its Wtnter*9 deep gloom hath the landscape o'ereast I 

When no more— oh I no more, the wild wood hath its pleasures, 

When the valvb we've learned of the mine's dasiling wealth ! 
When no longer we share those lost exquisite treasures. 

Tooth's imtoeent uij I and iu red cheek of health I 
When the song of the laxk, heard no longer above us. 

Invitee to the fields, though with daisies they're crowned. 
And the warm-welling heart of a mother to love us, 

No more in the home of our childhood is found ! 

ROBBET E. LaWSON. 



Traitors are like moths, which eat the cloth in which 
they aie bred. 



BEST ROOMS. 

ST VLIZJL COOK. 

Among all the folliea preyalent in the middle classes, 
that of sacrificing family comfort and convenience to the 
absurd desire of having a " best room," is one of the 
most ridiculous. Let it not be inferred that we consider 
good furniture, elegant curtains, and handsome carpets 
as superfluous luxuries for people in plebeian state — for 
from it. Consistent taste and prudent display are to be 
as much admired in the house of a commoner as in the 
saloons of a nobleman ; but when a room is set apart in 
a small domicile as the mere receptacle of company, and 
all in that room held sacred to firigid ceremony and 
ostentatious pretensions; when the chairs are cased in 
Holland jackets, and the carpet puts on its pinafore of 
the same material for months together, when the apart- 
ment is literally " shut up," indicating that £unily 
comfort lies dead within it, then may the "best room" 
be condemned as worse than useless. 

For our own part we think there is something perfectly 
terrifying in being asked into a fine, stately drawing- 
room — ^the polished bars shining with unnatural bright- 
ness — ^the fire-irons arranged in stiff angles, evidently 
never appropriated to their purpose — the tables most 
geometrically studded with glossy, unread volumes of 
rubbish, and the besilked and betasselled sofas, looking 
as if they were intended for anything but sitting on. 
We give an involuntary shudder as we are left to gaze 
upon costly chimney-ornaments and japanned screens, 
while the lady of the house is, most probably, making 
a rush to execute the metamorphose of dress and cap. 
We would much rather have been introduced to the 
common parlour, where we should have beheld some 
signs of social vitality and thawed ourselves into good- 
humoured cheerfulness; but then and there we might 
have seen a basket of stockings and socks undergoing 
the process of repair, the youngsters might have been 
lugging the chairs about, and left a tailless horse and 
wheelless cart in the foreground. We might have formed 
suspicions that bloaters had been among the matin con- 
diments, and oh ! most dire of all ! we might have fbund 
the mistress in a somewhat rumpled morning wrapper and 
a "fright of a cap;" still we should greatly prefer the 
risks of breaking our neck over Noah's ark, sitting down 
on a heap of undamed hose, and encountering a fifth- 
rate head-gear, to the petrifying, spirit-damping fifteen 
minutes we are often sentenced to in a " best room." 

Very trying things are these " best rooms/' especially 
where the lady proprietor is "excessively particular," 
and walks round it with her laced cambric, which she 
insinuates into every crevice, to ascertain if the unhappy 
housemaid has done her duty efficiently. Heaven pre- 
serve us from a hostess who is devoted to a "best 
room I" 

The children, if there happen to be rach humanizing 
things in the establishment, look upon the walls with a 
sort of religious awe. They never " play " in the " best 
room ;" they never dieam of clutching at the splendid bell- 
rope; they never have the most remote idea of making 
Lord ICayors' coaches of the embroidered footitoda ; they 
never think of playhig at '' Bo-peep " behind the richly- 
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fringed damask drapery ; they never dare to Bpecolate as 
to whether, with a stout pin, they oonld pick out the 
eyes of the queer little man on the Indian card-box; 
mirth and mischief are thoroughly mesmerized, and the 
little darlings sit or stand as though their life-tide had 
been suddenly manufactured into the " best starch." 

And let ub confess, that we experience no inconsider- 
able senBe of misery ourselves in such a situation. It 
may be that a trace of the gipsy blood is in our veins, or 
that some natural disqualification for " gentility," equally 
ignoble, marks us, but we certainly are never quite com- 
fortable in a room that is only occupied on "grand 
occasions." 

We remember being once put into a " best room," in 
order that our devotions to Apollo might be undisturbed. 
It was, doubtless, a considerate and gracious condescen- 
sion on the part of our entertainers, but never shall we 
liorget the shudder that came over us as the door closed, 
and we stood alone amid all the " pomps and vanities " 
of a domestic Iceland. The room was large enough fbr 
all needed comfort and agreeable "elbow space," but 
perfectly ^[wplectic with uphobtered repletion. Every 
article of furniture was mathematically placed; every 
obair and ottoman was as prim and proper as a row of 
young ladies during the first hour of an evening party. 
The chandeliers and candelabras were "done up" in 
sombre-looking garments, and the curtains and sweeping 
draperies assumed the same sullen frigidity. Not a tint 
of the carpet could be seen, scarce a ray of light was 
admitted through the closely-blinded windows, and we 
stood transfbced between a gorgeous "console" in book 
muslin, and a grand " divan " in a brown Holland 
" Taglioni," with our inspiration oozing out rapidly. 

We had conceived a notion of some " Stanzas on the 
Autumn Sunshine," but as wo glanced around on the 
formal arrangement of disguised splendour, we lost all 
the elixir of Poetry, and became as hard, worldly, and 
common-place as a penny -piece on a bar counter; our 
oopy-book (we always indite in a copy-book, gentle 
reader,) was flung down on the richly inlaid table, with 
aa air of offended pride and wounded sensibility. How 
oould we gather " thoughts that bum," in the vicinity of 
sofas that looked like sepulchre stones ? or find " words 
that breathe," where everything was close, muffled, and 
choked ? No I our spirit revolted, and we stood in sulky 
silence, remembering with invidious contrast the snug 
fiunily apartment we had occupied the day before. That 
oosey room had its well-worn carpet; its broad, soft, old- 
fashioned couch; its chintz-covered, really easy-chairs; 
its cheerful bit of fire, though it was only the end 
of September; its ancient fender, on which you mighi 
put your feet; its friendly-looking woollen table-cover, 
with a stam or two of ink and wine on it; its quaint old 
pictures of a venerable grandfather, in a snuff-coloured 
coat and powder, and a respected grandmother, in ruffled 
sleeves and "toupee," and had its mantel-piece loaded 
with china shepherds and shepherdesses ; and above all, 
it had its pleasant little bay-window, where a pet myrtle 
was supported by a couple of choice geraniums. We had 
been quite at home in this oosey room, and had managed 
to get through a very fair " effusion," despite the thou- 
sand-and-one interruptions we were liable to. It is true, 
tbat m privileged spaniel and pugnAdons kitten startled 
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LEGEND OF BERTHA, WITH THE 
LONG FOOT. 

(Taa MOTDia or cbablbmaomh.) 

Bbrtha, the daughter of Charibesrt, the noble Count of 
Laon, was sumamed, "Bertha, with the long foot," 
because she had one foot longer than the other. And 
happy was she^ and well did it bestead her, that it was so ; 



us every now and then with symptoms of " fire-eyed fury ; 
that a mysterious discussion was ever and anon resumed 
between three wool-working girls, on the point of " shades 
in Berlin;" that a stalwart youth broke up a subUme 
line in our third verse, by hunting in a comer closet for 
a shot-belt ; and that a curly-headed urchin in petticoats, 
whose respect we had lost for ever by allowing him to 
bowl us out at cricket, had the impertinent audacity to 
peep over our shoulder and stigmatize certain inspired 
hieroglyphics as being " very funny." Yet wo got on 
famously, for we were happy and content with social 
homeliness about us ; and were we to undertake an Epic 
to-morrow, wo would prefer attempting the glorious task 
amid a confusion of household noises in a "family 
parlour," especially including upstart kittens and imper- 
tinent children, to working at the same in a solitary 
"best room," where the warmest strings of our harp 
mutt turn into stalactites. 

We confess we have a strong natural predilection for 
the " tree and easy " mode of existing ; and somehow we 
find, that people who pride themselves on " exclusively 
best rooms," generally expect a degree of ceremonious 
caution and physical restraint to be exercised in these 
said rooms, which materially interferes with our simple 
notions of happiness. 

We observe that these rooms are generally only in 
" use " on some specific occasion, when those invited are 
scarcely as cold and stiff as those who invite ; and many 
a time have we oscillated between a smile and a sigh, 
to see the " lady of the house," who was really a very 
amiable being in the " general parlour," grow into some- 
thing of a strange and fish-like character, as she strained 
herself into a bearing and tone which she thought adapted 
to the " best room." How we have pitied her as we have 
seen her give the last becoming arrangement to her rich 
satin dress, and with a step of nervous anxiety enter the 
sacred precinct to see if all were right, previous to the 
reception of the illustrious Browns and the wealthy 
Joneses ; and let us add, we have mischievously enjoyed 
the agony expressed in her face, when some thoughtless 
young man, in his utter listlessness of yawning vacuity, 
has rested his heavy head, most redolent of " bear's 
grease," on the splendidly-papered wall. Spirit of 
Christian Benevolence, forgive our wickedness; but we 
thought it a just punishment for setting up idols, that 
could not bo approached with confiding worship. 

We have seen much to confirm our affection for . 
" common sitting-rooms," and have a vulgar propensity ' 
to nestle ourselves among every-day chairs and tables, 
where a litter or a noise may bo made at pleasure ; and 
one determination, founded on suffering experience, wo 
mean religiously to abide by, which is, that whenever we 
indulge in the poetic improbability of having a house of 
"our own," be it in Portman-square or Pump-alley^ 
there shall be no " be?t room " in it. 
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ai all will know who hear the pasiagea of her history, 
which those who loved the name of her^ who was the 
glory of France, have chronicled for our children's 
ehildren. 

Bertlia, known also as Bertha the good-natured, from 
being in dbposition so sweet, so mild, left Liege, her 
country, and came about the year of our Lord seven hun- 
dred twenty and one, into France, to cspouso King 
Pepin. Her mother, who was named Blanche Fleur, did 
love her daughter much — ^yea, doted on her, blessed and 
graced her, and followed her with tender observance. 
Bad was she when parting from her, and sorely did she 
weep, and oft-times call her apart and enjoin her, as much 
as a mother can command her child, to love and serve 
Gbd, and never omit the duty of prayer, night and morn- 
ing ; and though heaven would make her a queen, to be 
courteous and obliging to all persons, kind to the widow 
and the orphan, and temperate herself, that she might 
give large bounty to the poor. And then she would quit 
her, and turn again to commend her, with many and 
earnest words, to the care of her nurse Margista. Now 
this Margista had a daughter named Alise, of like age with 
Berthay and like unto her in shape also, and port, and 
fair complexion, and in the colour of her brown hair. 
This dose likeness did stir up foul thoughts in Margista — 
for covetous was Margista, and much did she desire to be 
rich and great. Who would think that so great goodness 
of such noble mistress could not have bound gratefulness, 
and so high advancement as being near her person, not 
have sufficed for her aspirings? Margista wickedly 
designed, and cunningly devised to pass her daughter for 
the daughter of Bland^e Fleur — nor was such device diffi- 
cult to put in act with such timid young thing as Bertha 
was. Shutting Bertha up in her room, she presented, 
under her name, Alise to the king, who cspouiii.'d her 
forthwith. The next day she bade Bertha to couie with 
her into the chamber of the king. She obeyed, and so 
■con as they were within the room, Margista went near 
unto her daughter, and gave hur a little scratch in her 
arm, then escaped, leaving Bertha alone in the presence 
of the king and Alise; wliich latter perceiving tliat 
ahe was wounded, began to cry aloud ihat she was 
betrayed, and like to be assassinated. Whereupon the king 
called out, and his people ran to him, and found only 
Bertha» with a knife on the ground beside her. Margista, 
the vile wretch Margista, had run with the others, making 
Mmblance to be astouished Uke the rest, and then makes 
confession, with well-feigned passion, that she but too 
plainly sees that her daughter is the guilty one, and she 
■aid " Let the guard seisu her, for she is guilty, unless the 
king's grace will give her to mo, to be dealt with by a 
mother to whom she has thb day done dishonour and foul 
disgrace." The false Bertha joined her in intreating the 
king, and the true Bertha stood confounded and trembUng, 
and wist not if it were all real, or, if it were a dark and 
trottblona dream ; and then, before she had bethought her 
■o as to speak one word, she was gagged and torn away 
Vy the false woman, who on the instant gave her to four 
leigeants, with orders to conduct her to the forest of 
Orleans, there to put her to death, and to bring back her 
heart. 

Now, behold poor Bertha in the forest, delivered over 
to these rude men I Already had they drawn their huge 
labrsa to execute the orders of the barbarous Margista. 
The daughter of Blanche Fleur wept sore, and besought 
them with many tears to give her time to commend her 
■oul unto Giod, promising them that she would, after that, 
sabmit to her dire fate. 

The hearts of the four sergeants were touched by the 
pious thought of the poor maiden, who, since her evil hap, 
had not let one word of bitterness pass her lips, but con- 
trariwise had not ceased to pray, weeping as she did so. 
that God would fofgive the wicked foes who had brought 
her to radi sad eefeate. They saw the guilty too often not 



to feel in their hearts that Bertha was innocent, and they 
could not find it in their nature to put to a death so cruel, 
this gentle and patient creature. They bade her to rise 
and go whithersoever she liked, only to let it be as far 
as possible, so as not to render them suspected to the 
king. Then having killed a pig they took out the heart, 
and bore it still bleeding to the infamous Margista. 

Let us now leave for a little time the hapless Bertha, 
flying with all the haste her strength allowed, and let us 
go back to King Pepin and to Alise, who shared his 
throne under the name of Bertha; or rather let us go 
back to Blanche Fleur, who, wearying of not seeing her 
dear daughter, set off upon a journey to make her a 
visit. 

As she came into the French territory, Blanche Fleur 
heard only of all the evil done by the queen ; and the 
poor mother, as they spake of the tyrannous acta of the 
wife of Pepin, had great marvel what change had passed 
upon her kind, and lowly, and lovely Bertha. Fresh 
grief awaited her at Paris, for she had scarcely came into 
the city, when they came to tell her that her daughter 
was ill and could not receive her. 

"My daughter refuse to see mel" cried Blanche 
Fleur. " Nay, but it is not true j there is some witch- 
craft here." And sending for Margista, she closely ques- 
tioned her on the illness of her daughter. The traitress 
told her lie upon lie ; she said that it was joy, and sweet, 
but sudden surprise at her dear mother's coming which 
had made her ill, but that, certes, she would soon have 
strength enough to bear so dear a sight. But she spake 
confusedly, ono time saying one thing, and one time 
another ; and Blanche Fleur who was not to be imposed 
upon, and who, moreover, wished to clear up the sad 
talcs she had heard of the daughter she had so tenderly 
cherished, now sends Margista away, and without giving 
her any intimation of her purpose, after she had left, 
gets into her chariot drawn by oxen, repaurs to the palace, 
alights, and goes straightway to the apartment of her 
daughter. 

It was again Margista who presented herself, and, with 
alniobt diistractcd air, would liave stopped her further 
advance, but Blanche Fleur with imperious gesture 
ordered her to retire, and so passed on, and entered the 
chamber of the false Bertha. It had been purposely 
dai-kened so that the bed was scarcely to be distin- 
guished, in which lay a woman with her face completely 
hidden in her head-gear, and who now said in a voice, 
feeble as that of a dying person, " Mother, approach not^ 
I am as yellow as wax." 

The heart of the mother told her " This cannot be my 
child. Never was child to mother so loving as my sweet 
Bertha, and were she sick or were she dying, when my 
first foot-fall came upon her ear she would have cried, 
' Sweet mother, I am very sick — will you not again take 
me upon your lap, and let me put my head on your 
bosom, for it is heavy, and that soft pillow will do 
me good.' " The mother's heart spake thus, yet she let 
no word pass her lips, but straightway moved towards 
the bed. Bertha had one foot much longer than the 
other; it was easy, then, to prove the foul fraud. 
Blanche Fleur lifted the coverlet, and gave to view two 
small feet of equal size, and then she cried aloud, " This is 
not my daughter," and went to the king cmd told him 
how it was. Margista was given over to the tormcntorii, 
and when put to the torture made full codfession of her 
wicked plot. She was burnt alive, »i.il Alise was shut up 
in the Abbey of Montniartre. i)ut this could not cure 
the great desolation uf the mother, and her inward sad 
thoughts and grief. Wno could tell her woful sorrow 
to know her own fair child slain with cruelty! And 
meanwhile what bad become of that fair child, the true 
Bertha ? We left her when the sergeants had compassion 
on her, and spared her — and what heart of stone, in see- 
ing her, for ruth would not hare rslented? Now. for a 
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long time she was obliged to wander throngh the woods 
and fields, begging her bread from Tillage to tillage, but 
sorrowing most of all at the nnkindness that had all 
but caused her death — nnkindness so strange to her 
who had known only the tender love of her princely 
parents, and who had never been approached by rough 
word or cold look. Long and weary way she wended, 
till foot-sore, and heart-sick, she came into the province 
of Maine, where an aged hermit did afford her shelter, and 
then, won by her sweetness and her piety, he sent her to a 
poor, but charitable family, who willingly gave her food 
and lodging, receiving for all recompense such aid as 
Bertha could render in the household work. Simon, 
and Constance, his wife, and two young damsels their 
daughters, Isabeau and Aiglontine, composed this God- 
fearing family. The daughter of Bhinche Fleur simply 
told them, without either revealing or dissembling augh^ 
that she was an unhappy one, whom sad cruelty had 
driven from her home. They asked her name, and she 
said " Bertha ;" and then they said, " that is the name of 
the Queen ;" and Bertha blushed, was silent-, and turned 
to wait upon them in some household office. Soon did she 
become the child of Simon and Constance, and the heart's 
sister of Isabeau and Aiglontine ; and soon was she the 
pride of the village. Who could help loving the graceful, 
gentle, beauteous, and modest Bertha, that could do 
everytiiing that hands could do, and whose words were 
BO wise and so discreet that they all said, " No clerk 
could say more vrise, nor any half so sweet." And now 
news had reached them, that the Queen was discovered 
to be not the true Bertha, and as the villagers gathered 
about the ingle-nook, there went round words of pity for 
the innocent one, who had been the victim of her mur- 
derous enemies. But there were times when a thought 
did shoot athwart the minds of Simon and Constance that, 
perhaps, she has escaped the sergeants and the wolves, less 
cruel than her foes, and that the true Queen might be the 
maiden they had housed and now did so fondly cherish ; but 
Bertha, finding herself happy in her quiet retreat, passing 
her time in sewing and in spinning, suffered not herself 
to give any colour to these imaginings, and the idea 
would have wholly passed away, were it not that some 
look of nobleness, beseeming high-bom dame rather 
than the village-maiden, from time to time revived it. 

Days and years passed on, when upon occasion of 
a great hunt in the province of Maine, King Pepin, 
having strayed from his company, met a young country 
maiden, of whom he enquired his way. " I am an officer 
whose duty it is to wait upon the King," said he, " and 
I have strayed from the path in trying to keep up with 
him." 

The damsel offered to serve him as a guide, and well- 
pleasing was such an offer to him. As they went on the 
way some speech arose between them, and much did 
Pepin marvel to hear from a country maiden words so 
full of sense and discretion, and as he looked upon her it 
seemed to him as if he could perceive the bearing of 
courtly dame under the peasant's weeds. 

The fixed gaze of the pretended officer of the King, 
and the change from the blunt, careless tone of his first 
address, to almost the courtesy with which gallant com- 
mends himself to fair lady, alarmed her modesty, and, 
profiting by an opening in the wood, which gave to view 
the house of Simon, she pointed it out to him, as she 
bent in salutation, and was soon lost to his sight in the 
thicket. 

Pepin soon reached the house. Eagerly did he inquire 
of Simon, not his way, but of the damsel he had met ; 
and the simple, artless couple told him all they knew of 
her and all they suspected. Pepin asked the time of the 
arrival of Bertha at their house, and he knew that it was 
the same time when she, who should have been his wife, 
had been driven forth alone. Might she not, indeed, 
be his Bertha ^ ^ At this instant A%lontine gave notice 



that her adopted sister was coming, and Pepin begged 
of his host to question her, and he hid himself to hear 
what she might answer. 

Bertha had not recognised the King, so that when she 
came in, her first words were to ask if a young officer of 
the Court had been there, and whether any of them had 
guided him on his way. Constance did not make a 
straightforward answer; and then, turning her speech to 
the woes that had driven Bertha from her home, she 
asked to hear the sad tale of all, and then she told her 
that sometimes she had a thought that she was the 
Bertha of King Pepin. " And if it be so," said the good 
Constance, "the King is now in the province, and 
seasonable time it would be to make all known." And 
at the thought if it were so. Bertha must leaye their poor 
cottage, the kind one's tears flowed down her cheeks. 

" No, no," said Bertha, as for tenderness, she wept 
too, " I have no other home, I wish to have no other. 
Were my own dear mother but here I could live and die 
with such kind friends. In giving me them, God has 
given me all." 

" But he has, moreorer, given thee," said Pepin, now 
appearing, and falling at her feet, "a husband, whose 
destiny it is to love thee at all times, in all places, and 
under all disguises, even when he knew thee not, and who 
has no other desire save that thou wouldest deign to 
forget the sad cruelty thou hast sustained at his hands." 

Sweet messsage of gladness and consolation was sent 
before the royal pair to Blanche Fleur, but she believed 
not for joy. Soon, however, did the mother see her 
sweet B^ha face to face, and the great comfort did put 
her sorrow out. It was from her abode with Simon and 
Constance that the Queen brought that most excellent 
taste for spinning that made her, now that she no longer 
needed for herself, spend most of her time in spinning 
garments for the poor ; and, therefore, was she named 
Bertha the Spinster. She was the mother of the noble 
King Charlemagne. 



KENSAL-GREEN CEMETERY. 

In these days of desecrated chnrch3rards it requires a 
visit to Kensal-Green, or some other of the suburban 
cemeteries, to sweeten our imagination with regard to 
the resting-places of the dead ; how contrasted is their 
solemn quiet, their placid tombs, the fresh green turf, the 
shrubby alleys, the perfume, and the flowers, vrith the 
crowded, reeking, never-resting graves of city burial- 
places. At this season of the year there is something in 
the aspect of sepulchral places, that harmonises well with 
the shade of depression which the falling leaves, the grey 
sky, and heavy atmosphere of waning autumn insensibly 
inspire. On a bright summer^s morning, when the 
very sense of motion is delicious, and nature teems with 
images of life ; when the warm buoyant air affects our 
spirits as if the atmosphere were laughing gas, and we re- 
main as recklessly defiant of death's-h^s and cross 
bones (if any such offensive trophies are to be met with 
in these flowoy regions), as if we had no personal interest 
in the only hatchment which, independent of the Herald's 
office, each son of Adam is entitl^ to set up. In winter, 
too, one feels no Tocation for churchyard visitings ; there 
is nothing comfortable in the hivemal appearance of 
these narrow houses, with all their imagery wrapped in 
snow; the stone and green turf seem as melancholy 
then« as in Ophelia's song, and we would none of them ; 
'tis only misery, with brain on fire, can realize relief in 
" cold obstruction." But at this period, when the sign 
of change stamps itself upon the fading face of nature^ 
when the chestnut and lime trees grow yellow, and the 
leaves of the sycamore are spotted brown ; when the hand 
of the economical mother turns to account their falling 
▼estures, and wraps the seared leaves round the forest 
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roots ; when vegetation, vagne and objectless, dissipates 
itself in degenerate blossoms, sickly, and oat of season ; 
and a rank over-growth, like children's, for the grave; 
there is something to remind us that we are included in 
these metamorphoses, and that, whatever path we tread, 
it is, after all, a branch road to the tomb. The re-action 
of lassitude upon over-vitality, tells as plainly upon our 
system as on tiie general signature of surrounding objects, 
and we feel a complacency towards the flowery bowers 
wherein mortality t^es its deep rest, that seldom occurs 
to us (except under peculiar circumstances) at other 
seasons of the year. 

It was with a mind imbued with some such sentiments 
that we found ourselves sauntering along one of the side 
paths in Kensal-Green Cemetery a few weeks back; 
musing, as the light thistle-down (which the winds of 
autumn had deta(£ed from its flowers' disk) floated by 
us, why man alone should feel such fear and mistrust 
for theyu/»re, which charges itself with the safety of an 
insignificant seed, and while consigning it to the seem- 
ingly accidental guidance of the wandering breeze, pro- 
vides for its subsequent existence ! It was one of those 
calm, grey, pensive-looking days in which the subdued 
feelings we have spoken of, are certain to predominate. 
The twirling leaves fell like great tears upon the graves 
they sheltered, and every image round us whispered the 
refinun of Felicia Hemans' song, " Passing Away." The 
mignonette, the roses, the heliotrope, and clematis, with 
many others of their lovely sisterhood, bloomed in all 
their summer brightness, and covered up the loathsome- 
ness of death, under the masque of fragrant flower-beds. 
Ten years before, we had stood upon that spot, and could 
thenhave counted itsgraves of " mark and likelihood;" now 
they lie thick about one, and there is difficulty in recalling 
not only the most striking of the monuments, but the 
names of the once important personages who tenant 
them. Then it was but a sepulchral suburb, sprinkled 
with ornate tombs, the principal of which were Ducrow's 
mausoleum, with its shattered garlands and broken 
pillar, beehive, and sphinxes— then only tenanted by his 
wife ; that of St. Jong Long, with its temple-crowned 
summit, and drooping female figure with the Esculapian 
serpent round her arm; the Freeling pillar, with its 
capital commenced; the vault of the Uygeist; the 
simple grave of the mother of the writer of " Rookwood ;" 
and a few others of less well-known names. Now, it has 
become a monumental city ; a little knot of aristocracy 
keep their state in the catacombs, and a prince of the 
royal blood has his granite palace in the midst ; judges, 
warriors, and merchwts, churchmen, and simple citizens, 
with a few others, whose epitaphs are written in the 
affections of their fellow men, not only of this generation, 
but of those that are to come, make up the elements of 
which this mixed society is composed, and type them- 
selves in marble after death. It is a curious scene, 
viewed firom the steps of the catacombs, (the central and 
highest portion of the ground,) and one that amidst 
images of touching solemnity is ftill of visual pleasure. 
In this still crowd, there is no disorder. Monuments are 
set in every possible direction, relieved with trees, and of 
a hundred forms; and the effect is variety, not confusion. 
At the sides, and more or less sprinkled over the whole 
surface, white tombstones and table-graves are shining 
amidst shrubs and flowers ; above which, pinnacles and 
columns, crosses, urns, and shrouded figures, are seen 
everywhere ; and here and there at intervals rise up mina- 
rets and spires, with pointed obelisks of grey and pink 
granite ; those scintilUting with glittering particles, and 
these polished till they look like porphyry ; the central 
compartment resembles an exposition of statuary work 
in a garden, and the mind can scaroely call back all that 
the eye takes in. Now the light cupola of a marble 
mosque gleams through a group of dark green cypress 
trees; now a gothio cross, ornate with carved work; 
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anon, the draped form of a female mourner; and at a 
littie distance a broken shaft, with a festoon of flowers 
spirally enwreathing it. Pillars crowned with military 
trophies are in abundance, and urns (not always classic 
in their modelling), attract the eye on every side. From 
this point we perceive the giant envelope of granite that 
distinguishes by its size and plainness the vault of the 
Duke of Sussex, and near it many shattered columns ; 
then come stately mausoleums, and cosUy cenotaphs, 
with gothic shrines, flower-hidden slabs, and graceful 
monuments, in which the love of the survivers has shaped 
itself into forms of beauty above the dead. Opposite to 
the upper entrance of the cemetery. Faith lifts her cross 
above the lofty pedestal that marks the grave of Bladame 
Soyer. One side ejdiibits a medallion of white marble, 
with the bust of the fair Artiste in bas-relief, the other 
inshrines (after the fashion of Pere la Chaise,) her pencils 
and palette; and the whole surrounded by a magnifi- 
cent railing of bronze, is in itself an elaboration of senti- 
ment. It is not probably, by a merely accidental coinci- 
dence, that we find the name of Eude upon a reclining 
tomb of white marble, with a pure and glistening cross 
laid on it in the midst of a little rosary hard by ; in many 
instances one perceives a sort of conservation of faith 
or country, and even of talent, bringing men together in 
the grave ; just as in the same path we find a monument 
to the memory of Loudon, the family vault of Miles 
Milleys ; and one grave off, between it and the tomb of a 
Mrs. Daniels, a low turf hillock, without foot or head- 
stone, in which lies all that now remains to us (apart 
from the undying spirit of his writings,) of the wit-poet, 
and benignant teacher, Thomas Hood. He whose forceful 
lines could move all England to philanthropy, and wake 
commiseration and remorse for the sufferings of the pro* 
scribed, the friendless, and the poor; lies in a grave, as 
humble, and memorialless, as do the paupers he has so 
pathetically described. Hundreds pass by the spot, and 
know not, that he who led them in spirit to the " bridge 
of sighs," and made the hardest and the proudest weep, 
over the too true portraiture he drew, of its despairing, 
world-forsaken victim; crumbles unhonoured in this lowly 
grave, only significant from its complete neglect; not a 
flower blooms for him who planted germs of immortal 
ones in human bosoms ; a sunburnt sod is all that nature 
and his country yields, to one who, whether sparkling his 
pages with wit, or bathing them in exquisite pathos, 
never forgot the higher purposes of mental gifts; but 
converted them into healthiest influences. If only in 
gratitude therefore, society should come forward, and 
save from oblivion the ashes of a man, who while he lived, 
helped to brighten and purify the earth. 

But all the benefactors of their fellow men are not 
so slighted. We meet in the monumental rooms, a hand- 
some mural tablet to the memory of George Birkbeok, 
M.D., founder of Mechanics' Institutes; and in the lower 
portion of the ground, the tomb of Edward Screven, an 
engraver, and the originator of the " Artist Fund." The 
idea occurred to him from witnessing the severe distress 
of one of his own profession. It was commenced in 1810, 
and the benevolent institutor survived its establishment 
thirty-one years, and died in 1 84 1, after seeing the complete 
success of the work he had undertaken; these are pro- 
fitable reminiscences, bearing witness to active usefulness 
in the cause of human good ; and are monuments in them- 
selves, more enduring than graven brass or sculptured 
marble. Apropos of sculpture in connection with ceme- 
teries, it is not too much to imagine, that its general use in 
them, will exercise considerable influence in bringing 
forward the germs of genius, not unfrequently buried in 
the confines of the stone-cutter's yard, or hidden in the 
ateliers of humble workmen. Some of the monuments at 
Kensal Green, exhibit in their designs and finish, expres- 
sions of good taste and careful handling, in which the 
majority are lamentably wanting ; there is no end of un- 




shapely swords and clamsy shakos, on the g^raves of 
military men, with whom the trappings of their profes- 
sion appear to be a favourite device, nor any want of 
disproportionute and awkward figures ; but the exliibition 
of these faults will naturally work their amendment, and 
beauties equally displayed lead to emulation in over- 
taking them. In one comer, where a cluster of the dark 
and shining foliage of Portugal laurel throws its shade, 
and two willow trees ware mournfully their branchy 
tresses above a group of simple graves, we noticed a plain 
stone slab, with a wreath of roses sculptured in white 
marble, that looked as if just thrown down, round its two 
words of inscription, " To Bessie ! " and close at hand, 
as if to show how nearly the artist copied nature, a square 
garden and monument, perfectly beautiful with white 
cluster roses. Not far from the burial place of Madame 
Soyer, ttie eye falls on the imshapely odd-looking monu- 
ment of an old Indian resident, painted red ; its intense 
capsicum colour, strongly contrasted by a snowy shroud 
of tangled clematis, which covers with a scented sheet of 
flowers the adjacent grave of a Don Custodio Castello. 
It is this mingling of floral beauty with the imagery of 
death, that makes these f\meral demesnes so pleasant ; 
how stark, and cold, and stony* and grotesque would this 
Tast area of statuary appear, but that it has the green 
sward for the ground-work, and shading trees, and spots 
all rosy, or mosaicked with flowers, shining amidst and 
round its monumental marbles ? That low white cross, 
vrith pendent wreaths of yellow amaranths (offerings of 
living love to the dust-in-diut beneath it), looks still 
purer, for its soft green leaves and scarlet clusters of 
the globe geranium, lifting its glowing petals at its feet. 

We love those flowery shrines above the dead, wrap- 
ping them in a shroud of perfumed beauty, and exchang- 
ing chamel exhalations for the pure breath of life; and 
would rather choose a lowly grave we saw, covered with 
pink acacia, bright red roses, and the starry blossoms of 
the clematis, than be enclosed in a less simple tomb ! 
We like not the cold grandeur of the mausoleums, nor 
the dreary conservatism of the catacombs, since, however 
long we put it off, " to this complexion we must come 
at last," — ^let the earth take her own ! Where is the use 
of lengthening, like a troublesome creditor, the inevitable 
period of requital, and lapping ourselves in lead ? The 
inmate of on elevated coffer, with Its stone canopy, and 
supporting Mamelukes, sleeps not more secure fh}m the 
crumbling fingers of decay than the lowliest pillowed in 
this solemn gtfden ; so that it be " larded all with sweet 
flowers," and deep and undisturbed, the grave that 
soonest blends ns with our primal mother seems in our 
eyes the most desirable. 

But we are forgetting one, that abore all others in this 
funeral field most interested us, — raised for the cenotaph 
of the son, it has become the monument of the mother, 
who died within a month after his death. Here there is 
neither sword or shako, casque or plume, or any other 
martial bravery ; but the words, 

'* Peroseshah, Sobnon I '* 
witiiin a wreath beneath a draped urn pedestaled, 
speak much more forcibly the profession of the early 
dead, to whose memory it is set up. There is a legend 
attached, detailing the circumstances under which he died, 
and ending with the exclamation of the poet, " The paths 
of glory Lsad but to the grave." And yet, as has been 
been s^d of Trajan, as long as mankind shall continue 
to bestow more Ubcral applause on their destroyers than 
on fheir benefactors, the thirst for military glory will 
ever be the vice of the most exalted characters. There 
are hearts still beating that would bleed afresh, wore 
we to unfbld the history locked within this single ceno- 
taph, or we might prove this paragraph too true ; let it 
suffice that there are tragedies buried in the chronicles of 
churchyards and cemeteries, more solemn, startling, and 
profound, than those tliat pass before us on the proscenium; 



and that the st^ry of this son and mother is one of them* 
In recalling it to our imagination, we have driven out all 
our less sad impressions of Kcnsal Green Cemetery, and 
for its rcmainining objects of interest must refer our 
London readers to itself; merely reminding them, that 
the lateral path from Ducrow's mausoleum, leads to the 
uncovered grave of Hood, which to all appearance* 
"Nobody owns!" How we wish, that in waking the 
echoes of the sleeping poefs song, we could remind his 
world-wido readers of edl they owe to him ; the visitors 
to Kensal Green would not long have to inquire his 
whereabout, but a gracious monument wrought with the 
images of his own sweet thoughts, would point out by 
the perfection of its beauty, the sacred spot where genius 
finds its rest. 



SONNET. 

When wc compare the creed* that mott prev:ul 

To the immensity of Truth sublime, 

Or measure human history with Time, 
They seem but as an idle nursery tale 
Told unto children— Bs the frequent trail 

Of serpent error and red-footed crime 

Are over all earth's records since its prime, 
For Ignorance has dotfaed it as a telL 
But, centuries ago, a child was bom, 

And ehristen'd Peintimg — and ita finger-ends 
Have waxed so strong with evny opening mom, 

That, now in rary mockery it rends 

That veU to ribbons, till the light eztmda 
Widelgr enough to laugh the dark to icom. 

Hbmet Frank Lorr. 



610L06ICAL OUTLINES. 
Part I. 

Geoloot is derived from two Greek words — Ge (the 
earth), and logos (a discourse or treatise) — and is the 
science which treats upon the original oonformation, 
chemical, atmospherical, and mechanical changes, and 
other subjects connected with the crust of the globe 
we inhabit, so far as we have at present the means of 
judging from scientific rwearch, and the various theories 
founded thereon. 

Geography, though derived from two words of almost 
the same signification, refers merely to the surface; 
while geology treats of the sectional properties of the 
earth's crust. 

There are no mines which penetrate deeper below the 
Buriace than 2,700 feet; nor are there any mountains 
which much exceed 30,000 feet in height, so that our 
knowledge of the interior crust of the globe would bo 
very limited were it not for the wonderful effects of 
volcanic agency, which causes the mineral rocks to boil 
up, as it were, crack the stratified rocks which lie over 
them, sometimes turn them up on end (though more 
than 60,000 feet in thickness), and overflow the upper 
surface vrith lava. 

The immense power which cracks and upheaves such 
a depth of stratified solid rock is so enormous as to bo 
almost inconceivable ; and, probably, some of the most 
violent of these earthquakes happened at an era long 
antecedent to the creation of the human race. The 
effect^ however, has been to torn it Yq> on an edge just as 
a flog of stone or marble could be turned up from any 
part of a pavement, so that we are enabled to walk over 
and examine the sectional part of the earth's crust. 

Amongst numerous wise purposes for which this im- 
mense force has been exerted by the agency of the bene- 
volent Creator of the universe (many of which must be 
entirely concealed from our limited understandings), one 
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that appears to have been eapedally designed for the ad- 
vantage of mankind, is the turning up of the coal and 
mineral stratification, so as to be easily worked by the 
miner. 

Where would the manufacturing power of England be, 
where would civilization be found, if we had to go down 
30,OO0 feet to find our coal, or G0,000 to find iron and 
the other metals? What mineralogical science could 
penetrate the earth or bring up material at such a depth ? 
Turn back the crust again, and the world would, in a few 
centuries, be inhabited by a degenerate race of savages. 
One of the most delightful effects of the study of geology 
is, that the reasoning, founded upon the discoveries we 
make, is constantly leading us to the Great Creator of 
the world, who has provided for the comfort of his 
creatures ages before they existed. 

There are two grand operations going on upon the 
crust of the earth : one elevating, the other degrading. 

The elevating cause, by the agency of fire, or volcanic 
heat, earthquakes, &c., is constantly heaving up, some- 
times slowly and continually, sometimes with violence, 
and at greater intervals, immense masses of molten rock, 
which, breaking through the stratified rock, form moun- 
tains, when cool, of 30,000 feet in height. 

The degrading causes, on the contrary, act precisely in 
the contrary direction, and by the agency of snow, frost, 
rain, springs, gas, atmospheric air, running streams, &c., 
tend to break up, and disintegrate the loftiest rock, con- 
vert it into a loose and friable soil, and gradually deposit 
it in the beds of valleys, or the bottoms of lakes and seas. 

The degrading causes, if not counteracted by the 
elevating or volcanic causes, would, in the course of time, 
bring the earth to a perfect level ; that is, it would be- 
come an oblate spheroid, covered with water, and only 
inhabitable by fishes and marshy reptiles. 

It is a curious fact, connected with the above remark, 
that in the older stratified series, we find none but the 
remains of such animals, and as they were not disrupted 
by volcanic force until after their stratification, it is more 
than probable that such was nearly the form of the earth 
at that time — a fact also further proved, by the immense 
production of gigantic vegetables, (which flourish only 
in a hot, humid, marshy country,) during the formation 
of the coal stratification. 

All stratified rocks which contain fossil remains of fish 
or animals are called fossiliferous, or aqueous rocks, 
from the fact of their having been originally deposited 
under water by a very slow process, and afterwards con- 
solidated by immense superincumbent oceanic pressure, 
and, with the exception of conglomerate rocks, in still 
water. 

It would have been impossible for the beautifully fragile 
fossil remains of shells, fern leaves, &.c,, to have remained 
perfect, and in true horizontal layers in the bed of a 
torrent, or in any but calm water ; and they must have 
been deposited in this horizontal manner before they were 
upturned and set on edge by volcanic agency ; there is 
no conceivable way of explaining how shells and fern 
leaves could be deposited in vertical or diagonal lines, and 
therefore it may be taken for granted that the dips and 
ruptures were caused by volcanic eruptions after they 
were deposited. 

The disintegration of the older plutonic, or mineral 
rocks, is carried on much faster than might be generally 
imagined. 

The following are some of the active agencies at work. 

All mineral rocks have a strong chemical affinity for 
the excess of carbonic acid and oxygen, which they attract 
in large quantities from the atmosphere, and which 
rapidly causes their decomposition. Carbonic acid appears 
to be given out again from the mineral springs, also from 
the lungs of men and animals; it is re-absorbed by vege- 
tables, which give out oxygen in return, again rendering 
the air fit for breathing. 



It is the absorption of oxygen by the metallic bases of 
the older rocks, which gives them their different colours j 
the same thing makes rusty iron a red colour. 

Carbonic acid is generally in the proportion of 1 to 
1000 of atmospheric air; it varies however, being greater 
by night than by day, and in summer than in winter. 

Frost is another powerful agent in splitting rock, 
more particularly in the higher and colder regions, 
and on the summits of mountains. Snow and rain ar« 
attracted in large quantities. Snow melts and freezes 
alternately; water when converted into ice, and foiling 
into a crevice, increases one-tenth in bulk ; acts like a 
powerful wedge, splits the rock open ; more falls in, and 
again freezes and splits it wider — and so on, till immense 
masses, weighing perhaps millions qf tons, are disrupted, 
and thunder down the precipices into the plains. 

Landslips will sometimes occur to an enormous extent ; 
we may easily imagine a stratified rock lying upon a bed 
of clay or sand which has been disrupted and lifted up 
at an angle to the horizon by igneous agency. So long 
as the clayey or marlcy stratification remains dry, it 
coheres together ; but the action of rain, melted snow, or 
blind springs, percolating the strata gradually, softens it, 
and down slides the rock into the valley below. 

In 1 806, a slide of rock occurred at Ruffbeg, in Swit- 
zerland, from the above cause, which entirely filled the 
valley below, and caused the destruction of upwards of 
800 lives. 

In a district of the Alps a landslip occurred many years 
since, which overwhelmed several villages, and by which 
upwards of three millions of cubical yards of rock were 
hurled down into the plain ; equal to the sum of all the 
embankments of some of the largest lines of railway in 
England. 

The continual action of wind storms, driving hail, rain, 
and snow, into crevices of rock, followed by frost, has 
also a considerable effect in the higher regions of the 
earth. 



THE CLEROY Ot CANTON. 

In Canton, there are one hundred and twenty-three 
temples, dedicated and consecrated to the three heathen 
sects, namely, Taou, Buddh, and Ju-kea-su, or Confu- 
cius ; to these various temples belong, about two thousand 
priests, and one thousand nuns, who are maintained out 
of the funds appertaining to the several places of worship : 
the revenues of which arise from estates, and money be- 
stowed by the Emperor, and wealthy individuals, for the 
maintenance of these temples of sin and vice. The priests 
and nuns are a vile, dissolute, profligate, illiterate set, the 
former frequently seeking reftige in a temple, and be- 
coming priests to avoid paying the penalty of theft or 
murder; whilst others will embrace the priestly profes- 
sion, having no other means of livelihood, and from being 
too lazy to work. The revenues, set aside for the main- 
tenance of temples, priests, and nuns in Canton, exceeds 
£108,335.— CAina and the Chinese. 

800T A8 A ICANURB rOR POTATOKt. 

We saw a few days ago, a few miles from this city, one 
of the finest fields of potatoes that we have met with since 
the rot appeared some years ago ; and we are told by 
the intelligent occupier of the farm that the manure used 
was soot, and that he has tried it both with early and late 
potatoes with great success, the crop being large and very 
healthy. Since then we have met with the following 
local letter : — '* As very contradictory rumours are afloat 
as to the result of this year's potatoe crop, I should wish 
you to know that, as regards the few I grow, and of 
which the second crop has been gathered to-day, one 
4root alone produced 87 potatoes, and the most of them 
good sized and perfectly sound, as all the rest of the crop 
were, some bearing 40, others 50, to each root. (Ma- 
nured with soot.)" — Ohucester Chronicle. 
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SPEAK GENTLY. 

Speak gently— it ii better fir 
To rule by lore than fear- 
Speak gently— let no hank word mar 
The good we might do here 1 

Speak gently^lore doth whiaper low, 
The Yowe that true hearta bind ! 

And gently friendahip*! aeoenta flow ; 
Affection'B Toice ia kind. 

Speak gently to the little child. 

Its love be aure to gain ; 
Teach it in aeoenta aoffe and mild ; 

It may not long remain. 

Speak gently to the young, for they 
Will have enough to bear — 

Pan through this life aa beat they may, 
'Til full oi anxioua care 1 

Speak gently to the aged one, 
Orieye not the care-worn heart, 

The aanda of life are nearly run. 
Let each in peace depart. 

Speak gently, kindly to the poor- 
Let no harsh tone be heard ; 

They haTe enough they must endure. 
Without an unkind word I 

Speak gently to the erring one^- 
rhey muat haTe toiled in vain ; 

Perchance unkindneas made them so, 
Oh, win them back again. 

Speak gently ! — He who gave hia Ufa 
To bend man'a atubbom will, 

When dements were fierce with sirife 
Said to them, ** Peace, be atill." 

Speak gently I — 'tis a little thing 
Dropped in the heart's deep well ; 

The good, the joy that it may bring. 
Eternity ahall teU. 
■From a New$poptr, 



WASHINGTON. 

Waahington has no resemblance to Napoleon. He was 
not a despot. He founded the political liberty at the 
same time as the national independence of his country. 
He used war only as a means to peace. Raised to the 
supreme power without ambition^ he descended from it 
without regret, as soon as the safety of his country ])er- 
mitted. He is the model for all democratic chiefs. Now 
you have only to examine his life, his soul, his acts, his 
thoughts, his words; you will not find a single mark 
of condescension, a single moment of indulgence, for the 
favourite ideas of democracy. He constantly struggled — 
struggled even to weariness and to sadness — against its 
exactions. No man was ever more profoundly imbued 
with the spirit of goyemment, or with respect for autho- 
rity. He never exceeded the rights of power, according 
to the laws of his country ; but he confirmed and main- 
tained them, in principle as well as in practice, as firmly, 
•8 loftily, as he could have done in an old monarchical or 
aristocratical state. He was one of those who knew that 
it is no more possible to govern firom below in a republic 
than in a monarchy — in a democratic than in an aristo- 
cratic society. — Guiiot. 

A FAoiLiTT of disposition, and delicacy of feeling, 
when exposed to a frequent contact with the ungenerous, 
is one of the most serious misfortunes that can befall 
humanity. A person of this class is obliged to endure a 
thousand affronts ; and if, by any means, he is roused to 
resentment, he is called irritable— for no other reason, 
bat because he ia uniformly expected to be submissive. 



DIAMOND DUST. 

A MAM is valued as he makes himself valuable. 

When all is done, human life is, at the greatest and 
the best, but like a firoward child, that most be played 
with and humoured a little to keep it quiet till it fidls 
asleep, and then the care is over. 

Thb flesh of animals which fised excursively, is allowed 
to have a higher flavour than that of those which an 
cooped up. May there not be the same diflbrenca 
between men who read as their taste prompts, and men 
who ara confined in cells and colleges to stated tasks ? 

RiCHBS are but ciphers ; it is the mind that makes 
the sum. 

Bbttb& that the feet slip than the tongue. 

Education has no creative power; it can merely 
unfold and direct the powers which nature confers. It 
cannot make a poet of a horse, nor a mathematician of 
an ape. 

Rogues in rags are kept in countenance by rogues in 
ruffles. 

Thb pillow is a silent sibyl — despise not its oracles. 

Pboplb profoundly stupid, aro entitled to our sincere 
respect. A moderately stupid person is insufferable, but 
one who is so in a colossal degree, becomes instantly an 
object of veneration. 

Crossbs aro ladders that lead up to Heayen. 

Fbblinos aro always made the excuse of temper; 
whereas temper much moro frequently influences 
feelings. 

Bewailb of hating men for their opinions, or of 
adopting their doctrines because you love and venerate 
their virtues. 

Fame's loudest blast upon the ear of Time leaves but 
a dying echo ! 

Moderation is the silken string running through the 
pearl-chain of all virtues. 

Grayity is the ballast of the soul, which keeps the 
mind steady. 

Tqb foundation of content must spring up in a man's 
own mind ; and he who has so little knowledge of human 
naturo as to seek happiness by changmg anything but his 
own disposition, wiU waste his life in fruitless efforts, 
and multiply the griefs which he purposes to romove. 

Talbnt without tact, is like a fiddle without a fiddle- 
stick. 

To read without reflecting, is like eating without 
digesting. 

Flattbry is like champagne, it soon gets into the 
head. 

LovB well understood, is wisdom. 

All of us can carve out our own ways, and God can 
make our very contradictions harmonize with Hia solemn 
ends. 

Tbb subject which cannot be adorned, is seldom re» 
garded ; and the fidelity which challenges contradiction, 
sometimes drives away attention. 

The poetic is the unselfish and the loving. 

Those who aro most addicted to satirize others, dislike 
most to be made objects of satiro themselves. 

When one man has a little prejudice against another, 
suspicion is very busy in coining resemblances. 

One to-day is worth two to-morrows. 
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PRECOCITY. 

If yon were to aaV tirentj men to point out Ihp peculiar 
wonder of this most tronderful age, it is more thin pro- 
bable that at leist ninetei^n out of tha tveQty would 
indicate lome ono or other of the gtviit eflbrta of 
mechanical skill, or of (cioiitific invention, whiih ars 
tmdoobtedly Biarrellons charartcri-lica of our era. Sime 
would turn your atfeniion to that in^t tuliUor hriilge 
Ipanning the Menai Straits, a great iron monirter genios 
of "piogreu," in the matt literal sense of the word, and 
aflbrdiog a high example of tho iliring etiterpriee and 
ingenuity of the m^n of the nineteenth century, ooHling 
into the shade, by a mntt^T'Of-fact priidnctian — a real 
tangible labour — the faLlvil iconders springing from the 
utmost workings of the wildest imagination among the 
nwandita of bygone agei. Others would ioitante the 
gontiaest over that mbtls element electricity, by whicb 
it ii forced to ran alon; the far-stretching wires, the 
humble errand-boy of iti human masters. Others again 
would allude to our gigantic commerce, stretching itaeif 
liliB a Tast giant of gain over the whole of tlie known 
world, and extending itself alike to the denizens of the 
most diiliied countries, and the birborona inhabitants of 
the inlands and continents of the Southern Ocean, suiting 
all their varied toates, uud ministering to their myriad 
wants and necessities i at once exchanging the products 
of our labours with the inbobitants of the northern Ncir 
World tor the staff of life for our multitudes, and sup- 
plying the goods which the nefarioui traders of the 
southern bemisphere of that same New World exchange 
for human beings in Africa. Ochen would speak of the 
(tapanr-winged barks, braving the wind and breasting 
tides and waves, the tracks of which are never absent 
from the rivers and oceans. And others again of those 
T«^t mnchmcs, with limbs of iron and sinews of steel, 
and heart of lire and breath of steam, which, aa thongh 
in contempt of the puniness of humanity, go on nnwea- 
riedly performing the work of thousaadi of men, in 
labours rcrpiiring the iitmnst foreo and the greatest 
deliuutj and skill ; now crushing a ponderous mass of 
iron, iiow dealing as tenderly ai if with an infant's or 
a woman's haad, with threads almost as fine as go?- 
Kuner. I remember seeing somewhere an n-caunt of the 
I'arlcd powers of the elephant's trunk, which could either 



unroot a tree or pick up a pin ; but even that is obscttred 

by that vast bsmmcr iu one of our dockyard), which, as 
we haio all seen in the paper*, can be swayed by a 
Lender lever at llie pleasure ofits masters, to Strike with 
a force of several tons, or cnick the frngiU ahell of a nut 
without bruising the kernel. Such a union of finoe, 
precision, and gentleness is ailounJing. Truly the 
results of mechanical and scientific ini)>rovement ara 
marvels out-beroding fiction, and prominent characteii»> 
tics of our time; but if I were the twentieth nun, with- 
out any desire to undervalue our powers and knowledge, 
without withholding my admiration of our rooimerc 
once barbarizing and civilizing different portions of the 
globe, 1 tbink that I should be tempted to point to si 
thing apparently infinitely more indguiAcant, but in my 
eyes aa note-worthy and remarkable. I am quita pre- 
pared to tee the human intellect expanding itself and 
growing np into colossal proportions, conquering 
elements of nature, reversing in part the first curse by 
which man is doomed to toil; fetching ^m the n 
dark gnomes of mineral and metal to force the win 
do its bidding, the waves to obey its behests, and the 
lightning to become its intelligencer. That I think the 
natural and inevitable destiny of man, and I almost ci 
to be sarprised at his victories over his inanimate, iinc 
scious, and involuntary agenl«; but I rq;ard with great 
curiosity all changes in mental cliaracter, and in tho 
habits and customs of people, and think them of at 1e 
equal importance j and if I were asked to point out what 
most astoniahej me, assuredly one of the things would 
be the precocity of the rising generation, which ii re 
a most remarkable chsncteriatic of the century. 

It was once said of a certain man, " that be had ni 
been a boy." That was meant to point him out ironically 
as a grand exception to the common race of mortals ; but 
what was the exception then really seems to have become 
the rale now, and I am tempted to think that the ra 
boys is fast becoming utterly extinct, and bnng replaced 
by a race of mannilin!', wanting alike in tho grave power 
if maturity and llie I i^lit- hearted wiljness of childhood. 
I have seen upon the same apple-tree fruit unripe indeed, 
but fuii, and jnicy, and promising loscious moutbMs 
when the sun shoutd hnve matured them ; and cloio by ■ 
little, half-withered, pre toanirely-ihri relied thing, look- 
ing as if it had forgolttn to grow last year, and wa, 
thought worth galhiring: and I could not help thiuLing 
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ihAt that WM to the other applM what mumfldiiB are to 
real boys ; and as I am fond of frnit, ! only hope the 
apple-treee will not take to eitensively imitating the 
▼a§;arie8 of us mortals. Solemnly and seriously, I cannot 
help wondering sometimes whether those old fairy tales 
are true about the mischievous sprites changing human 
infants in their cradles for young elves of their own 
■peciei, and thinking that the race, curtailed of their old 
dominions of forest and greenwood, and thicket copse 
and bari*en waste, and sooming the doctrines of Malthus, 
are compelled to find outlets for their superabundant and 
unemployed population, and are exchanging with earthly 
mothers and fathers on an extensive scale. The sup- 
position is no doubt a most extravagant one, but how on 
earth else to account for the wonderfiil increase of man- 
nikins I do not know ; and, perhaps, when one is involved 
in a puxzle of doubt and perplexity, without a chance of 
lighting upon a reasonable solution, an unreasonable one 
u better than none at all. When I was a boy of thirteen 
or fourteen, 1 think I was a fair specimen of boys of my 
time and age. My Ikther was an old soldier, settled 
down after a life of hardship and warfare, into a country 
gentleman of some standing and consideration in the 
village where we then lived, and moving in at least as 
good society as Mr. Bmithson, a retired coal merchant 
I know at No. 4 in our Terrace; yet 1 do not know two 
mon entirely different beings, than Master Smithson, 
now in his early teens, and what I was then. I looked, 
as I recollect, like a boy ; there was no more of the man 
in me than there is of the full-blown flower in the bud ; 
while Master Smithson is a perfect mannikin — a good 
ipecimen of his class ; and if you were to look at him 
through a powerful magnifying glass, and imagine the 
whiskers, you might take him for an exquisite of the first 
water. My short jacket, corduroy trowsers, laced shoes, 
and open collar, are, in my mind's eye, in decided con- 
trast with the superb apparel of the representative of 
more modem boys, who endues himself in a shiny satin 
•toek, adorned with pins and chains, a frock coat of the 
smartest cut, and kerseymere trowsers of the finest 
texture, tightly strapped down over patent miniature 
Wellingtons, of the highest possible polish. In the 
forest on the borders of which our snug house stood, I 
used to roam at freedom, birds' -nesting, blackberry 
gathering, cricketing with the village boys, and bathing 
in the deep clear pools in its quietest nooks, my face aU 
tan and freckles, and my hands sunburnt and scratched ; 
or sometimes I would gallop for miles round on the 
rough . shaggy forest pony, which was my especial pro- 
perty; while Master Smithson wears Paris kid gloves, 
uses cosmetics to improve his complexion, never indulges 
in rougher summer exercise than a quiet walk on the 
shady side of the way, when he is tired calls a " Hansom" 
with perfect composure and self-possession, has his hair 
cut and curled at the Burlington Arcade, and takes his 
bath at the Hummums. My frither^s old gold repeater, 
with an outer case almost Itf ge enough to fry a beef- 
steak, and its pendent bunch of seals, one bearing the 
family arms, used to seem to me the very nepliu ultra 
of watches, and was an object of my especial ambition ; 
but young Smithson has a Parisian time-keeper, about 
the size of a halfcrown, with an enamelled case, on which 
is represented Venus and Adonis, and it is suspended 
round his neck by a massive gold chain, with a smaller 
one from which depends a dashing brequet seal, bearing 
the crest of the Smithsons — ^the said crest, by the way, 
having been fished up a year or two ago, at some expense, 
by the Herald King, and emblazoned conspicuously on 
both doors and the back of the family Brougham. Great 
as waa the contrast between the outside of this young 
Bnglander and myself, it is scarcely so great as between 
the inner man or boy (I am rather puzzled which to say). 
I knew as much Latin as the village clergyman could get 
into me, was a tolerable arithmetician, knew something 



of mathematics, had a good smattering of history, and 
was tolerably acquainted with geography; while our 
young friend Smithson could never compass an accurate 
knowledge of the rule of three, is far better acquainted 
with the Casino than with Euclid, and has about as much 
knowledge of latitude and longitude as a dancing bear. 
But then he extends his studies in another direction — he 
has progressed with the march of intellect — for, calling 
in upon the Smithsons the oth^ morning, I found him 
in an embroidered Persian dressing-gown, reclining upon 
the sofa, and languidly perusing a translation of the last 
novel by the inexhaustible Alexandre Dumas. I well 
recollect, too, my reverence for my father, who, with his 
grave cheerfulness and stem old soldier-like discipline, I 
should almost as soon have thought of treating disrespect- 
fully as of playing familiarly with Wombwell's largest 
lion. But Master Smithson calls his " guv'nor" (that's 
the word now), a stingy old fogy behind his back, and 
laughs at him often to his face. 

The strongest contrast, perhaps, is in our behaviour to 
strangers ; they used to treat me like a boy ; ask me 
how I did ; say I looked healthy and strong ; and, perhaps, 
(as old General Johnson did the last time my father and 
I met him in London,) slip a half-sovereign into my 
hand, saying, they dared say I knew what to do with it. 
I used to thank them with a bow — answer their ques- 
tions, and hold my tongue; but master Smithson re- 
marks with great facility, that it is " a fine day," or 
" deuced hot," or " uncommonly wet," and thinks that 
he has as much, or it may be, more right to an indepen- 
dent share in%he conversation as that " old fogy," Smith- 
son the elder; and if the old General (who assuredly 
would not have offered money to so fine a gentleman) had 
put a piece of gold into his hand, I re^y believe the 
modern youngster would have had serious thoughts of 
calling him out. With women, too, I remember tbat» 
like most boys of that time, I was very shy. I used to 
blush up to the eyes on going into our quiet parlour, and 
unexpectedly finding some of the neighbouring ladies 
and their daughters chatting with my good mild mother ; 
but young Smithson, bless you, offers to escort his 
mother's friends home, and gives his arm to a dowager or 
a demoiselle, with all the grace and gallantry of a 
courtier of Charles the Second. It b not only in boys of tne 
Smithson class that this precocity obtains. No matter 
how many years ago, I used to tiiink smoking a manly 
accomplishment (Master S. by-the-by puffs cigars at 328. 
a pound, and takes an amber-tipped hookah at home), 
and I was in the habit of occasionally picking from old 
hay-stacks a sort of reed, and making myself disagree- 
ably sick by smoking it; but now ragged boys of all ages 
indulge openly in short pipes ; and it is not many 
weeks ago, walking in the environs of a country town, I 
actually met a cheesemonger's boy, of about twelve 
aproned, and with his basket on his arm, smoking a pip^ 
with a meerschaum bowl almost the size of a half-pint 
pot, and a tube half as long as himself, and strutting 
along with all the composure and gravity of a German 
professor taking his morning's walk. 

What a difference there is in girls, too, compared with 
what they used to be. I do not think they have changed 
quite so much as boys ; in their hearts, perhaps, they are 
more as they were. But I cannot help comparing my 
own sisters with the modem misses I occasionally mee^ 
and contrasting the broad-brimmed straw hats, short 
frx)cks, pinafores, and romping of the one, with the gauze 
bonnets, pelerines, beflounced dresses, and rainbow para- 
sols of the latter. I verily believe if you had given my 
sisters, at ten years old, the finest sylphide parasol that 
ever was bought or sold in Regent Street, it would in a 
couple of hours have been converted into a machine to 
catch butterflies, or something of the sort, and smashed 
before the day was over; and thinking of this, I could 
not help laughing at some little ladie^, whose oonversa- 
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tfton I OTorfaMid a thort time ago. Two were just enter- 
ing their teens, the third a little toddling thing of fiye or 
■ix, and they all had parasols. The two elders carried 
theirs majestically upright, bnt the yoonger performed 
with hen some eccentric motions, for which she was 
gravely reprimanded by one of the youthful dowagers, 
the other kindly eicusing her by the plea, that she was 
" such a little thing, you know." These may seem small 
matters; bat I honestly confess that I regard them with 
some interest, as indications of what the fnture people 
are to be^ and I am old-fashioned enough to like, in this 
respect at all events, what tpot better than what ii, 
I should not object so much to precocity in knowledge or 
power, but this is a sort of precocity which seems to 
indicate that the heart is getting old while the brain 
remains young; that the sincerity of nature is fading 
away before artificial forms ; that the fresh impulses of 
soul are being withered by conTentional ceremony : that 
the gaiety of youth and its wild lightheartednees is being 
che<dLed by arbitrary notions of propriety, and its sim- 
plicity being ooimpted by finery and ostentation. I like 
men really to be men; and in order that that ahonld 
oomo to pass, I think it necessary that children should 
really be children. Many may cQffer from me, but in 
my opinion a fine manly chaneter is better reared up 
out of the enthusiasm, the wild energy and ready sympa- 
thies, and earnest confident simplicity of true childhood, 
than out of the premature gravity, distrust, and decorum 
of the mannikin tribe, and I shrink with aenrous fear 
from that state of society in which hearts shall grow old 
before brams develope or forms expand, and the rising 
generation lose the openness and candour of youth, and 
acquire the duplicity and secrecy of old age, before they 
even entsr upon the real business of life. Depend upon 
it, the subject is well worthy of the consideration of the 
mothers and fathers of Bngland, and it will be well for 
all if it seriously engage their attention. 



HONFLEUR. 

II. 

The mouth of the Seine b, as it is known, of very difficult 
navigation, and even an experienced pilot requires all his 
attention to avoid the numerous sand-banks which are 
covered at high water. Some years ago a very melan- 
choly occurrence threw a gloom over the cheerful little 
town, which it was long ere it recovered. A rich watch- 
maker married his only daughter to the son of a small 
propri^taire — ^both being extensively connected in and 
about Honfleur, where the families had long resided. 
They formed the eccentric idea of holding the wedding- 
feast upon one of the largest sand-banks, and after the 
ceremony at church and the Mairie^ the whole party em- 
barked in a large boat. This odd fancy caused much 
laughter and amusement^ but the thought of danger never 
entered into the minds of the many who watched their 
proceedings from the shore with telescopes. They were 
observed drinking healths and making speeches; then 
every thing was put back into the boat, except a barrel, 
upon which the musician mounted. Whilst they con- 
tmuedjiaily dancing, the fact of the waters gradually gain- 
ing upon them was unobserved by the unsuspecting merry- 
makers ; but the moment the attention of those on the 
land was aroused to this circumstance, a boat was put ofT 
to their assistance, though it was confidently expected 
they themselves would take the alarm in time to reach 
their own. Alas! alas I the good cheer, the merry 
dance, drove out of their heads every recollection of the 
hour; and when at last they heard and saw the near 
approach of the rising waves, they rushed frantically 
towards the place where they had moored their little 
vessel, — it had drifted out of their reach, and before their 
friends could get near enough to save them, every soul. 



with the exception of one.sailor, had perished, and their 
death-shrieks were heard where their cheers and joyous 
laughter had failed to reach. Most of the bodies were 
found, the pretty bride's among the number, in all her 
simple finery, still wearing her orange-flower wreath, which 
the cur^ held in bis hand at the funeral, while he dis- 
coursed upon the necessity of our being ever prepared to 
meet death. There was not a dry eye amongst his 
hearers as may well be believed ; but there remained no 
relations to mourn their fate, for every one nearly con- 
nected with either side, had joined the fatal party. 

To the west of the town rises the C6te de Grace, 
clothed with English verdure, and crowned with lofty 
trees. The little chapel dedicated to Notre Dame do 
Grace has nothing to recommend it architecturally, but 
it is much frequented by the maritime population, to 
whose prayera its patroness has they say been particu- 
larly kind — as to her aid they ascribe many escapes from 
wrecks and drowning, besides innumerable cures; and 
accordingly crutches and sticks, models of ships, and 
moulds of deformed limbs, &c, encumber the little building 
to such an extent, that it must soon be enlarged, unless 
for the future these votive offerings are rejected. 

At the time I speak of, the resident priest was a very 
aged man, much above ninety, scarcely ever seen but in 
his own chapel, and I believe I am the only protestant 
who ever penetrated into his stronghold. 

No appearance of a house is visible from the outside, 
but an extremely high wall, on part of which a roof is 
perceived, might lead those (who happened by any acci- 
dent to remark it), to imagine that a stable might possibly 
be on the other side. It encloses, however, a tolerable 
sized old-fashioned garden, the curei's room looking on it 
from a veranda; and there the old man had passed the 
last twenty years of his life, never going beyond it, ex- 
cept to his little chapel, which he entered by a private 
door opening from a laurel arbour. Very few of his own 
communion even were admitted to this peaceful retreat, 
and I only crept in, under the wing of a very pious lady, 
whom he had christened, prepiffed for her first commu- 
nion, and married. He received me however with much 
kindness, called me mon enfimt, ma fille, and gave me 
leave to gather his fruit, and play with his dog, whilst he 
conversed with my friend. I never before saw any one 
so old, it was said he was then ninety-eight, and he died 
the next winter. 

Nothing can be conceived pretti^ than this same Cdte 
de Grace, both in itself and in the rich, varied, and ex- 
tensive views it commands from every point. Just at the 
top of the ascent is a Calvaire, particularly well carved 
and coloured, where the peasants, on their way to and 
from market, stop to say a prayer, and to tell their 
children that He, whose sufferings were there represented, 
died to save sinners, and loved Uttte children. Daring a 
fire I saw two boys, not above eight years of age, climb 
up the crucifix and kiss the crown of thorns, praying 
to God, in their mnocent language, to " put out the 
fire for sweet Jesus' sake." It so happened that a minute 
after the fire slackened, the flames were got under, and 
the houses saved. At Whitsuntide, there is an annual 
fair, which lasts a fortnight, and morning and even- 
ing, during that time, there the social inhabitants of 
Honfleur, and many neighbouring parishes, repair. A 
French fair is a very different amusement from that which 
comes under the same denomination in England. I have 
attended many, and even at those in the environs of Paris, 
never did I observe or hear any thing improper or un- 
pleasant for a lady to see and hear. To be sure, at Paris, 
the National Guard were always present to keep order, tie 
the sacks round the necks of those who ran in them, 
beat a drum as a signal, when it was time to set off, enter 
all the dancing booths, &c. &c., but in this primitive place, 
military surveillance was unnecessary, and all amused 
themaelves selon leurs fimtaisies, without giving umbrage 



64 



ELIZA COOK'S JOURNAL. 



f 



to their neighbours. I was n^rer more amjued, and I 
may add amazed, in my life, than the first time I went 
to this fair, to see the graYe citizens and merdiants of 
the town astride on mimic hones, peacocks, lions, and 
bears, shouting *' bon voyage" to eadi other, with all the 
glee of schoolboys, as on their meny-go-round they 
missed or succeeded in detaching the ring — ^he who in so 
many rounds took off so many rings, had his ride for 
nothing. 

Animated by the example of these worthy gentlemfln, a 
party of our own jack-tars took their places, and the joyous 
noise they made soon attracted every one around them. 
They set up a hurra I that might have been heard over at 
Havre, and quite out-halloo'd the more refined French. 
All the year round, this Cdte and the sonsounding orchards 
are a favourite resort for the humbler classes upon fine 
Sunday evenings ; with all my protestant austerity, I could 
not firown on the happy family groups sitting together 
mder the shade of an old apple tree, eating shrimps, and 
drinking their cider, or dancing to the sound of a violin, 
the performer of which was perched in the tree as high 
up as he could find a safe seat among the branches. 
Much rustic grace was frequently displayed, and invari- 
able good-humour, and I cannot say I think our own 
peasants show to more advantage, in their ale-houses 
and gin-shops, while their wives and children remain at 
home, starving or grumbling. No doubt we can find 
some cottagers who may read the bible to their families 
upon Sunday night, as we find in France pious peasants, 
who prefer spending thet day in religious exercises, to 
dancing, or supping on shrimps and cider ; bat it is not 
of these admirable exceptions to a general rule of whom I 
speak. There was also a guioguette, where you could 
dance in bad weather, and whereon was inscribed, " Play, 
music, and dancing to be enjoyed here, where tout jusqu'a 
I'amour, se passe avec d^nce ; " but although hung with 
scarlet and yellow draperies, and very fine to look at, it 
was not so popular or so pleasant as the dance under the 
orchard trees, where you paid your sou to the fiddler in tlie 
branches. The bowing and scraping, and complimenting; 
the scrupulous use of the words. Monsieur, Madame, and 
Mademoiselle in every sentence, was inexpressibly amus- 
ing tons, when made use of by the street-sweepers, mud- 
diggers, and woodmen, as well as by the more refined 
shopkeepers. 

When Napoleon visited Honfleur, he expressed great 
adciiration of the view from the Cdte de Grace, saying he 
had never seen any which pleased him more than that 
from Mont Joli ; but, although during the three days of 
his abode here, he was followed by admiring crowds at 
every turn, when his body passed up the river it made 
little sensation, and his memory did not appear to be 
honoured much by the inhabitants ; a friend of mine, 
indeed, overheard one old woman remark, "bien siir 
son ame est aux enfers." No doubt she had, like many 
others, lost husband or sons through his insatiable am- 
bition, and the Emperor's past glory could not banish 
the remembrance of her grief. There are several ponds 
frill of the most lovely little firogs, much the size and 
shape of a leaf, and of quite as bright a green. I suppose 
they are not of the edible sort, or they would not be so 
numerous, or a fricassee so dear. One thing I remarked 
here, and, indeed, in every part of France where I have 
happened to reside, the absence of all woodland music. 
Small birds are shot and snared for the table, and men 
are no more ashamed to speak of their success in de- 
stroying these little songsters than our sportsmen are to 
talk of bagging grouse and hares. " What sport have 
you had ? " asked one fellow of his moustachioed friend, 
who was returning with belt and bag, gun, and powder- 
flask. " Capital sport 1 five thrushes, three sparrows, a 
robin redbreast, and a jenny wren ! " During my long re- 
sidence in France, I only remember seeing three robins. 
I Bhall not ipeak of any religious ceremonies, they have 



been described so often, but I may mflntion that at 
Honfleur, the Fete Dieu is celebrated with unusual 
splendour for so confined a sphere. All the houMs are 
hung with carpets and tapestry, or sheets looped up with 
bunches of frwh gathered fiowers, the streets are strewed 
with rose leaves, the dresses of the priests as magnifieent 
as any I saw at Paris. The little curly-headed St. 
Johns, with their lambs, the tiny angels with their 
wings, personated by prettier children than you can find, 
I think, elsewhere, and the reposoirs display a dogree of 
richness and taste, few other small plaoee can boast, for 
in the large towns these processions are not permitted. 
The carnival, too, is usually kept up with much spirit by 
the young men, who spare no expense to amuse tiie 
spectators and themselves. My little girl, of five years old, 
was much amused by the masks, and continually called 
us to the window whenever she saw them pass; but, 
when Lent began, and a funeral went by, the priests 
chanting to tlM trombone, and carrying the cross and 
numerous banners inscribed with appr^niate text^, the 
little creature thought it was some new devioe, and 
screamed out, " Come and see se Makis I ze Makis I '' 
much to the horror of an old Catholic lady who was 
paying us a visit at the time-*-and who glared at the 
innocent little heretic most fiercely. There is a small 
Anglican chapel supported by the visitors ; and a F^nch 
protestant pastor visits Honfleur occasionally — ^at least 
such was the case a very few years since ; and if the revo- 
lution has not altered remote towns as much as it has 
done Paris, I do not suppose there is any change in this 
respect. Louis Philippe and his excellent queen found a 
secure retreat at Hunfleur, previous to their departure for 
England, which I think says much for the right feeling 
of its inhabitants ; and the year I spent there myself, and 
the many kindnesses I there received, will ever remain a 
bright spot in my grateful remembrance. 



WHY SCORN THE POOR? 

Why teoni tbe poor ? 

Brief days and it will be 

AU one with thee and me. 
Neither can long endure. 

Time levels all 1— 

And thou and I, Patrician, 

Will meet with due predsion, 
Beneath the pall I 

Thm what avails, 

Fame, title, blood, or land* ? 

When death hit right demands. 
Earth** glorj pales. 

Than an we tme : 

Thou in thy down bed lying- 

I on my straw heap dying; 
Will care for none. 

Chaalbs Ryokb. 



MY WALK TO "THE OFFICE," 

No. 1. 

Travellers abroad and observers at home— The man of method— 
The start in life and its finish— My fat friend— Love and affection 
venus parental authority. 

Though few persons, perhaps, pay greater tribute to the 
laudable spirit which urges men to become travcUera — 
penetrating into unknown lands, crossing the pathless 
wastes of unfrequented seas, and meeting, in every shape* 
danger face to &ce; and all this for the mere purpose of 
enlightening mankind in general, and bringing before the 
mind's eye the customs of the savage and the nature of 
the brute; or of laying bare to view the wondrous 
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bcanties and resources of untrodden shores before our 
wondering and admiring gaze —notwithstanding, I say, 
my readiness to give them thair full meed of praise, I 
honestly confess / could noi do it. Whether it is a fact 
that with grey hairs my blood bounds less oourser-like 
along my veins ; or whether it is I do not possess the 
necessary spirit of enterprise, I cannot tell ; but this I 
know, that something more than a view into the jaws of 
an infuriated lion, or a burning crater; a combat with a 
cannibal, or a love-match with an oil-bedaubed Chinese 
of the feminine gender, is necessary to attract me 
beyond the limits of our sea-girt isle ; whilst a snooze 
upon a bed of down, even when accompanied with the 
various inconvenient attendants which sometimes assail 
our bodies corporate, is infinitely preferable to the very 
questionable honour of being lulled to roost on a swampy 
oouch redolent of fever, by the continued flourishing of 
mosquito tmmpetings. No; very nice company when 
they oome back again, are these sight-seeing travellers — 
very clever, shrewd, danger-seeking gentlemen, no doubt 
— tfid I ask but one thing granted me, and we shall 
be on the best of terms, that, whenever I doubt a fact, 
I shall not be obliged to go and see for myself. Rather 
than this alternative, I will read their books and take 
their word for all contained therein ; which, as I think, 
is saying a great deal. 

But, after all, I would simply ask, is it so impera- 
tively necessary to run all the hair-breadth escapes of 
whidi these worthies talk so much, to find something new 
under the sun ? Why, take for instance where I live, a 
little way out of town as it is called now ; well, I lived in the 
same spot, not the same house, some twenty years ago, 
and people used to say, when change of air was necessary, 
that they had a friend in the country, who would house 
them for a while ; and my brother clerks were wont to 
hold me up to the admiring gaze of the cits, as a specimen 
of the raw material produced in the rural districts, and 
take a most affectionate farewell of their relatives when 
they came to see me. Yes, the free winds of heaven 
brsttthed upon me then ; a man could look abroad and 
not feel cramped between brick walls whichever way he 
turned, and felt that he was in the open air ; and now, 
why lath and plaster cover the once lovely landscape, 
and a long uniform terrace, where every blade of grass, 
knocker and railing is so like its fellow, that for some 
years, I may safely say, I never felt sure of having rat- 
tatted at my own knocker, or pulled my own bell — con- 
found it ! Or, again will they have the assurance to say 
that opportunities for observation do not occur to a man 
who lives at home ? If so, I would just ask them to do 
as I have done, walked to my office every morning for 
many a long year, and then, if they have eyes at all, 
what histories may be learnt, what joys, griefs, troubles, 
ups and downs, are noticeable in the visages of the 
passers-by ! For instance, look at that man who lives 
at No. 3, in our terrace ; see him methodically unlock 
the outer gate, cast a glance round to see that every 
thing is in its proper place, and then, the model of neat- 
ness, sally forth to walk to hie office, never varying, 
morning after morning, one second in the enactment of 
each several action : very old bachelor-like and metho- 
dical, is it not, gentle reader ? but, would you believe it ? 
this same system of punctuality, care, and order, has 
done him good service in his time. I recollect him once 
an errand-boy ! and, they say, that now he's worth — 
however, never mind what "they" say— *it is not money 
makes the man. 

And then, somewhat lower down in that once rural lane, 
there stands a pretty little cottage, as cottages go now- 
a-days— empty now, but not always so; and the honey- 
suckle trails negligently along the broken lattice-work, 
drooping as though it missed the loving hand that once 
was wont to train and prop its roaming tendrils. But it is 
■Q quiet and changed there now; and yet I have heard 



at eventide such joyous happy shouts of merry ringing 
laughter, filling the surroundmg air, that made me light 
and happy only to listen to it : and though it looks 
deserted, dull, and very miserable, with its weed-filled 
garden, and its staring board inscribed " To Let," I have 
seen such glistening faces sparkle at the garden-gate, that, 
in my own private particular vocabulary, I called it para- 
dise. I was never intimate with the occupants, but I 
knew them, or, at least, I felt I knew them. He, the 
husband, I can recollect meeting the morning that 
he took his first step into life ; and, with dean lay-down 
collar, neatly brushed clothes, and every stitch and 
button carrying the impress of a mother's guardian 
care, started in all the pride of fancied youthful inde- 
pendence to hie office. Morning after morning did we 
always meet, and if it were not for wearying you, my 
patient reader, I could tell the various dates at which the 
lay-down collar grew erect, and was bound within the 
confines of a stock; when the no-tail ooat, or jacket, was 
changed for the long-tail ; and when, in fact, to aU ap- 
pearance, the world and time were cLuming him to play 
his part, and bear his burden as a man. Yes, nor was 
this all ; it was, of course, but a guess ; but I thought 
some three or four years after this, that his eye seemed 
brighter ; a smile of inward joyous satbiaction played about 
his expressive physiognomy ; and from some other almost 
indescribable somethings, I concluded he had become a 
married man. And when, soon after, the cottage alluded 
to changed tenants, not altogether to my surprise, I 
found my worthy friend installed therein — not alone. 

Again, some time passed by, and there were two 
children; and a sweet, kind, dear-looking mother they 
had ; too weak and delicate, apparently, to battle with the 
roughnesses of the every-day world; much less to bear 
the mighty stroke that was about to smite her spirit 
to the dust. But there wa^ no doubt about it, I felt sure ; 
the bright eyes looked a great deal brighter as I overtook 
my friend returning of an evening ; and a hectic flush 
and husky cough, — ^all told the tale; and when sometimes, 
as I have seen him sitting at the little porch, beside hb 
guardian angel here, I thought it was symbolic of a 
change that must soon, alas I too soon, waft him to 
another porch— to another angel, in the deep, dark, un- 
fathomable there / And so it was. He gradually got 
firom bad to worse ; and she, bowed down as she most 
visibly was, eve after eve, would lend her tender arm for 
him to lean upon, as, almost with superhuman energy, he 
sallied forth to look and smile upon his children, and 
show how true he spoke, when, to cheer her heart and 
raise her hopes, he said that he was better. Well, I was 
walking to my office, as usual, one morning, and looked, 
as I always did, upon this little spot, to note what change 
had come to pass ; but there was little need to look ; deep, 
deep sobs, and broken-hearted wails, were too clearly 
audible to doubt ; yes, reader, it was a loud, heaven- 
reaching shriek that told the tale ; and, as though the 
tender form who breathed it, sought but to hasten to join 
him whom she had most devotedly loved on earth, she 
never breathed another. And so, as I have said, all is 
very dull and very quiet at the " cottage" now. 

However, to proceed a little farther on my " walk," 
there is one man who never fails to attract my particular 
attention, and, let me be in whatever humour I may, to 
raise a smile ; he b very short, very stout, and the very 
opposite to any idea that may be formed of agility, or 
even common locomotion ; and yet he is always on the 
move. It is always excessively warm with him — the ex- 
ertion of walking is so great ; and the continual fretting 
and chafing against the multitude makes him irritable 
and nervous. The pavements are, he says, so inconve- 
niently small ; and yet one would think, to see liim, that 
he likes it all the while he rails, for to do anything quietly 
and deliberately, is a height of philosophy beyond his 
comprehension. Hurry, bustle, and confusion form the 
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the ' Haunted Chamber/ from two mummies having been 
found there by the miners In 1809. They were In a 
sitting position, and clothed with deer-skin. One of them 
is now in a musenm in New York ; the other was destroyed 
when the musenm at Cincinnati took lire. 

" After passing ' Vulcan's Forge/ so called from the 
fltone resembling very much the refuse of a forge, we 
come to the ' Gothic Chapel.' Before entering it, how- 
ever, Stephen takes our lamps, and leaves us in the dark 
for a time, while he goes and places them on the stalactite 
pillar in the Chapel. He calls out to us to 'come on — 
there's nothing to stumble over,' and we advance towards 
the Chapel. How splendid I how beautiful! The sta- 
lactite pillars are all opposite to each other, as if they 
were really supporting the roof. It reminded me of the 
crypt under the Cathedral at Rochester, in Kent, ex- 
oq>ting that here the pillars were translucent. About 
ten or twelve fbet high are the pillars, and the stalactite 
formations are still going on in some of them. It has 
been asoertained, it seems, that it takes thirty years to 
Ibrm the thickness of a wafer, then how many times 
thirtyyears must it have taken to form these pillars t It 
was a solemn scene— the stillness was indeed quite awfiil. 
I broke the silenoe by singing Luther^s Hymn, while 
those around me stood like statues. We came next to 
what is called 'Napoleon's Breastwork/ an immense 
block of Umestone, that has evidently lUlen away firom 
the roof at some time or other, and now lies in a slanting 
form. It is about 60 feet long, 20 feet to the top, and 
looks over into a deep ravine. Now we come to his 
Satanic Majesty's Armchair, which is the name given to 
a splendid staJaetite column in the centre of a chamber, 
and which on one side forms an excellent seat. The back 
is round, and like one of the old-fiuhioned chairs stuffed, 
and oovered with silk. You may have an idea of the size 
of it when I tdl you, that it tdces three mens* arms to 
go round it. Not fiur from it is another stalactite forma- 
tion« called the ' Elephant's Head,' from its exact resem- 
blanoe to one— the eyes, ears, and trunk are perfect; 
some barbarian, however, has defooed the trunk. Now 
we approach the ' Lover's Leap,' where any hapless swain 
■say have an opportunity of getting rid of all his earthly 
carss, by taking a dismal leap of 50 fbet, but no one has 

J ret been desperate enough to do it. We deecend to the 
eft of the ' Lovet^s Leap,' and presently enter an extra- 
ordinary passage in the rock, calisd the ' Devil's Elbow / 
it is about thnw feet wide, and twelve high, and leads to 
die lower branch of the Gothic Avenue. The stone of 
the passage bears evidence of water having rushed 
through it with tremendous force, though how long ago 
it is impossible to ascertain. 

" As we enter this part of the Gothic Avenue, we come 
to a basin of beautifol clear water, called the 'Cooling 
Tub.' It is about six feet wide, and a stream of the 
purest water is fUling constantly into it from the ceiling, 
which is here about SO feet high. In various ports of 
the cave there are streams of this description, and the 
sound of this falling water is the only thing that breakb 
the awftil stillness tiiat constantly reigns. After passing 
' Napoleon's Dome,' which is about 60 f(«t in height, we 
come to another little pool, called 'Lake Purity,' the 
water in which is delicious to drink, so pure, that no dis- 
turbance can thicken it. Now we retrace our steps to the 
' Main Cave,' where, at almost every step we take, some 
new wonder is open to us. We are in an apartment 
called the ' Ball Room/ for it is frequently used as such 
by the visitors during the season. The floor is smooth 
and level, and continues so for several hundred feet, so 
that there is plenty of room for a large party. There are 
spacious galleries above, too, formed bv the ledging 
rocks ; and there is an orchestra, capable of holding 
twice the number of the philharmonic band. As we go 
along gasing in wonder at everythiug, tiie eye suddenly 
rests on a nice little niche in the wall, just like the nidie 



that is at the door of a Roman Catholic cathedral for 
holding the holy water. It has been formed by the trick- 
ling down of the water, and is called 'Wandering Willie's 
Spring;' as I have considerable regard for all Wander- 
ing Willies, I partook of the water of his spring, and 
can vouch for its purity and refreshing qualities. The 
' Standing Rocks' that we by-and-by approach, are im- 
mense blocks of stone that have evidently fallen from the 
roof, some of them 20 feet long, and six or eight feet 
thick, and many of them even larger; and what is some- 
thing remarkable, it is the thinnest part of tlie stone that 
has sunk into the earth. The next very prominent ob- 
ject we come to is the 'Giant's Coflin/ an immense 
block of limestone that has evidently fallen away from the 
side, and which perfectly resembles a coffin, but may well 
be called a giant's, for it is 60 feet long, and about 
20 feet thick. It has the curved lid which I have 
observed in the fashionable coffins in the south, and 
which I heard an auctioneer, who was selling some by 
auction, recommend, as being much more accommodating 
than the plain lids, for the person could turn round when- 
ever he felt inclined to do so. At some distance beyond 
this, perhaps one hundred and fifty yards, the cave takes 
a gigantic turn, called the 'Acute Angle/ or 'Great 
Bend,' which the guide illumines by one of his Bengal 
lights, and displays to the astonished spectator one of the 
most wonderful sights that ever mortal eyes beheld. It 
has the appearance of a vast amphitheatre. It must 
be about 70 feet high. In front of us is the great 
corner-stone or bend, and on each side the avenue looms 
away into unfathomable darkness. The Bengal light dies, 
and we trudge along to the right, with our lamps in our 
hands, single file, with Stephen at the head ; and ere long 
he says, 'Stop, we are now in the Star-Chamber/ 
Wonders will never cease, for here is something more 
wonderful than anything we have yet seen. How can 
I convey to you an idea of it? Let me see. It is 
as if we were at the bottom of a ravine or pass, about 
60 feet wide, and 100 feet high ; the top of the ravine 
being terminated by jutting-out rocks, and above those 
projecting rocks we see the blue firmament of heaven, as 
it were, with the stars shining above us. The rocks at 
the top are white in many places, and cloudlike, which 
shows the starry firmament to greater advantage. The 
stars are formed by the sparkling gypsum in the dark lime- 
stone, and a more complete optic^ illusion Dame Nature 
never called into existence. We felt as if we should 
never tire gazing on this, and expatiating to each other 
upon its wonders. Stephen asked lis how we should like 
to have all the lights extinguished, to ifj the effect of it 
in that way, whi(£ we readily agreed to ; but not a par- 
ticle of anything could we see. There was, of course, not 
the smallest ray of light — there could not be, for wo were 
two miles from the mouth of the cave, and 170 feet below 
the surface of the earth. I put my finger close to my 
eye, but could see nothing. When no one spoke, the si- 
lence was awfol. I don't know what the others were 
thinking of in the midst of this total eclipse, but I could 
not help thinking now, if Stephen should have forgot his 
matches, we shall be in a fix. I spoke to him of this 
afterwards, when he said he should soon have got lights 
for us if he had forgot his matches, for he knows the cave 
so well, having been a guide in it for thirteen years, that 
he could have found his way to the mouth. This Star 
Chamber is the most pleasing sight in the cave. Not 
far from it are the remains of some small houses that 
were built some years ago for consumptive patients. The 
air is so pure, and the temperature so equal, that they 
enjoyed very good health while they remained in the cave, 
but as soon as they went above ground they became as 
bad as ever ; the idea, therefore, of making the cave an 
hospital for consumption has been abandoned. 

" We returned as far as the Giant* s Coffin, behind which 
we entered an avenue, and descended seme twelve or 
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fourteen Bteps^ then through » very low and narrow pas- 
sage into the Deserted Chamhers« which we got to by 
cr&wUng some part of the way on our hands and knees. 
The first of the Deserted Chambers is called the Wooden 
Bowl, from the fact of a wooden bowl having been found 
in it by the miners some years ago. At a short distance 
from this bowl we stopped to dine, sitting on the edge of 
a large fiat rock, which wo used as a dining-table. Close 
by there was a spring of clear, delicious water. We en- 
joyed our repast amazingly ; drank in the pure, unadul- 
terated water, to all our friends round St. Paul's ; had 
some songs after dinner, then resumed our walk. Our 
attention was first directed to the ' Sidesaddle Pit,' which 
is about 60 feet deep; and to prevent one's having a 
chance of falling into it, it is railed round by spars of 
sassafiras tree, on one of which are two sprouts, which 
made their appearance about a month ago, and are looked 
upon with interest, for there is no other sign of vegeta- 
tion within the place. The ceiling here, from water 
coming through Uie stone, is just like honeycomb. A 
little further on we come to the 'Bottomless Pit,' a 
frightM chasm with a fra^e wooden bridge across it. 
A piece of lighted paper thrown from the bridge into the 
pit, shows us the depth of it, which, from the water to 
the top of the dome above us, is 280 feet. As we found 
that the splendid dome over head had no name, we called 
it St. Paul's, and insisted that Stephen should henceforth 
call it by that name, and no other. 

"As we go along we see on the roof of the avenue the 
most beautiful stalactite formations-^rosettes, &c. in in- 
numerable variety; there is indeed here a mixture of the 
sublime and beautiful. We come to the 'Wild Uall,' well 
named from its appearance, go through the ' Arch,' which 
is one of the most beautifully formed natural arches that 
can be seen, return through what is called the 'Laby- 
rinth,' and go to 'Gorin's Dome.' Much as we had 
seen to astonhh us, we were not prepared for the magnifi- 
cence of the scene we were now to witness. Stephen 
placed us at an aperture about the ordinary SLie of a 
window, told us to lay down our lamps behind us, then 
he left us. By-and-by we discovered him on a point a 
considerable way above us, and he Ughted one of nis 
Bengals, and unfolded the wonders of the dome to us. It 
is nearly 300 feet in height, and we were standing about 
half-way up. The sides of the dome are fluted, and have 
the appearance of having been polished, for the water is 
still strickling down. It is utterly impossible to give any 
idea of the splendour of this place when lighted up. We 
had not seen half enough of it. We called for another 
Bengal light, but Stephen had not one more left, so we 
were obliged to leave, which we did, expressing our deter- 
mination to visit the dome again in our next ramble. 

" We had now been five hours iu the cave, and as we had 
more than two miles to walk to the mouth, we set off on 
our homeward route, and passed again some of our old 
acquaintances, the Giant's Coffin, the Church, walked a 
little way down 'Audribrow's Avenue,' and finally we 
saw the light of day glimmering before us, and as we 
drew nearer to the mouth I thought the sun never shone 
so beautiful before, and that the green grass and the 
foliage of the trees, in fact the whole face of nature, was 
more lovely than ever. When fairly out of the cave we 
felt as if hot air was being blown upon us, so oppressively 
warm did the atmosphere feel. And so finished our first 
day in the Mammoth Cave." 

It took Mr. Wilson and his party two days more to 
explore the further wonders of the cave. The second 
day they visited the Banquet Hall, which is 40 feet high, 
and 700 feet in width. They passed two cataracts, each 
of which falls about 50 feet, and then reached the Chief 
City, or temple, the magnificence of which is beyond 
description. The dome is 120 feet high, the roof being of 
smooth solid rock ; it is 300 feet across, and 960 feet in 
lengtluThe Fairy Grotto,Grothic Chapel, andother chambers 



full of the most beautiful stalactites, were visited, and then 
they reached the Mammoth Dome. " At last we emerge 
out of a hole, and find ourselves standing on the brink of a 
precipice, and hear the fidling of water from a great hei^t, 
and by the dim glimmer of our lights we see that there is 
something before us awfully grand and stupendous, and 
this is the Mammoth Dome ! But we do not see it yet ' 
as we shall see it ; we must descend 20 feet by a cracy- 
looking ladder, on which human foot has not been since 
last summer, in order that we may see the dome in all its 
glory. WeU, we are down, and not a very easy task it 
is to get down ; and we are standing there enjoying a 
kind of shower bath, while Stephen goes on a height to 
light up — and when he does light up we forget the water 
that is showering down upon us — we forget everything 
but the grand scene before us. We look on the vast 
space lighted up, and we see the sides of this immense 
dome, or tower it might be called, for4t is nearly four 
hundred feet high, fiuted, polished, here pillars, there 
capitals of the most elaborate description, as if the cun« 
ningest hand of the cunningest craftsman had been there 
— aye, and has he not been there ? It is something like 
Gorin's Dome, which we saw yesterday, but much 
larger. It may well be called the greatest wonder of this 
wondrous place. Stephen must give us another Bengal. 
Again we gase in astonishment at this unparallded wonder, 
and see beauties we did not see before. The light fades 
and dies, and again deep impenetrable gloom holds its 
sway. We ascend the ladder to our old lodge of rock at 
the mouth of the hole by which we must return, and 
feel thankful when we find ourselves safely at the top of 
it, take one last look at the dome, and then retrace our 
steps." 

The third day was occupied in navigating some of the 
rivers of the cave, in order to reach some portions of it 
which could not otherwise be reached. In these rivers are 
several kinds of eyeless fish ; for, having no need of light 
in their dark undergroimd caverns, nature has left their 
ocular organs undeveloped. The visitors passed through 
two avenues, each of which was two miles long; one of 
these being terminated by an apartment called "Oie 
Bull's Concert Room," in which that famous violinist 
discoursed eloquent music to a large party whom he ac- 
companied into the cave some years ago. The inside of 
one of the caverns, in the neigbbourbood, looks as if all 
the dark-coloured grapes had been collected firom half 
the vineyards of the Rhine and deposited there; it is 
called Mary's Vineyard. Then there is the Snow-ball 
Room, the roof being as if covered with snow-balls and 
white rosettes. Numerous other remarkable parts of the 
Cave were visited, which it would occupy too much 
space to detail ; but enough has, probably, been said to 
give the reader an idea of certainly one of the greatest 
natural curiosities and wonders in the world. 



Uti^ani far iLfttle Onti. 

MRS. RIVERSDALE AND HER NIECES. 

" And so we are to go to aunt Riversdale's," said little 
Augusta Fenton to her sister Lucy, " I wonder whether 
we shall like her better than Aunt Louisa, or whether 
all aunts are the same." 

" I hope aunt Riversdale will be more good-natured 
than aunt Loo," answered Lucy." 

"Oh," replied Augusta, "I don't care whether she 
is or not, for I am resolved not to mind her. I was 
too sorry when we first came here, about poor mamma, to 
stand up against Mrs. Finch, and then she is so tall, and 
so stiff, and so oold, and disagreeable, that afterwards 
it was of no use trying ; but aunt Kversdale is a little 
pale woman, with a soft voice, lives in a small house, 
with only one maid, and a gardener, who cleans the 
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knWes and shoes, and does not even sleep in the house. 
Harding told me so ; I am determined to stand up for 
my rights and yours." 

"But suppose/' observed Lucy, "that she gives us 
long lessons to learn." 

" Or," chimed in little Charlotte, " makes us eat dry 
bread." 

" Oh, don't be afraid," replied her elder sister, " she is 
reaiiy good, tho' very tiresome, Harding says, always giving 
advice, — if we don't like her better than Madame Louisa 
Pinch, our stately aunt, we shall, / shall at least, like 
better to be with her, for I shall certainly have more of 
my own way." 

These three little girls had lost their mother some time 
•go, and had been invited by their calculating aunt, Mrs. 
L. Finch, to spend a year or two with her, she having a large 
house and several servants for herself alone. Mrs. Louisa 
was at once protld and mean; the first induced her to keep 
up a certain establishment for show, the second to keep it 
as economically as possible. Her house was a dull square 
building, in a gloomy country town, with a court between 
it and the street, a gravel walk up the centre, grass- 
plat on each side, and some sombre shrubs that seemed 
never to have spirit enough to flourish and look gay like 
other shrubs of the same species. The servants were 
dull, middle-aged, and resfiectable like herself; and the 
arrival of three children gave them anything but pleasure, 
inasmuch as it increased their trouble, without increasing 
their s:&ins. Mrs. Louisa thought it a good speculation 
to invite them, because as they were very young and had 
ample wardrobes, they would not, for some time, put her 
to any expense, except for their board, for which their 
£\bO amply overpaid her, besides the credit she gained for 
her kind notice and care of the poor, dear motherleM 
orphans; and by the time they requirEHi masters, new books, 
and new clothes, she resolved to make them over to Mrs. 
Riversdale, under pretence of its being "such a re- 
spectable way of adding to the poor thing's income," that 
she, benevolent soul, willingly made the sacrifice of the 
society of " her darlings." These darlings she had 
put to sleep in one large, dingy, cold, melancholy-looking 
room at the top of the house, fed them at the servant's 
hours, with servant's fare, sent them to walk out once a 
day for an hour with Mrs. Harding, her maid, who pre- 
vented them from running, jumping, or playing, under 
pretence that it was unladylike; gave them long dull 
lessons to learn by rote, pages of dictionary, pages of 
geography, pages of grammar, pages of French vocabulary, 
which, when l^uned, never seemed to have given them 
one idea more than they had before, unless it were that 
it was all very tiresome, disagreeable, and useless. 
Whenever there was company, (and Mrs. Louisa ooca- 
flionally gave long, dull parties) these three young crea- 
tures were taught to sit quietly on their stools, told to hold 
up their heads, turn out their toes, never speak but when 
spoken to, not even to chatter to each other, — ^in short, 
to make themselves as stiff and unnatural as possible, and 
finally, at a very early hour they were sent to bed, where, 
after all, they were happier than anywhere else, being 
out of her sight and Harding*s. Poor things 1 their talk 
among themselves was all of the past, never <ai the future ; 
what future, indeed, with aunt Louisa could be looked 
forward to with pleasure ? 

Mrs. Riversdale, upon the death of the Admiral, which 
was speedily followed by that of her fittle daughter, 
finding that her income when all debts were paid, was 
Tery limited, resolved to retire to a farm house, and there 
remain cultivating her mind, and improving her health, 
which £stigue and grief had greatly impaired, until she 
had saved money enough to Ornish a small bouse in a 
village ; and knowing the disposition of Mrs. Finch, she 
provided every thing necessary for her nieces, whose 
•odety she rejoiced to think she should soon be blessed 
with. Their litdelnoome she put aside for tiMir own entire 



use, when of an age to profit by the instruction of mas- 
ters ; and in the meantime, resolved to make lier own 
instructions, aided by an old French dandng-master onoa 
a week, suffice at least for two years to oome. For educa- 
tion did not, in Mrs. Riversdale' s opinion, consist merely 
in learning many languages and accomplishments ; but 
in exercising the understanding, correcting the temper, 
making their bodies strong by air and exercise, their 
minds rational by reading, filling their hearts with good 
thoughts, teaching them to occupy their time usefoUy* 
strengthening their belief in the christian religion^ and 
protfing their faith by following its precept*. 

" Here we are at last," said Mrs. Harding, aa tiia 
carriage turned off the prindpal street of Loftbury, into 
a sort of lane with high garden wails on each side, and 
stopt at a small neat house, the steps loading to the door 
of which rose directly from the road. 

" Oh, how little ! oh, how dull 1 oh, how shabby i" 
burst from all three. 

" Hush, young ladies," said Harding, " you can't expect 
Mrs. Pinch's establishment at your poor aunt Riversdale's.'' 

Augusta was going to reply, but was prevented by the 
door being opened by a neat, smiling young woman, who 
looked as if really glad to see them. Augusta stared as if 
she thought such looks too familiar ; Charlotte did not even 
glance at her, but leapt out ; Lucy, however, exchanged 
a smile with the bright-eyed honest attendant of her 
aunt, as she ran into the passage after her sisters. A 
lady about forty, in a brown silk dress, blue ribbons in 
her cap, with a gentle countenance came forward, em- 
braced them and welcomed them home, and then led 
the way into a cheerful apartment opening upon a large 
garden. 

" Oh, what a nice room !" cried Augusta, "I like it 
much better than aunt Louisa's dull drawing-room." 

" I am glad you like it, my love, and I hope your own 
room will please you also, which I shall show you now, 
as dinner must be nearly ready, and I dare say you are 
all hungry after your journey." 

"Yes," said Charlotte, " I am so hungry that I could 
eat even boiled beef." Her aunt smiled, and opened a door 
into two cheerful little rooms one through the other, 
with white beds, drawers, washstands, bookcases, ward- 
robes, §oir each ; and what delighted them more than ail 
else, three little flower-stands containing myrtles, gera- 
niums, and mignonette, which were to ornament their 
rooms during the day, upon condition of their never 
forgetting to put them out upon the landing-place at 
night. 

" This is Thursday, my loves, to-morrow yon will have 
ample time to arrange your belongings, and by Monday 
I think we may commence our regular occupations." 

" 1 hope you won't make us learn very long lessons," 
stammernl Lucy, surprised at her own ooerage in speak- 
ing at all to an auni, 

" It is not the extreme length of the lessons, I am so 
particular about, my dear; but what you do learn you 
must know perfectly, and understand th(m>nghly; but 
we won't talk anything about lessons till Monday. I 
must shew you my garden and your gardens, and your 
rabbits, and two poor little children, whose dothea you 
are to make, and whom you are to teach to read, and I 
must make you ccquainted with my favourite walks, and 
old Moses the gardener, and Sutton the dog, and little 
Minni the pussey." 

" Oh, dear 1 oh, dear 1 and are we to have gardens and 
rabbits, and may we play with Sutton and Minni, and 
ask questions of Moses about the flowers, oh I oh ! oh 1 
we shall be so happy." 

When Mrs. Riversdale went down stafars, they each 
declared that they loved her already, and even Augusta 
said she would try to please her. When they joined 
their aunt in the sitting-room, which they found full 
of comfortable furniture, Augusta's hau|^ty air had 
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disaiypearad, Lucj'i tiiiiidity Baemed forgotten ; Charlotte 
alone, whose thoughts were upon her dinner, seemed 
unoccupied with the room in which so mnch of their 
fittore time was to be passed, and she kept watching the 
door, hoping to hear the dinner announced. 

Mrs. Riversdale's drawing*room was a good-siaed apart- 
ment, with a large bay-window, whose balcony was filled 
with sweet flowers ; it had chintx furniture and a cheerful 
paper, water-colouicd drawings by Robson and Glover 
oorered the walls, all sorts of chairs and tables, sofiss, 
bookcases, 'flower*stand3, plenty of books and flowers, 
a grand pianoforte, and a guitar ; but no mirrors nor 
pendules, nor ezpensire artides of virth. It was like a 
room to live in, and be occupied and happy in, not a 
show drawing-room, and the Httle girls were still exam- 
ining all with admiration, when dinner was announced. 

Mrs. Riversdale led the way into a very small room, 
with Charlotte, but the neatly spread table, bright glasses, 
and well rubbed forks and spoons, gave it a most com- 
fortable look^ and her little companion seemed quite 
delighted. 

" Oh, nice ben, I hav'n't tasted a hen for a long time." 

*' Fowl, child," said her eldest sister contemptuously. 

" No, nor any of ns ; Mrs. Louisa kept everything nice 
for herself." 

"My dear Augusta," said her aunt, '*Mra. Fincb 
probably thought as I do, that children should live 
plainly, both as being more conducive to health, and to 
prevent them becoming greedy, and too fond of eating ; 
never my love, g^ve a bad motive where a good one may 
be supposed, and always speak of your aunt with respect, 
for she was very kind to you." 

"Noj" cried Lucy, "she wasn't kind at all, and I 
didn't like her, and we were all afraid of her." 

" Yon might not like her manner perhaps, but she 
was very good to you, and you will displease me much if 
you speak of her unkindly ? " 

All this time the soup had been going slowly round, 
10 that it was some time before it reached Charlotte, who 
followed it impatieotly with her eyes, and when at last 
her plate was put before her, she proceeded to swallow it 
so ravenously, that, although moat anxious not to begin 
by fault-finding, her aunt was forced to interpose, " My 
little Charley, I can easily believe you must be very 
hungry, but the soup will not run away from you ; pray, 
eat slower, nothing is so unladylike as to gobble down 
your food, and it is an unhealthy practice also ; for it 
never digests well, and many a head-ache, and many a 
yellow pasty complexion arises as much from plain food 
not properly masticated, as from high-dressed or greasy 
dishes. Gently^ my little pet." 

" Harding often took away Lucy's plat^ and said she 
should have no more, because she eat so slow that she 
kept every one waiting." 

" There is no occasion to dandle over one's dinner, 
but it is better to eat too slow than too quick," replied 
Mrs. Riversdale. 

" Mrs. Harding," remarked Augusta, contemptuously, 
''gave herself great airs; I have no notion of Udies^- 
maids and governesses, and masters, and such sort of 
people taking so much upon them ; and if aunt Louisa 
hadn't been such a tyrant, and made so much of Harding, 
who flattered and sneaked to her, I should very soon 
have taught her her proper place." 

" It grieves me, my dear Augusta, to find so much 
fault, but I do not like that sentiment, nor can I permit 
you to class ladies' -maids and housekeepers with masters 
and governesses." 

" Why, they are both paid for what they do." 

" So ia a soldier, a sailor, a clergyman, or a lawyer." 

"Oh I aunt, but they are all quite diffierent." 

" They are people of education, my good child, and so 
is a govamesB ; sometimes, alasl her Urth is better than 
tet of bar pupila; and think bow painful it matt b« to 



any one to be treated in the haut'en-biu manner many 
who ought to know better, assume towards those whu, 
being paid by them, are considered quite dependents. 
Behave to every one with kindness and politeness, and 
be careful not to make any person feel their unfortunate 
position, for even an insignificant child may wound by 
neglect, as well as please by a contrary behaviour. 
When you perceive any one sitting unnoticed, you should 
converse with them, and be doubly attentive to the rules 
of good breeding towards those who, moving in the same 
line with yourself, appear to be placed in an inferior 
position. Even a little girl may find an opportunity of 
saying something kind, without coming forward in any 
unbecoming way. Should it ever happen, when yon 
grow older, to be forced to keep back a presuming person, 
let it be done by quiet reserve and extreme politeness, 
never with warmth or rudeness ; but on this head you will 
not require hints for some years." 

The leading frmlts of the three girls were, on this first 
appearance, very apparent to their aunt : Augusta was 
haughty, Lucy indolent, and Charlotte inclined to be 
greedy. Mrs. Riversdale lay awake the greater portion 
of the night reflecting upon the task before her; and 
difficult as she foresaw it would be, she was firmly resolved 
to do her duty by correcting these unamiable propensities. 
Next morning the children wera called ear^, and were 
told that their aunt waited for them in the garden. 
They found her with old Moses, before their little 
squares, divided by strawberry plants ; and upon the little 
gravel path of each, were kdd a spade, rake, hoe, and 
small wheelbarrow; and the rapture with which these 
gifts were received, was a real delight to the kind heart of 
Mrs. Riversdale, as it showed that they had naturally a 
taste for simple pleasures, the only ones that never friil, 
and are with those who reaUy love them, as vivid at 70, 
as at 17, or 7 ; indeed, more so, for the little child is too 
ignorant of all but the joy of possession and fresh air, 
and at sweet seventeen, there are too often other tastes 
for which the relish is keen at ficst, but which soon (often 
even before youth is passed) tire by repetition ; whereas 
we sometimes see the serene face of the grey-bailed 
invalid light up with a glow of admiration and delight, 
almost as intense as when the rosy, bounding, bright- 
eyed ckild, sees the first seeds sown by its own little 
hands, burst forth into blossom. The gardener was 
mowing the small lawn, and the fresh smell of the cut 
grass, the joyous carol of the birds, the dewy branches 
of the lilac, laburnums, and china roses gathering in the 
morning sun, and blooming in the full luxuriance of 
May, transported the hitherto crushed spirits of the 
children to a pitch of liveliness that forced their aunt to 
call them to order. 

" My poor mamma used to give parties, and dress va 
beautifully, and we were so happy to be admired and 
complimented, and dance and eat sweetmeats, but I 
don't think even that was so nice as tkit, only we had 
dear, dear mamma with us then," said Augusta. 

" You would soon, my dear, have become weary with 
these parties, and long for more freedom, and you would 
lose much of the pleasure which you will experience 
when your education is finished, and you mix a little in 
society, and see what is new to you. I give no parties, 
and go to none, and yet I hope to see you as gay and as 
happy as other little girls, whose parents think differently 
from me." 

Then followed a visit to the three rabbits, which they 
named Tiny, Bess, and Puss, after Cowper's hares, and 
after breakfast they were promised three little baskets 
which they were to fill with green food for these new 
favourites, and some duckweed for their canaries they 
had brought with them. At first all was sunshine, but aa^ 
by degrees, they became accustomed to their new mode of 
life, they forgot their promises and resolutions, and aU 
showed their prevailing fkulta. Lucy was never up until 
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her sisters were half-dressed ;.the consequence vns, that 
she harried throug^h her washing and various duties, and 
had to be sent back almost every day to her own room to 
smooth her hair^ and otherwise dress herself neatly; 
of course, when she came down again, she had to begin 
what the others were finishing, and poor Lucy was 
frequently in tears and disgrace, left at home, when her 
sisters, having finished their allotted tasks, went out 
with their aunt to take a pleasant walk. One day, after 
many tears, she said, "I shall never be happy, for I 
can't learn quick, like Guasy and Charley ; God did not 
make me able to learn like them, so it is not my fault." 

" You give me great pain, my child, to hear you utter 
80 wrong a sentiment." 

" But I try, and I can't!" sobbed she. 

" Now reflect, Lucy ! your intellect not being so 
quick as your sisters, your lessons are shorter in propor- 
tion, and when you are ready in time to begin with them, 
I find no fault ; it lies in your indolence, in not getting 
np when called, and wasting your time when dressing." 

" I try to get up, and I can't, and I can't dress quick ; 
and it is not my fault." 

" It is, indeed^ your own fault ; you do not try enough, 
and you do not ask God to help yon." 

" Would He help me if I asked Ilim ? " 

"Assuredly, my child, if you pray with sincerity and 
earnestness, and add your own little endeavours, God will 
hear you and aid you." 

When the party returned, Lucy met them with a 
joyous countenance. 

" I know my lessons, and a bit of my geography for 
to-morrow also ; I said my prayers, I fed the rabbits, and 
I feel quite happy and active." 

Next morning when the bell rang, Lucy felt very 
sleepy as usual, but Charlotte stood with a wet towel 
beside her bed, and said, " Let me put this on your eyes." 
Lucy however leaped out of bed, thanking her sister 
for helping to strengthen her good resolutions, and 
not as many good-natured, but ill-bred little girls 
might have done, startling her by throwing water upon 
her without warning. She said her prayers slowly, 
but exerted herself to do every thing else with spirit, and 
was the first to enter the room and receive her aunt's 
kiss of encouragement and affection. Soon she became 
as early a riser as either of her sisters, and if she did not 
learn quite so quickly, she retained what she did learn 
better. Charlotte had many whims about eating, which, 
not being able to indulge in the house of Mrs. Louisa 
Finch, she, after a time, ventured upon at her more good- 
natured aunt's. One day she sent her plate for asparagus, 
although it was half fuU of mashed potatoes. 

" Finish the potatoes first, before you take another 
vegetable on your plate." 

" But I like asparagus, and I don't like potatoes, and 
I oan't eat both." 

"Then you should not have helped yourself to so 
much, you must go without asparagus to day." 

"Then I won't eat the potatoes at all." 

"My dear, eat your potatoes, for you shall have 
nothing else until you do." 

"I won't." 

"Very well, my dear Charlotte, as you please, but I 
do not depart from my word; if you do not eat the 
potatoes, yon shall eat nothing else, and you may rise 
from table." 

A loud cry was the answer, and Augusta, who thought 
it her part to defend her little sister, fh>m what she 
termed tyranny, said : 

" Neither shall I finish my potatoes." 

"Then," observed Mrs. Riversdale, "you must be 
treated like Charlotte, and you oblige me to say that you 
also shall eat nothing else until you have finished the 
potatoes." 

Very well," answered Augusta, with a haughty air. 
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The asparagus was removed, and a gooseberry pie placed 
upon the table, Mrs. Riversdale helped Lucy and herself^ 
and, hearing the little sobs of Charlotte, said— 

" If you wish for some pie, you shall have some when 
you have eaten the potatoes." 

" But they are cold and bad now." 

" So much the worse for you, you should have eat«a 
them while they were hot." 

Charlotte sat some time hoping her aunt would relent, 
but seeing no symptoms of it, and also that the servant 
was preparing to remove the tart, she said, " Give me the 
potatoes, Hanny." 

" I am happy to see that you do not add the faults of 
pride and obstinacy to that of greediness," observed her 
aunt, as she put some of the pie upon a plate, and 
heard Augusta mutter, as she eyed her sister, " Moan, 
cowardly." 

They rose from the table, but notwithstanding 
Augusta's stately air, her aunt spoke to her as usual, 
and seemed so entirely to have forgotten the episode of 
the potatoes, that the forgot it also. 

At tea the plate of potatoes was placed before 
Augusta; she looked surprised, but said nothing, and 
they were removed without her changing her manner, or 
asking for tea. Next morning the potatoes again made 
their appearance. 

" I advise you, my drar Augusta, to eat these 
potatoes at once, or you will be ill, and I cannot depart 
from my word.*" 

"I shall not depart from mine, either," said the 
haughty young lady. 

" I am sorry for you," answered her aunt, and no 
more passed. 

The proud little girl was resolved not to yield, and 
Mrs. Riversdale, with real sorrow, saw that she must 
either risk the little child's health of mind or body. 
The former, she knew, was of more consequence than 
the latter, and she determined to make the struggle. 
Augusta saw that her aunt would be miserable if she 
was ill, and resolved, on her side, to tire her out ; and 
fimcying herself a heroino and a sufierer in a noble 
cause, had actual pleasure in the endurance. 

I hope you mean to dine with us to day, Augusta?" 
No!" replied Miss Fenton, rudely, " I don't." 
Then you may retire to your room, since you cannot 
give a better example to your sisters." 

Augusta shut the door, violently, and withdrew. At 
bed-time the potatoes were carried to her, but though she 
was ravenous with hunger, they remained untouched* 
and so it was at breakfast again next morning. Hanny 
and her little sister put bread in her room, fearing an 
illness ; but Augusta, although proud, was not mean as 
many proud people are. Aldiough fainting almost with 
hunger, she would not touch the bread, and put it out of 
the room not to be tempted. As dinner-time drew near, 
Mrs. Riversdale said, " You make me very unhappy, mr 
child ; I approve of your conduct about the bread, which 
Hanny has related to me, but even that will not make 
me swerve from what I think right, and from insisting 
upon what, as your aunt, I have a right to demand— 
your obedience ; pray join us at dinner." 

As they were sitting down, Augusta entered the room. 

" That's right, my love ; you have eaten the potatoes, 
sit down and let me help you to some veal." 

" I have not done so tet. I am happy yon feel sure 
I would not, for anything, have got rid of them in any 
other way. No / you shall all Bee me eat them. Bring 
them, Hanny." 

The tears stood in good ^Irs. Riversdale's eyes as she 
saw her favourite niece attain this mastery over herself, and 
when Augusta perceived it, she at once understood the 
affection that had prompted the conduct of her aunt. 
She burst out crying, and throwing herself upon Mrs. 
Riversdale's breast* begged paidon for the pain she had 
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CBosed her» before Her younger sisters and the senrants, 
acknowledged her fault, and never was again guilty of a 
similar one ; nor was the example lost upon the younger 
children. Charlotte, less able to reason, gave her aunt 
a great deal of trouble; but, in time, she was made 
sensible of what a disgusting, disgraceful yice that of 
greediness is, and as she grew up she corrected it. The 
three girls were always occupied and happy ; after dinner 
they \ised to play at different games; one was, some 
of the party thought of a king, queen, statesman, 
general, or literary character in history, the rest asked all 
manner of questions, and according to the answers, 
guessed who was thought of. Sometimes they thought of 
a ▼^;etable, a tree, a flower, where it grew, what sort 
of stem it had, what leaves, what flowers, what were 
Its uses, &c., their questions becoming more minute as 
their knowledge of botany increased ; countries, languages, 
all were tried, and, by this means^ they were made to re- 
member what they read. 

In this way time passed on. Their daily walks were 
made interesting by their habit of observing accurately all 
the operations of nature. The children lived a happy 
life; plenty of air and exercise, and kind treatment, kept 
them in health, and as their studies wore apportioned to 
the abilities of each, they were not considered as tasks ; 
although their playing and singing was confined to exer- 
cises and scales, their drawing to straight lines, and 
touches of various trees. Mrs. R. was resolved to deliver 
them to their masters, when of an age to profit by their 
instractions, well grounded, and as free from bad habits 
as she could keep them, in order that they might have as 
little to unlearn as possible ; and old M. Thierry was so 
much of her opinion, that it was nearly six months 
before they were allowed to dance steps — walking, 
marching, curtseying, sitting, moving the legs and arms 
with grace, was what he taught them; and when 
they did begin to dance, they were firm on their limbs 
and easy in their motions. In the same way, when they 
were allowed to play pieca, they were pretty well able to 
execute them with correctness, and without at least false 
expression ; so that even Augusta, who was not naturally 
gifted, was able to take a part, without offending those 
who were blest with an ear for music ; although, of course, 
she could never hope to afford greater pleasure to her 
listeners than that which one always receives in hearing 
a difficult thing correctly performed ; and it is even an 
advantage to multiply one's sources of amusement. But 
what Mrs. Riversdale chiefly aimed at, after her endea- 
vours to implant good principles of action on the only 
right basis, and the due regulation of the temper, which 
makes the happiness or misery of domestic life, was the 
cultivation of the minds of her pupils; she not only 
wished them to read, but to love reading ; grave books 
took their turn with lighter literature ; and she hoped, 
by forming the taste of her nieces upon what was elegant, 
pure, and good, to make what is the reverse utterly un- 
pleasant to them as a matter even of mere taste; but while 
they were young, she rather discouraged novels, how- 
ever good, lest they might render more useful and neces- 
sary reading, which required thought, distasteful. They 
were taught to mend as well as to make. Every week 
they took it by turns to accompany their aunt while she 
gave her household orders ; every bill brought in they 
were made to sum up ; and, in short, the old gentleman 
who is represented as inquiring whether a young lady, 
reported to be very accomplished, could "make a pudding," 
would have been ct>ntented with the proficiency of each 
girl in that line, although Augusta naturally disliked these 
mere domestic avocations as much as Lucy liked them. 
Charlotte's fault had not been so soon cured as those of 
her sisters, but the following adventure gave her a lesson 
she never forgot, and before long profited effectually by. 
In moving some bottles in a closet, Mrs* Riversdale broke 
one containing antimonial wine, and pouring what re- 



mained into a tumbler, left it in Her room until she pro- 
cured another bottle. In the mean while Charlotte came 
in, and seeing it was wine, took "just a little sip ;" this 
little sip induced another, and another, till fearing the 
inroad she had made upon the liquid would be discovered, 
she hastened down stairs. Shortly a sigh escaped her; then 
a groan was heard. " Oh, Charlotte ! what is the matter ? 
are you ill ? " cried one sister. " Look how pale 
Charlotte is." " What is the matter, my love ?" Char- 
lotte's reply was a burst of tears. Mrs. R. got up to 
feel her pulse, but before she could reach her the unhappy 
child rushed out of the room, and was found by Her 
alarmed relatives violently sick in the garden. The poor 
girl, not aware that she had taken anything but wine, 
never adverted to it, and become sadly frightened ; but 
when her aunt remembered what had happened in the 
morning, she relieved the minds of Her sisters, and 
rejoiced that the greedy child should be punished as it were 
by herself. By a copious use of warm water, the exhausted 
Charlotte was soon relieved, but for many days had to 
be kept on very meagre food, and to take bitters to restore 
the tone of her stomach. The shame she experienced 
was great, and she expressed so much sorrow, both for 
the greediness she had shown, and the still greiiter impro- 
priety of taking what she had no right to touch, that her 
wise and good aunt forbore to take further notice of Her 
fault. From that time Charlotte was seldom known to 
give way to her love of eating and drinking, and, indeed, 
when a woman, was remarkable for everything contrary. 
All that appeared at Mrs. Riversdale's plain table, the 
children partook of freely ; no remarks were made 
about how much or how little any one ate ; no praise of 
this dish and abuse of that ; eating was never made a 
subject of notice or of conversation ; but their aunt took 
care that everything presented to them was good of its 
kind, and well dressed ; and their behaviour at table was 
expected to be the same as if they were dining with a 
party ; they were made to change their frocks and shoes, 
and dress their hair before dinner, although what they 
put on was of the same materials and form as that they 
put off. In short all their habits, while living in a cottage 
with one servant, were much the same as they would 
practise in a higher position ; and when, at lengUij they 
did mix in society they were perfectly at home in all the 
little biens6ance de la soci^t^, about which they used to 
ask their aunt, who, during their walks or their happy 
winter's evenings, used to relate anecdotes of her past 
life for their amusement — a much better mode of learning 
the ways of the world than by studying books upon 
etiquette pretending to treat of high life— a method 
some people adopt who lead a retired life, and frequently 
render themselves ridiculous by following. The natural 
manners of an educated sensible person, possessing a 
refined mind, may be shy, reserved, unfashionable, but 
can never be vulgar ; and really polite people find nothing 
in such to ridicule. Simplicity is not silliness, nor is 
frankness rudeness. Kind-hearted people are never rude, 
sensible people never silly. Manners, to be elegant, 
must come naturally, insensibly, from the effect of asso- 
ciation and early habits. Oh, young people ! only bo 
modest and natural, and your manners will never dis- 
please those worth pleasing, — and in time they will form, 
without your giving them a thought. We shall now take' 
leave of Mrs. Riversdale and her nieces. Should any 
of my young friends feel interested about those good 
little girls, perhaps they may hear of them again. 



GEOLOGICAL OUTLINES. 

Part II. 

RiVEBa and mountain streams carry down immense 
quantities of earthy matter from the high lands to the 
plains, which is held in a state of solution, and deposited 
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In the itill water of the lakes or Mas into which they 
run« 

A mountain torrent suddenly formed from snow melted 
by a torrent of red-hot lava in Pern, was discovered by 
the French Commidsioners (who were sent to measure 
the length of a degree of the earth's surface in that 
country) to have carried rocks, twelve feet in diameter, 
more than one hundred yards. 

The river Niagara has already cut for itself a channel 
of several hundred feet in breadth and seven miles in 
length, through solid limestone rock and shale, from 
Queenstown to the celebrated falls of Niagara. These 
falls are receding at the rate of about three feet per 
annum, and will eventually reach Lake Erie, when the 
whole country will be delu^d with water. 

The head of a lake In the Alpine regions was acci- 
dentally dammed up some years since during a severe 
winter, by the falling down of a glacier which completely 
stopped tLe passage. The inhabitants, fearing that when 
the summer came the thaw would let out all the pent-up 
waters and flood the district, commenced vigorously at 
cutting and excavating a passage for it. They had 
already let off about half the water, when a sudden thaw 
came upon them — ^the torrent burst out and carried all 
before it, men, horses, cattle, villages, and whole forests. 

Probably however, the amount brought down by the 
above means is not the one-tenth part of that which is 
obtained from the springs, which, percolating through the 
mountain refions, attract, by chemical affinity, and hold 
in solution, a vast amount of earthy and mineral particles, 
which are slowly carried down to the sea, or fresh-water 
lakes. 

The Delta (so called from its semblance to the Greek 
letter A or delta) at the mouth of the Ganges, is a mass 
of alluvial deposit, the surface of which is already so far 
above the level of the sea, as to be a vast jungle inhabited 
by wild animals, to a distance of 250 miltis sea-ward, 
from the mouth of the river — almost equal in size to 
England. 

The l>elta at the mouth of the Orinoco, is so large 
as to feed upwards of thirty thousand turtles, from which 
the Indians procure more than three millions of turtle 
eggs annually. It has been formed in precisely the same 
manner. 

There is at present a mass of timber and vegetable 
matter lying one thousand miles to seaward of the mouth 
of the Mississipi, of more than a million of cubic yards, 
which will probably become, at some period, the nucleus 
of a future coal stratification. 

What increases this powerful and continual transport 
of material stiU more, is the very providential fact, that 
little more than one seventh of the rain that falls from 
the clouds reaches the plains in a direct manner ; the 
remainder is attracted by the tops of the highest moun- 
tains, and finds its way gradually to the plains in the 
shape of springs : a part being locked up in the form of 
mow and ice, till melted by summer heat, which after 
being delayed some time by underground filtration, finds 
its way into the tropical regions along the course of those 
; mighty rivers such as the Amazon, the Orinoco, &c., to 
I a distance of thousands of miles. 

We may observe in connection with the above fact, 
that the height and size of mountains always increase 
as we approach the tropics, and decrease towards the poles. 

If the rain and snow fell equally all over the surface 
of the globe, it would be so quickly carried off by evapo- 
ration in hot climates, as to render them almost totally 
uninhabitable, while the temperate regions would become 
vast marshes. Rivers would be dry at intervals, and 
springs and wells scarcely attainable in most situations. 

Another active and incessantly working agent as a 
degrading cause, is the great oceanic currents, together 
with the direction of the prevailing winds during storms, 
acting on the waters of the ocean. 



These oceanic currents, which extend from the Equator 
towards the Poles, are very extensive — one can be traced 
from India round by the Cape of Good Hope, passing by 
the Gulf of Mexico, along the Eastern shores of North 
America to the Coast of Greenland. It is 4,000 leagues 
in length, and takes more than two years to finish its 
course. They act like all currents of water, whether on 
a lai^ or small scale, in tearing away the shores along 
which they pass, and depositing the particles at the bottom 
of the ocean. 

They are probably owing to much the same cause as 
the trade winds. At the Poles the water is coldest at the 
surface, and warmer according to tlie depth; at the 
Equator the contrary is the case; it is warmest at the 
surface, and cooler be^ow. The water when heated ap- 
pears to pass off towards the t*oles to be cooled, in a great 
oceanic current on the surface, and probably returns when 
cooled by a counter-current, at a great depth below. 

We know that there is a current and undercurrent of 
the same kind in the air, causing the trade winds which 
blow for long periods in a north-east, and southTeastem 
direction, towards the Equatorial regions, from the fol- 
lowing &ct -— 

A ship sailed from an island* (which contained a Tolca- 
no in an active state,) in the teeth of the trade ¥rind. 
After several days her deck was found covered with ashes 
from that volcano ; this could not have been caused other- 
wise than by the projection of the volcanic ashes into an 
upper current, of air blowing in a contrary direction to the 
trade wind, which carried them several miles in the direc- 
tion the vessel was sailing. It was also very natural to 
presume, that where there is a continual current of air or 
water in any one direction, there must be somewhere a 
counter-current in an opposite direction to preserve the 
equilibrium. 

These currents and counter-currents of air and water no 
doubt play a very important part in moderating the ex- 
treme rigour of cold in the fVigid Zone, and the burning 
heat of the tropics. The temperature seldom varies at 
sea in the tropics more than three or four degrees, while 
on land it varies as much as twenty-four degrees 

Whole districts are gradually worn away by the action 
of the sea on their coasts. The sites of ancient towns hav« 
been in some instances swallowed up. A castle on the 
coast of Yorkshire was entirelv washed away two centu- 
ries ago. The Port of Ravensford, celebrated in the time 
of Edward II., is now quite destroyed. The Goodwin 
Sands have been formed by the same process on the ooast 
of Kent. It is probable that the Orkney and Shet- 
land Island/i were once a part of Great Britain, and 
that Great Britain itself was once united to the coast of 
France. In the tl^rteenth century the Island of Nord- 
strand, on the coast of Schleswig, was fifty miles long by 
thirty-five broad ; and at the end of the seventeenth cen- 
tury it was reduced to twenty miles in circumference. All 
these degrading causes taken together, with many others 
not necessary to refer to, are gradually bringing the debris 
of the mountains into the plains, and the bed of the sea, 
where under the tremendous pressure of water averaging 
from six to nine miles in depth, they are gradually con- 
solidated into hard rock. 

A proof of the effect of pressure at great depths in the 
ocean may be taken from the following fact. A whaling 
party having once harpooned a whale, the agony of the 
blow, and pfbbably fright also combined, caused him to 
exert his muscular power with such force, as to sink him- 
self and the boat to an enormous depth, so that when 
hauled up to the surface again, the pressure of the water 
had compressed the boat into a mass as solid as iron, and 
it sunk to the bottom just as iron would. The whale 
also sunk as soon as the harpoon was taken out, and was 
never seen to rise again. 

Let us now turn to the elevating causes — chiefly vol- 
canic in origin. Almost every square mile of the earth's 
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nrfroe bevs traces of hATin^p been disturbed at some 
former period of time by Tolcanic action. In Hungary, 
Germany, Central France, and the North of Italy, the 
number of extinct volcanoes has been calculated at 
upwards of two hundred and fifty. New ones are dis- 
covered frequently, besides numbers at the bottom of the 
sea. There are several in Greenland and Iceland ; some 
in Teneriffe : the Cape de Verde Islands, Mauritius, &c. 
In Asia and its Islands there are one hundred and fifty ; 
seventy in South America, five in Mexico, numbers in the 
West Indies, and some in Kamtchatka. 

Some act incessantly, others only at intervals. A vol- 
cano at Stromboli has been acting incessantly since .the 
time of Homer. The eruption of volcanoes is generally 
preceded by an earthquake. The stones and rubbish that 
had fallen in from the month of the crater during its 
quiescent state are first thrown up, then smoke, steam, 
and vapour, mixed with volcanic ashes, which forms a 
shower of boiling mud — such a shower overwhelmed 
Hercuhineum. After this follows a torrent of liquid lava, 
which flows on with a regular motion till it cools. Three, 
six, and nine millions of cubic feet of lava have been dis- 
charged by Vesuvius at various times, by single erup- 
tions. A current of lava flowed from Mount Etna in 
1665, sixteen miles long and seven miles broad. An erup- 
tion from Mount Hecla, during the last century, covered 
4,700 square miles of country with molten lava, about the 
one-thousandth part of the whole surface of the earth. 

The velocity of a current of red-hot lava varies accord- 
ing to circumstances, sometimes 3,000, sometimes 6,000 
feet in an hour ; the ordinary rate is about two miles in 
two years. It cools very slowly, particularly when 
covered with a coat of pumice-stone or volcanic ashes ; 
these are such perfect non-conductors of heat, that a coat 
of one foot in thickness would prevent the lava from cool- 
ing for centuries. Lava has been known to smoke for 
twenty-six years after issuing from the crater of Mount Etna. 

A piece of wood thrown into lava flowing firom the 
crater of Vesuvius, was found after the space of three 
years to have travelled six miles; it was charred when 
found, and took fire on being brought into the open air. 



SUICIDE ON THE OCEAN. 



[Sent ua by a Correapondent " vho wm induced to write it, from 
oeruaiDK an article entitled ' The Transport,' " which appeared in 
No. 7 of thia Journal.] 

SoMB few years back, during a voyage from England to 
Australia, I was a witness of the painful circumstance 
I which I have endeavoured in the following words to 
, describe. The impression left on my mind by the occur- 
rence of that night, is still as vivid as in the first mo- 
ments of surprise and horror. 

It was at the close of a day of oppreesive heat, 
when the twilight had already given place to the deep 
g^oom of a cloudy and threatening night; when the 
heavy sails of the ship (which through the day had lain 
becalmed and motionless), began to swell before a breeze, 
which gave indubitable signs of soon increasing in its 
strength. 

This barque had borne thus far safely o'er the fathom- 
less deep, nearly three hundred souls; they were of 
those who, bidding adieu (perhaps for ever) to their 
native land, had set forth to seek for fortune, or sub- 
sistence, in a far distant dime. 

The calm, which had continued for several days, had 
called forth many expressions of impatience, and given 
rise to various surmises as to the probable further delay 
which might be caused by it ; for the voyage (at all times 
a tedious and weary interval) had already h^n protracted 
to an unusual length, and now when within a few days 
sail at the desired Port, to be detained for a period, of 
which it was impossible to define the limits, was a source 
of infinite chagrin. 



But now, as the ship, yielding to the influence of the 
rapidly increasing gale, dashed through the rising surges, 
leaving in her wake a trail of glittering phosphorescent 
light, and throwing from her bows a brilliant shower of 
foam, the spirit of discontent seemed banished, the 
murmurs were hushed, and in their place the song of 
mirth and gladness rose on the air, mingled with the 
wind's wild whistle and the ocean's splash. 

But the scene, alas, soon changed, and the song and 
laugh gave place to the shriek of consternation, and the 
wail of mourning. 

Scarcely had the deep-toned bell announced the hour * 
of eight, ere from the forecastle rose the fearful cry of 
" Man overboard !" None but those who have heard the 
cry, and seen its instantaneous effect, can judge of its 
thrilling horror. It tells that of a few, who, cut ofiT from 
fellowship with the world at large, are knit more closely 
to each other, one is snatched from amongst those with 
whom he has lived in close and constant communion, 
and is hurled into the very gripe of death. 

This cry, then, more appalling than any other, save 
that of fire, rang throughout the ship. Instantly her 
progress was arrested, and a boat manned by a gallant 
crew lowered into the dark, and now turbulent sea ; but 
it returned in a brief space of time. The object of 
search, alas, had disappeared for ever. And to add to 
the painful circumstance, it was discovered that it was 
not an accident, but that a young female of great beauty, 
in moderate circumstances, and of good education, had 
hurried, uncalled, into Eternity. 

I was the last person to whom she spoke; she passed 
me, and calmly made some observation on the weather, 
ascended the ladder leading to the forecastle, and was 
seen thence deliberately to spring overboard. 

No motive could be assigned, or even surmised, for 
her act. It lies with herself, buried in the bosom of the 
mighty deep. 

It is vain to attempt to describe the frenzied grief of 
her sister, who was on board at the time, and was only 
by force prevented from throwing herself into the waves, 
as she said, to join her sister. For some days her reason 
wavered, but she recovered, and soon after landed in 
Sydney with all those who embarked with her, save only 
her who sleeps, in no hallowed ground, but in the un- 
known depths of the ocean. W. T. C. 

AMERICAN CITIES. 

The growth of American cities is unparalleled in the 
history of the world. Already half a million are em- 
braced within the suburbs of New York ; and more than 
half that number within those of Philadelphia. New 
Orleans contains about 150, Boston 130, and Baltimore 
105,000 inhabitants. The second child bom in Cincin- 
nati, it is said, is still living, and has not reached the 
middle age of life, while the city has a population of 
a hundred thousand. The population of St. Louis was 
about 1,600 in 1810; 16,000 in 1840; 40,000 in 1845; 
and is probably now not less than 60.000. Buffalo con- 
tained 2,412 in 1825; in 1846, 29,773; and it now con- 
tains about 45,000. In 1828, the population of Lowell 
was 3,532; it is now more than 30,000. Chicago, a 
place scarcely known on the latest maps, has alrieady 
reached a popuUlion of 18,000 ; and Milwaukie, of stiU 
more recent origin, is rivalling it in its growth and popu- 
lation. 



It is amazing in what unsubstantial indications the 
sanguine find grounds for ho\^. As the powers of the 
microscope convert the green mould of some decaying 
object into verdant forests, and bowers of bliss, the eye 
of youth discerns promise in the veering of a cloud, and 
its buoyant heart dances for joy at the broken strain of 
distant and unattainable muaio. 
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THE VIOLET BOY. 

*lVas on a day in early spring, 
Before the butterfly took wing, 
Before the bee was «een about. 
Or sleepy dormouse Tentured oat. 

Grey clouds shut in t-ht sicy of blue. 
The sunshine tried to struggle through, 
The wind was angry in its gust. 
Bearing a load of blinding dust, 
April was growing somewhat old ; 
But yet 'twas cold ; oh, very cold I 

A tiny boy, with pallid face. 

Stood in the city's thickest place. 

His limbs were lank as limbs could be, 

His tattered garment sad to see ; 

A basket on his arm he bore, 

Which gave to sight a little store 

Of yiolets in bunches spread. 

Fresh gathered from their native bed. 

Their perfume scarcely Uved at all. 

Their purple heads were very small, 

Thair leaves were pinched and shrivelled in, 

Tbeir stalks were turning dry and thin ; 

'T^as very, very cold spring weather, 

And boy and flowers seemed starved together. 

Tor many an hour his tired feet 
Paced up and down the crowded street. 
And many a time his moistened eye 
Looked at the wealthy passers-by. 
Without one fellow-creature staying 
Tu list the sad words he was saying. 
At last, a gentle lady stopped. 
For she had seen a tear that dropped ; 
She gazed upon lus cheek so pale. 
And hoard him tell this simple tale. 

" Oh, laily, buy my violets, pray ! 
For 1 have walked a weary way ; 
Long miles I trod before I found 
The primrose bank and violet mound. 
I'm hungry, penniless and cold, 
My flowers will fade before they're sold, 
Pve not touched food since yesterday j 
Oh, latly, buy my violets, pray I" 

The child was teUing moumftd truth 
He had no friends to guard his youth. 
And there he stood, with roofless head 
And whitened lips that prayed for bread. 

The gentle lady gave him pence. 
And kindly bade him hasten hence 
And purchase food.— The hungry boy 
Looked up with gratitude and joy. 
And fast and eagerly he went, 
And honestly the mite was spent. 

It chanced, the lady strolling back 
Upon the very self-same track. 
Espied him sitting low and lone 
Upon a seat of humble stone. 
Devouring with an earnest seal 
The simple loaf that formed his meal j 
And as he ate his relished fare, 
'Twas plain he'd not a bit to spare. 

A dog— a lean and famished brute, 
Most sadly pitiful,— though mute, 
.Iu»t at that moment dared to come 
And watch for any falling crumb. 
Uis ribs stood plainly through his hide. 
And ffHTfiilly h« crouch»«d beside 
Ths violet boy, as though in dread 
Of gottSag blows instead of teead. 



The boy looked dovm upon the beast. 
And for an instant stayed his feast ; 
But soon he spoke in coaxing tones, 
Patting the creature's staring bones. 
Then lured him close, and gave him part 
Of what had cheered his own young heart ; 
He gave the poor dog many a bit. 
Without one thought of grudging it. 
Though he himself was hungry still, 
And had not eaten half his fill. 
And so— not knowing who had seen theoBr— 
The bread of life was shai«d between them. 

The lady who had marked the deed. 
Now walked toward the child of need. 
And asked him why he gave away 
His bread, that would have served the day? 

"An hour ago," the boy replied, 
" You gave me money when I cried. 
And had compassion when I sought 
The food your kindly mercy brought. 
This poor dog came to ask of me. 
As I before had craved of thee ; 
I'd suffered long the bitter woe. 
The cold and starring only know, 
And, lady, say, what could I do ? 
For he was cold and starving too !" 

The lady smiled, and rightly guessed 
There must be good in such a breast ; 
That 'mid all sorrow Want could bring. 
Still helped a dumb and friendless thing. 
She questioned him,— and all he told. 
Did but the mournful truth unfold : 
His £ather in the churchyard lying. 
His mother in her straw bed dying. 
His only brother gone to sea. 
And none on earth who cared to be 
Acquainted with a wretched tale. 
That only breathed in doleful w ail. 

She sought him out— she had him taught 

To live as honest people ought ; 

To gladly work— to wisely read. 

To spend and save with pmdent heed { 

She found a good man to employ 

The little, pallid, starving boy. 

And amply did his worth repay 

Her charity, that cold Spring day. 

That boy may now be often seen 

In comely garments, neat and clean ; 

\l^th rosy cheeks and bounding feet 

Pacing that very dty street ; 

And sometimes in his leisure hosra. 

He goes among the fields and flowers i 

And then an old dog trots along, 

With ribs well covered, sleek snd strong. 

And licks his band and seems to know 

It saved him, starving, long ago. 

Perchance, that boy may sometime be 
A merchant of a high degree ; 
Perehanoe, he may not gather wealth,— 
Content with Happiness and Health i^ 
But this is sure, that come what may 
Of Fame or Fortune in his viray. 
His riches and his rank will spring, 
through mercy to a poor dumb thing ! 

Eliza Cook. 
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THE F0UNDEE3 OF RAGGED SCHOOLS. 

Eteky nun lui his own apedal work set for bim to do 
in the world, if be will bat do it. No one can justify 
tumseir in dtting dawn witb Us hands folded ind doing 
notbing, because of bis fsDcied iusigcificance. Each 
a posseteion of his oivD distinct individuality; and 
ha hM the power within himself, to a Urge extent, 
of developing hii own nature, and of acting upon the 
iga around hiio, benefldally or othomiie. Ho is a 
pert, and ■ necessary part of locieiy ; and fills a place 
, which would be incompleto without him. A3 are 
his eapabililies of doing, eo are liis obligations to do. He 
has his work appointed, tchich ho must perform, if he 
Id fulfil the end of his being, and glorify the creetion 
of which he is a p»rt. In God's works nothing is super, 
laous ; each individual atom is neceuarj, is indieprn^Bble, 
:othe integriC; oFthewhole. LEtamin, therefore, be true 
:o himself, cultivate hi) best instincts, rel; upon bis own 
iSbrti, and labour wilh a will and a purpose, and the 
hnmblest is certain to HrMi a place readf for him in the 
world, in which be will be a useful, honoured, and wor- 
thy labourer, influoriRing beneficially, not only his own 
time but all time coming. 

Who wonld have expected to discover the founder of 
English Ra^ed Bchoots in the person of a poor cripple 
cobbler oF Porttmoiitb ! — one, a^iparently, the meanest of 
human beings, laboaring in the most humble vocation, 
in a dingy little weather-boarded workshop, in one of the 
poorest streets of his native town, poor and unedacated, 
yet with true and noble impulsra: — tor such was John 
I Pounds— his life affording only anottjer illusliation of the 
fact, that it is not ncallh, nor honour, nor birth, nor 
even high intellect, wliich determines a man's b^ncfirial 
injluenca ID the world, an much as his moral purpose, the 
traeness of his ums, and the diligence T.ith nhich he 
labonrs at the work he has unJcrtaken to do. 
' The life ofJohn Pounds contains no atrikiiift incidents j 
I spent as it n-as at his cobbler's stool, nt work amongst 
his httle rageed children. He was the son of poor pa- 
rents, his father being a workman in the Portimoulb 
Dockyards. .\t fifteen, he met with an accident which 
crippled him for life, and he iras put to the trade of a 
cobbler. 'When he carried on bn~iine» upon his onn 
aoconnt, he lived for the most part in asmaU boardod tene- 



, in St. Mary Street, Portsmonth, bit worlnhop 
measuring abont six (eet by eighteen ; and hen he might 
be seen, day after day, seated on his stool, meDdingsbon, 
and administering his hamble instractjons to tho ci 
of ragged children clastered aronod him, fllliag his littla 
stall to the very door. Indeed the candidates for ad 
sion to John Pounds' shop were always vary nnmemal, 
more than could be admitted ; and consequently bohad tc 
make a selec^n, generally choosing the poorest and worst 
among (hem — "the Ittlle blackgnards," as he called 
them. When, in the course of his strolls abont th» 
streets, he chanced to meet with some one more dsstitnta 
or profligate than ordinary, he would use til bii efforta 
with such a one to iadnce him to come to hii achooL 
He would follow him to the quay, and hold out the briba 
of a " nice roasted potato" to tempt him ; and if h* 
succeeded, was not John Pounds then a more thannnuU; 
happy man 1 

I'his humane and generons -hearted individnsl was 
induced to set up his " Free School" by a happy Idi 
accident of providence. In early life he adopted a young 
nephew of his own. wliom be thought be could edneata 
better with a coinpaiiioTi, so he enlisted in his aerrice the 
son of a neighbouring poor woman. Another, and another 
poor cbild was added, until John found himself engaged in 
a great work, though perhaps he knew if not. It wai 
duty and the work nearest to him, and be did it. Hen 
was the true life of the man. Doublleis, tbero are 
schools, BO colled, in Fortemouth, as there are in nearly 
all our great towns — schools formed by the pious bene- 
volence of good men and women of p.ist times, Intended 
by them to leacli poor children ; but, perverted from the 
will of their founders, and grown rich, they are now little 
better than so many useless institution.', to fiunish bt 
livings for idle " learned" men, while the children of Aa 
poor may go untaught and untr^ned, but for the active 
and IrulyCbristian heroism of Mcb men asJohn Pounda. 
We know of many such rich and u;eleas "Free Schools,"— 
useless so far as thecliiidnia of the poor are concerned, in 
many largo towns that we could name ; and we are SOt 
aware of any more ui^nt duty at the present 
on the part of onr public men, than that of restoring 
the magnificent funds of the Free Grammar Schools of 
England to the pnrnoses for which thejw»w originallr 
desi;p)ad by their benevoteni donon. lataaiLji the (ne 
edocotion (mT the children of the Engliclr {>eopl<. 
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To letnm to John Pounda : — He estobUshed his nephew 
oomfortably in the world, out of his deader means, and 
went on adding to his school until it became famoos. 
Hany a poor child did he rescue from vice, and educate 
into useiulness. He watcbed with anxious interest the 
progress of his pupils in life, and helped them when 
he could. Many useful and industrious citizens, who 
otherwise might have been outcasts and beggars, does 
England owe to this humble man. He was a parent to the 
destitute ; he was the father who bound them to society. 
His labours at his stool earned him bread enough for 
his wants ; but his labours on the minds and hearts of 
his little pupils — ^that was the great work of his life, 
the Talue of which can scarcely be over-estimated. 

Besides " book learning," and industrial habits, John 
Pounds taught his poor little children humanity, and im- 
planted in Uiem a love of natural objects. He was fond 
of all kinds of birds and domestic animals, linging-birds, 
jays, parrots, cat^ and guinea-pigs; and he might some- 
times be seen at work in the midst of his pupils, with 
a canary perched on one shoulder and a cat on the 
other. His was a happy family on a large scale, and 
to him might not inappropriately be applied the beautifnl 
liBMof Coleridge — 

** B« pcajeth w«U, who lovctli well 

▲U tninn, both gtttX and imall ; 
Be prejeth beet, who loveth best 

Both man, end bird, end beeet ; 
For the deer God, who loreth ue. 

He medtt end loveth ell.'* 

It may be imagined what sorrow of young hearts, what 
weeping and shedding of tears, there was at the death of 
this truly good man, on New Year's Day, 1839, at the 
age of seventy-two. England had lost one of its best 
and most useful citizens; but as for them, they had lost 
a Ikther, friend, and play-Mlow, all in one. 

*' Were we," says Mr. Guthrie, in his Second Plea for 
Bagged Schools, '* to make a pilgrimage anywhere, as 
soon as to the lowly heath where the martyr reposes, we 
would direct our pilgrim steps to the busy streets of 
Portsmouth, and, turning aside from the proud amy of 
England's floating bulwarks, we would seek out the 
humble shop where John Pounds achieved his works of 
mercyj and earned an imperishable fisme. There is no 
poetry in his name, and none in his profession j but there 
was more than poetry — the highest, noblest piety — in 
his life. Every day within his shop he might be seen 
cobbling shoes, and surrounded by some score or two of 
lagged urchins, whom he was converting into useful mem- 
bon of the State. Honour to the memory of the patriot 
oobbler, beneath whose leathern apron there beat the 
kindest heart — ^there glowed a bosom fired with the 
noblest ambition, and who, without fee from scholar, or 
reward from man, while he toiled for his hard-earned 
bread with the sweat of his brow, educated not fewer than 
five hundred outcasts before they laid him in the lowly 
grave 1 Honour, we say again, to tho memory of this 
illustrious patriot I Nor is there in all the world any 
sight we would have travelled so far or so soon to see, as 
tlMt self-same man, when he followed some ragged boy 
along the quays of Portsmouth, keeping his Idnd keen 
eye upon lum, and tempting the young savage to his 
school with the bribe of a smoking potau}. Princes and 
peers, judges and divines, might have stood uncovered 
in his presence, and now marble monuments might be 
removed from the venerable walls of Westminster — 
poets, warriors, and statesmen, might give place to 
make room for him." 

Another founder of ragged schools, who lived before 
John Pounds, and in another country— of whom, per- 
haps, John Pounds never heard— was the benevolent 
Pestaloszi. He began his Isboian towards the close of 
last century, devoting his whoh) time and means to th? 
hittmctioQ and elevation, of. the poor. The idea which 
took possession of his mind, fiid strongly JnflutnffH his 
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conduct throughout life, was that of the brotherhood of 
man ; and that the great obstacle to the elevation of the 
poor was their ignorance. He therefore sought to elevate 
their independence by increasing their knowledge ; and 
by placing them on a level, as regarded their intelligence, 
with the more affluent classes, he thus looked to education 
as the best means of realizing the great Christian maxim 
of human brotherhood. Assisted by his devoted wife, he 
invited poor, and even beggar-children, to his home, for 
the purposes of instruction. His eiforts were treated by 
his neighbours, and by the world, as utterly absurd, and 
even insane. Yet he iiersevered^ through misfortune, loss 
of means, ridicule, and opposition of all kinds. In the 
midst of the turmoils of revolution and war, this true 
hero held to his purpose, and went on educating. He was 
in advance of his age, and the world was yet to come up 
with him, and acknowledge the wisdom and benevolence 
of his plans. The local Government of the Cadton of 
Unterwalden at length recognised his effortsi, and placed 
him at the head of a school at Stantz. Here he laboured 
with immense success, almost compelling the pupils to 
love and admire him, so devoted was he to their happi- 
ness and their interests. No materials could have been 
less fitvourable than those committed to his care^^chil* 
dren whose minds had been corrupted by the habits of 
begging and stealing, to which the miserable neces- 
sities of the times had driven them. But how could 
children, no matter how vitiated by habit, resist such 
methods as those wliich Pestalozzi employed ? 

*' My first task," says he, " was to gain the oonfidenoa 
of my pupilsj and to attach them to me ; this main point 
once attained, all the rest appeared to me easy. The 
deserted state in which I found myself, all painful as it 
was, and the absolute want of assistance, were precisely 
what contributed the most to the success of my enter- 
prise. Cut off from the rest of mankind, I turned all my 
cares and all my affections to the children; to me they 
were indebted for all the relief they received. I parto(4s 
alike of their pains and their pleasures; I was everywhere 
with them when they were well, and when they were 
sick, I was constantly at their bedside. We had the 
same nourishment, and I slept in the midst of them ; 
and from my bed either prayed with them, or taught 
them something." 

Extraordinary success attended the labours of Pestalozzi 
at Stantz; but these were rudely interrupted by the 
troubles of the times, and he then removed to Borgdor^ 
in the Canton of Berne, where he founded another school* 
which was equally successful with the former. But thil 
too was broken up by the revolutions of the period ; and 
still persevering, he founded again a poor-school in tho 
country, some five miles from Berne, where he was joined 
by Fellenberg, and again he succeeded in attracting 
around him large numbers of pupils, and bringing them 
to an extraordinary pitch of improvement. Shortly after* 
he removed to a place called the Castle of Yverdon, where 
he founded an sicademy for the education of all c l a s s es. 
His plans by this time attracted great notice from tho 
leading minds of all countries ; numerous schools were 
founded throughout Germany and England on his plan ; 
and the leading features of his system are now adopted in 
all the best schools in this and othw countries. 

Such were the first founden of Ragged School*— 
among the most valuable and beneficent institutions of 
modern times. To found a Ragged School is a greater 
work than to found a College; for the rich are never 
without the means of an adequate education : but the 
poor, — ^how are they to be educated, unless by some such 
instrumentality as that above described ? and, withoal 
education, what can the poor ever continue, but miserable 
and degraded ? To properly and efficiently educate the poor 
— such is the greatest problem for the solution of our 
age ; and to accomplish this work, to some extent, is tha 
f^onouM miasion of tho Teacher in Ragged Schoola. 
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HUMAN HOPES. 

It was a sweet, calm evening — so calm that the expe- 
rienced imagined that this very calmness might hut be 
the premrsor of one of those terrible storms which not 
imfirequently visit onr Western Islands. 

Under the shade of the piazza lounged a West India 
merchant, and by his side was seated his young English 
wife. She had been kindly and tenderly nurtured, the 
idol of fond parents, the darling of doting brothers and 
listers; yet all these, her home, her relatives, her 
eountry she had left, to join him to whom she had bcion 
long attached, and who was now to her m most affec- 
tionate husband. 

Near them was playing a tweet child of some fbnr 
fommers, attended by an ayah, who ever and anon, as 
the child wearied of its play, or complained of the heat 
•Bd fiitiguo which its amusement produced, would take it 
upon her lap, and sing to it one of those wild, foolish 
songs, which h»ve of late become so popular in our own 
dear England. 

" Henry, my love, do not again urge it/' said the 
young wife ; " I Could not leave you and our child." 

** The nurse and dear little KmmeHne shall accompany 

yoiu 

" And yon ? " she inquired. 

" I will remain here until the autumn, and then join 
you ; by that time, if my sugar plantations be as pro- 
ductive as I expect them to be, I shall then have realized 
tile modest independence, which was the sole motive of 
my coming personally to take possession of the acres left 
me by my uncle. I wiU then sell them, convert all my 
possessions into money, and then, dearest I a hfe of quiet 
happiness, with dear friends oi home" 

" Oh, how much I long for it," said his wife. " The 
air here is stifling, and I feel myself daily more unlike 
the healthy, robust girl you once knew me." 

" And it is this debility, this evident delicacy of consti- 
tntion, that makes me so strongly urge your return to 
Europe at once. Captain Stratford will sail in a fort- 
night, and assures me he will take every care for your 
oomfort." 

" I do not doubt it, my dear Henry ; but still I eamoi 
leave you. Oh» come with me now. What matters the 
fisw more riches you are staying to glean ? Are we not 
all the world to each other ?" 

" True, most true, dearest ; but yet we must not be 
unmindful of our ehUdnn, Mary. For EmmeHne is at 
present our only care ; but had your health been capable 
of nursing our boy, he might now have been with us. 
|>o not, oh I do not let this dreadful climate cost us 
tmoiker lifs." 

" I will go to Barbadoes ; you know the change has 
been of benefit to me before; I will stay there for my 
approaching confinement ; you can then visit me ; but 1 
oannot, indeed I cannot cross the ' wide waste of waters' 
alone." And she threw herself upon his shoulder and 
wept bitteriy. 

" Mary, ' God is everywhere ;' on the wat oia i n the 
deep. He will be with you, and your husband's prayers 
shall beg of him to regard you with his especial blessing. 
Come, cheer up, sweet wife, and though the trial is most 
irrere to both of us, resolve to bear your part« for the 
nke of the child thsit is to be given to us." 

" I wiU try, dear Henry, I wiU try ; I am sadly wilftil 
Msd ungrateful ; but you have quite spoiled me." 

" And I may tell captain Stratford that yon will go 
with him. Yoc^ the nurse and child." 

" And leave you quite alone I No, no, Henry ; the 
VDse and child shall remain here until you can bring 
tiien to England." 

" This must not be, Mary, they must accompany you. 
My e ngae emeats hera will be very numerous ; I shall 



have long distances to travel, and had rather they did not 
remain. In four months I shall join you." 

" Four months I Ah 1 Henry, will they not appear 
years to both of us ? " 

A sharp wind came rushing through the opened win- 
dows, raising the soft curls from Mary's cheek, and 
hoisting them into all sorts of fantastic shapes. The 
nurse caught the child up in her arms, and hurried into 
the house. Henry placed his arms around his wife, and 
led her into an inner apartment. It was a fearful storm ; 
one of those dreadful tornadoes which leave " nought 
unscathed." tearing up huge trees, and twisting them Cke 
straws, bringing devastation wherever it came. Mary 
was very ill that night ; she did not leave her bed for 
more than a week, and at the end of that time she waa 
more reconciled to her husband's plan for her return to 
England. The eve of the dreaded day came, on whidi 
Captain Stretford was to sail. Ha thought it advisable 
that she should be on board that night. Poor Mary was 
carried there insensible, and, when her reason retwne^g 
she found the vessel in motion. 

Sad was poor Henry's heart ! Wife, child, all gone I 
He watched the vessel until his eyes became so dim from 
tears, that all around him was clothed in a deep mist, 
and then he turned away towards that home which, 
until now, had been blest with a wife's fond smile 
and glad welcome, no matter how short his absence 
from it might have been. How great was the contrast 
now ! There was her small table, at which she would 
sit employed in some feminine occupation, while he 
would beguile the hours by reading to her, from some of 
their favourite authors. Here stood a vase of sweet 
flowers — they had been gathered and arranged by her 
fingers — almost her last act. A toy of his child's again 
awoke his sorrow, and he threw himself on a couch, 
while the heavinga of his .chest betrayed the conflict 
within. 

Many weeks have passed. Mary Vincent has once 
more been clasped to the affectionate bosom of her 
mother, and is again one of their happy family group. 
Her little Emmeline is already a great pet with grand- 
papa, and takes all sorts of liberties with the huge grey 
cat, which has until lately had undisturbed possession of 
a comfortable comer of Uie hearth, and who now regards 
with some suspicion, and not too large a share of good* 
humour, the new intruder, who so frequently occupies the 
seat on her master^s lap, which was wont to be peculiarly 
her own property. 

Time passed on, and Mrs. Vincent was rapidly reco- 
vering strength ; as she gazed on her infant, she would 
clasp him to her bosom and say, " Could thy &ther but 
see thee, my boy, how he would rejoice that he prevailed 
on thy mother to come to England." 

Henry had written once to his wife. " I am glad to 
tell you," he said, " that at present our affairs are most 
promising, and I hope so to arrange matters as to be abl« 
in about six weeks to dispose of my goods to advantaget 
Already the son of a neighbour is in treaty for the planta- 
tions ; when they are sold, little else remains to be done, 
and I may hope very shortly again to embrace my trea- 
sures. In the mean time I commit them to the care of 
Him 'who neither slumbereth nor sleepeth."' He went 
on further to say, that his friend Captain Stratford would 
be returning with a cargo about the time he thought ho 
should be ready to sail, and that he should* most pro* 
bably, come home in his vessel. 

On the birth of his son the happy inteUfgence had been 
immediately dispatched to him, as it was hoped he would 
receive it before he left Jamaica. 

Time, with his wings of strength and fleetnesa passed 
on, as time will pass, whether conducting the maiden to 
her bridal, or the old man to his grave, and the arrival of 
Captain Stratford's vessel was daily looked for. Poor Mary 
scarcely took her necessary walks, lest Henry should amvo 
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in her absence ; she feared to sleep, lest he should come 
and not find her watching; she dressed her children with 
icrapttlotts care, and smoothed her daughter's bright 
locks, that they might look their best when first their 
father's eye rested upon them. Poor Mary! my heart 
Ueeds for thee, thy fond visions of joy must vanish ! the 
cup which is half tasted must be set down, never to glad- 
den thy lips again ! henceforth thy children must be all 
in all to thee ; bring them up as Ae would have taught 
them« instil into their minds those holy principles and 
ctlm desires, which in after life will be a mine of wealth, 
instruct them in those things which "perish not in the 
using," and " thou shalt have thy reward." 

It was a bright morning in spring when Captain Strat- 
ford slowly tnced his way to the residence of 31ary's 
parents. His air was dejected, and his whole manner 
evinced grief and nnhappiness. 

His errand was sad, most sad,— and it is a trying task 
to bring misery and desolation, where you hoped to 
be the cause of increased happiness. Poor Henry 
Vincent's arrangements had all been completed to his 
satisfaction, and it was within three days of his setting 
sail for England, when the yellow fever broke out in the 
district where he resided, and he was one of its first vic- 
tims ; the rapid fatality of this disease is well known, and 
Captain Stratford liad only time to receive the last faint 
words of the dying man, who, not without a struggle 
commended his wife and children to the care of Him who 
has promised to regard the widow and the orphan with 
His especial favour, and to see him calmly resign his soul 
to " Him who gave it." 

We will not attempt a description of poor Marjr's grief, 
those only who have suffered a similar bereavement can 
realize it. 

Time has in some degree sobered her affliction, and 
when she watches her two sweet children in their gam- 
bols, sLe cannot but feel grateful that they have been 
preserved to her, though while looking upon them she 
will turn away her head for a moment, a tear will intrude 
itself, and she will sigh and say, Alas, poa Human 
Hopes. 



THE HEART THAT LOVES US STILL. 

Th« bry round the leaflcM oak, when winter etonna auail, 
A» closely twines, as tightly clings, as in the summer gale ; 
So, when the ruthless winds of fata come freexing with their chill, 
We find the same devotion in " The heart that loves us still." 

False friends fall off in poverty— their friendships, onee so warm. 
Fade like the shining summer flower before the winter storm, 
But, 'mid the dim and gloomy scene, fair Hope and Truth instil^ 
Sweat echoea softly breathing from '* The heart that lovea us still." 

Thus, like a spirit by our side, it lights the darkest hour, 
Aad lulls the troubled soul to rest with gertle seraph power ; 
Tie meet its changeless faith be sung in many a deathless ttiU~ 
When woman in our sorrow brings " The heart that loves us still." 

Robert Fisher. 



THE PEOPLE'S COLLEGE, SHEFFIELD. 

OtTR visit to Sheffield, in the early part of last Sep- 
tember, was one so productive of valuable information 
Of several kinds, as to need, perhaps, in giving preference 
to the subject of its People's College, this apology of the 
interest and value of the question of popular education, 
tbove all others. But much that we have yet to say, of 
a purely social, or artistic character in reference to design, 
is comparatively local in its interest, to the prsctical solu- 
tion of an important question aJtbrded by the coniiwct aod 
increasing prosperity of this p^.ront institution otSht;- 
field, v>.:— "Through what mciru-, v:\'A]ii .A^rtari:.ii 'm uc- 
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sition and Government inaction exist as they do, is the 
adult and growing section of our manufacturing popula- 
tion to be educated ? " And this interest is the more 
important, when we reccUect that a large city, like 
Norwich, already possesses a similar institution, lately 
ori^nized, yet already with a student list of between two 
and three thousand. 

The People's College at Sheffield was originally insta- 
tuted by the Rev. R. S. Bay ley, in 1842, for the purpose 
of providing an education for the young men and women 
of the middle and working classes, superior to that which 
b ordinarily called education by a large section of the 
community. The power to wield a pen, to read, or cast 
a sum, were justly considered by Mr. Bay ley, the instru- 
ments towards the acquirement of knowledge, and not 
knowledge itself; and he was convinced that the young 
men and apprentices of Sheffield might, by a judicious 
use of their time, before and after the oidinary hours of 
labour, advance their mental culture far beyond the limits 
thought requisite for those who earn their daily bread by 
manual labour. Proceeding on this idea, the institution 
and detiil of the College were carried onward by him 
with unexampled zeal through a space of six years, 
till September, 1848, when he removed to London. 
Though this loss of the founder and zealous patron looked 
inauspicious for the future existence of the institution, 
particularly as at this time the number of its students 
was small, a committee was chosen, principally from the 
monitors, who had worked under, and been trained, as it 
were, by Mr. Bayley ; and to this, more than to other 
circumstances, is to be ascribed the present effidency 
and growth of the institution. There is, however, 
another, and an important element of success in the fiset, 
that the committee is formed of young men who are as 
much convinced of the worth of popular education as they 
are enthusiastic in their desire to promote it. 

As all such institutions should be, the People's College 
is self-supporting, mainly through the fees of studencs, 
and the gratuitous services of the monitors and lecturers, 
the former being sixpence paid weekly, and a quarterage 
of one shilling, making in the whole the yearly sum of 
Jtl 10s. from each student. 

At the time this working committee took the affidrs of 
the institution in their hands, it was in an entire state of 
need, both of books, furniture, and money ; whilst, at 
the period of our visit, >:200 had been received in stu- 
dents' fees, through the course only of eleven montos, 
and deducting the expenses of rent, coals, gas, cleaning, 
&c., the clear gain of jf 1 10 was left to promote the fiurther 
improvement of the institution. 

Amongst the laws are those constituting the People*! 
College a self-supporting and self-governing educational 
institution : that all persons shall be eligible to become 
members : that it shall be free from sectarian religion, 
and party politics : and that the surplus funds be applied 
exclusively for increasing the efficiency of the institution. 

We had heard much of the Sheffield College, and were 
not amongst those who expect to find the ministry of 
the people's self-earned learning housed in a palace, and 
therefore found more than we looked for. That was fair 
sized, cleanly, well lighted, and well ventilated rooms, in 
the heart of where the people work and dwell, where 
exist the social relations they may exalt and carry on- 
ward, and where the knowledge so acquired will best bear 
its limits. But there was an earnestness in all we saw 
which would have graced a College of Massachusetts, or 
our own more aristocratic institutions, though many of 
the students were no other than the young men and 
apprentice lads we had seen at the forges, at the grinding 
wheels, and in the workshops that morning; and their 
studies no profounder, or more abstract, than plfin ntlee 
of arithmetic, and lessons in writing. But no learning, 
however rudimentary, can be separated from this oondi- 
ti.-n of csrnof tnos? ; if it is, it ctseos to be truthful; and 
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tbis is why the Mechanics^ Institutes of this country 
have proved to so large an extent failures. The induc- 
tive Unk, betivcen the working man's labour and bis 
intellectual needs, was not clearly seen, even by insti- 
tutors like Lord Brougham and others, who were the 
eerly promoters and patrons of the Society for the 
Difilision of Useful Knowledge. The thing is, as we have 
elsewhere said, the moral and physical nature of man is 
in one respect in opposition ; exhaust either by labour, 
and it becomes a matter of absolute rest, to bring its 
opposite into action ; and therefore to those wearied by 
physical labour, the solution of a rule in arithmetic, the 
ftudy of history, or a geometrical lesson in relation to 
design is« if the paradox may be allowed, the most stimu- 
lating and satisfactory of repose, whilst at the same time 
conducive to the need of sound and pregnant knowledge. 
But the contrary to this, was on two material points pur* 
toed by the earlier promoters of Mechanics' Institutions 
for the working classes. It was conceived that, because 
the artisan had been in his workshop all day, that know- 
ledge must be made seductive; and however profound 
the subject chosen, he must be treated with it as children 
with physic^-that is sugared. He was favoured with 
what was called " a popuJar " elucidation of astronomy, 
"a popular difserration on heat," "an entertaining 
analysis of the steam engine ; " but once these entertain' 
ing facts worn threadbare, and his interest wearied by 
reiteration, he found himself as ignorant as before, or in 
possession of just that smattering of scientific knowledge 
which disclosed the difficulties which attend the acquire- 
ment of all truth ; and thus disgusted by the very know- 
ledge which he needed, his support and interest were no 
longer given. This shows that we cannot invert the 
processes of truth. Support thus withdrawn, and popu- 
larity lessened, a new stimulus was sought by managers 
and committees ; and concerts and lectures on every -day 
subjects, were brought into operation, with no other re- 
sult in innumerable instances, tiian that of attracting 
another class who, occupied more by mental than physical 
labour, were glad to procure amusement at a cheap rate. 
Hence Mechanics' Institutes have notoriously passed into 
middle class hands ; and a very able report which now lies 
before us fully bears out this fact. 

But the people, the handicraftsmen of this country want 
knowledge; they want that species of knowledge which 
possesses the stimulus of being connected with the duties 
and interests of their daily life ; they want instruction in 
that class of knowledge which is truth based upon induc- 
tion ; namely, knowledge which grows out of a considera- 
tion of their peculiar local needs, as design in relation to 
metallic art for Sheffield and Birmingham, to textile art 
for Norwich and Manchester ; they want instruction in the 
teeming facts of the history of this great country, and to 
be taught that its principles of hberty are sterling* its laws 
noble, in spite of much error and need of reformation ; 
and they want finally to be taught that the greatest refor- 
mation wanting, is of men, not thinge ; and that the exer- 
cise of their own individual temperance, prudence, and 
forethought, is what this country and this generation 
require. As the noble Pestaloxxi beautifully said, " The 
amelioration of outward circumstances will be the effect, 
but can never be the means of mental and moral improve- 
ment." Now if people's colleges be ably carried onward, 
inch needs may be fully satisfied ; but there must be no 
attempt to make a royal road to learning, by pleasant 
eedatives, for knowledge possesses within itself the 
sweetest and most attractive of allurements; and what 
attractions may be needed, let them be fonnd apart, at 
the concert and lecture room, and not as mere matters 
for amusement in connection with the institution in- 
tended to carry out the purposes of a college. But we 
most not be supposed to condemn all classes of lectures ; 
those in inductive connexion with the branches of know- 
ledge taught, form a desirable method for the aMe 



teacher ; but it is when unconnected, when out of the line 
of all method, when mere persiflage, that we object to them. 
The lecturers in the hospitals of London and Fidinburgh do 
not entertain their students with an essay on comic 
actors, or a digression on architecture; and the same 
rule holds good, though the students be but handiorafls- 
men, and the studies but rudimentary. 

In this institution of Sheffield, as in others organi2ed on 
the same principle?, the chief class hours are in the 
evening, between half-past seven to nine, and the best 
attendance is secured at this period. Whilst, it is 
observed, that with all the students, more or less, the 
signs of the day's toil have been effaced before the hour 
of meeting, and an air of decency and cleanliness is the 
usual characteristic. Indeed, as respects the females, we 
particularly noticed that they were cleanly and well 
dressed, and far more earnest students, than some 
philosophers who conceive woman has no other vocation 
than to dam stockings and make puddings, might like to 
have witnessed ; and so far from being as such philosophers 
would imagine, the attendance of females has been found 
highly conducive to the order and respectful deport- 
ment of the other classes. One thing appears to us 
wanting in this department of the People's College, namely, 
a class of instruction that might tell upon the progress 
of domestic life. And here it is in a department of this 
kind that the females of the middle and higher classes 
ought to prove serviceable ; and, through lessons or 
written discourses on cooking, housewifery, and the 
management of children, conduce to a most needful and 
most important public &nd social end. If extraneous 
and separated from the ordinary duties of rudimentary 
learning, no efficient committee, especially one formed 
of young and able men like that of the Sheffield Col- 
lege, who have not been hardened by half a century 
of routine, into a fashion of domestic life, far from 
being productive either of comfcrt or happiness, would 
refuse a separate room for such classes ; and we do 
hope, at this hint thrown out of what is needed, that 
some will be found willing to become teachers of this 
character. Many a plate-burnisher, many a file-scourer, 
many an apprentice girl, might be, by such method, 
taught a hundred difierent lessons, the effects of which 
would, in the next generation, be grave enough for the 
consideration of the philanthropist, the moralist, and the 
physician. 

Through the forthcoming year we shall turn our atten- 
tion to this class of topics ; and, in the meanwhile, we can- 
not press too earnestly upon the consideration of thiu and 
similar institutions, tbe noble and earnest work there is 
for them to do, both in the relation of monitor and 
student ; and whilst it is in the power of the former to 
show both ministers and people what can be done by the 
force of co-operativo earnestness, it is in the power of 
tbe latter, to demcrnstrate that true education is no 
fallacy in its nonii(?*tion with manual labour; and to 
show, in perhaps another instance, that the heights of 
Whamcliffe can inspire anew, and the soil of HaUamshire 
be not destitute of the noble in their generation. 

BiLTXBPBK. 



ECCENTRIC PEOPLE. 

" Mssten I it ii prored already that you are little better than 
false knaves ; and it will go near to be thought so shortly." 

It may be well to begin with a declaration that these few 
remarks have nothing whatever to do with the eccentri- 
cities of genius. I am of opinion that these are not 
eccentricities at all, in the true meaning of the word; 
they are not departures from a known law which should 
regulate the being, but an unconscious conformity with 
a higher law, to a knowledge of which we have not yet 
attained. / am not a genius, reader, and we vrill take iv 
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tm gnntad thst 90U are not a genras ; bnt we need not, 
on that acconntj behave like fools and ignorant persons. 
Let ns always avoid that deadliest sin of folly and 
Ignorance, vis., laughing at what is superior to ourselves, 
at what we don't understand. Let us use a becoming 
reverence in speaking of all higher and but partially 
understood intelligences ; let us never presume to ridioole 
or censure the so-called eccentricities of true genius. 
Let the great workers, Uie great sufferers for humanity, 
— Uiose who pioneer the way for us into the path less 
unknown — ^who make vast conquests in the spiritufl 
world, that thdr fellow-creatures turn to account in 
every-day life ; let gtniua be ever honoured and respected, 
even by those who are least able to offer it the solace of 
sympathy and thorough appreciation. 

Our present business has nothing to do witb genius ; 
it is far less aspiring in its nature. By "eccentric 
people," I mean people whose sole claim to distinction 
and admiration, is, what they and their friends are 
pleased to call, their eccentricity or oddity, I should be 
sorry to say an unkind thing, but I cannot help wishing 
that yon may have had as much experience among ec- 
centric people as your humble servant ; because, I should 
then feel quite sure of carrying you along with me in 
what I am about to say. Truly, " nature hath framed 
strange fellows in her time ;" but there are fellows who 
have framed themselves far more strangely than nature 
would have done, if they had let her alone. 

It is not for nothing that tender infan^J learn the 
liatin grammar. From the time when I could first 
construe-^ 

" Feliz qui potuit renun cognoscere cauMt," 
I have maintained a diligent search after happiness by 
trying to find out the causes of things. Bungler as I 
am, the object of my search has never yet come to 
hand. Nay, rather, has its very opposite been thrust 
upon me instead. Tired with repeated failures, I am 
now going to make up my mind to reach i6y " being's 
end" without accomplishing what some folks consider 
its "aim." Still, my little experiences in the investiga- 
tion of certain causes may amuse, if they do not benefit, 
others ; and if you like to listen to me, dear reader, you 
shall hear some of them now. 

Having studied the characters of eccentric people 
attentively, this conclusion has forced itself upon my 
mind : — the eccentricity of all sane persons, who do not 
possess genius, or any extraordinary amount of talent, 
proceeds from two chief causes, viz., vanity and perversity 
of temper. In almost all cases there is a union of the 
two ; although, in some, the love of admiration pre- 
dominates, and, in others, the love of opposition. 

The eccentricity of the very vain man begins in this 
way: be is neither handsome, accomplished, amiable, 
elever, or in any way remarkable ; and yet he burns to 
be noted among men ; to be " the observed of all 
observers." He is an ingenious self- flatterer, but still his 
instinct tells him truly, that he was not bom great, and 
is not likely to achieve greatness by the exercise of his 
moral and intellectual qualities. But he is far too vain 
to be contented with his natural insignificance. As he 
cannot make himself superior to the generality, he 
determines to differ from them. In some way he will 
make himself notorious to his own little world; if it be 
only by standing on his head, or wearing his coat the 
hind part before^ If people will but look at him, and 
talk about him, the vain man, who sets up for an oddity, 
is contented, although they look to laugh at, and talk 
to blame him. 

Of this class is my friend Mr. Narcissus Strangeways. 
Nature has, in no way, singled out Narcissus from the race 
M her peculiar fiivourite. He is little, not to say tiumpy i 
plain, not to say unpleasant-looking. His voice is such 
as you may buy, any day, for sixpence, in a toy-shop, 
imprifoned in the leather aides of a barking dog. With 



such a phynpte, it is unfortunate that Narcissua should 
be smitten with the desire to be esteemed "a proper 
man " and stalwart, besides a "verj Adonis as regards 
grace and beauty, and in speech 

" As masical as is ApoDo*s Inte.*' 

Then, again. Narcissus is endowed with " a plenttftd 
lack of wit," of which commodity you shall not pick up a 
grain of Air dropping, though he go through all the 
subjects of an encyclopsedia, during your conversation 
with him. Yet, he would fain have yon think that 
Sidney Smith, Sir James Macintosh, and Theodore 
Hook, were not so good at table-talk as he. Wisdom of 
the higher sort, which we use on the red letter days of 
life ; and that which is the wisdom of working days 
and lower things, viz., eommon-eente i of these Narcissua 
desires you to believe he has the lion's share. In short, 
he has a sincere and ardent admiration for his own sup- 
posed qualities. At one time it seemed likely that he 
would be doomed to that melancholy passion spoken of 
by La Fontaine as " L'amour de mdme sans avoir dc 
rivaux," which we can but imperfectly render into English, 
as, " Love of oneself without having any rivals." This 
appeared to be his probable fate ; when, fortunately, a 
distant relation died, leaving him j^3,000 per annum, 
and the name of Strangeways. 

A strange idea came into the head of our (Hend Nar- 
cissus Strangeways. Now, he was rich, he could make 
himself notorious j he ^^ould shine forth upon the world as 
an eccentric character. Even Nannssus waa not silly 
enough, or sanguine enough, to think of producing any 
effect in that character as a poor man. But now tbuat he 
was rich, Mr. Narcissus Strangeways was sure of success. 
He speedily became known as " an extraordinary man." 
"Such an eccentric creature 1" "Really the greatest 
oddity in the world 1 " 

He built himself a house, which answered his purpose, 
of making people stare, as well as might have been ex* 
pected. It was in the form of a pyramid, with the apex 
downwards. Having learned, from historical reading, 
that the meat-eating races of men have, in all ages, been 
the greatest workers and thinkers; the strongest, 
physically ; and, upon the whole, the best developed 
mentally, Mr. Strangeways thinks proper to advocate the 
necessity of living upon rice and potatoes, cabbages and 
barley-water, in order to facilitate the perfection of the 
human race. In the matter of clothing, the eccentridtiea 
of Narcissus Strangeways would astoni^ all writers upon 
costume, including Messrs. Moses and Son, M. Planch^ 
and Sartor Resartus. As to considering man in the 
light of a forked radish, that must be covered up, lest it 
be injured by cold; as a lay-figure for the becoming 
arrangement of drapery ; or, as a machine for reforming 
tailors^ bills, — Narcissus Strangeways has "no such 
stuff" in his thoughts. His idea of dress is, that it is a 
vast field for the exercise of eccentricity ; and, oonse* 
quently, a capital means of getting one's-self stared at. 
This he makes very evident ; for he never wears a eoat^ 
waistcoat, or pair of trowsers like other people ; and, lika 
Spenser'a celebrated giant, he is much admired 

" By fools, women, lad boyi.** 

(Pardon the poet's want of gallantry, fiur readera, but ha 
did not live in our day, you must remember.) 

It is a pleasant sight to see Mr. Strangewaya at a 
public place, or in a private party. At the theatre, fior 
instance, he turns his back to the stage during the best 
actor's best scene, and endeavours to attract the attention 
of the persons near him, by carefully examining his teeth 
in a pocket mirror. During Jenny land's finest cadence 
he will rise with a frown, and lounge out of the box« 
whistling " Cease, rude Boreas." At a full dress even- 
ing party he will appear with dirty boots and linen, a^d 
a face to match. He never agrees with the general 
opinion, because nobodv would wonder if be did. Hif 
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CBiriages are of a remarkable form and coloor, and be 
bas been known to paint bis borses red and blue. Mr. 
Narcissus Strangeways is the tbeme of conversation at 
every tea-table within a circumference of ten miles ; and, 
we have reason to believe, that be is intensely gratified 
by this result of his strenuous efforts after notoriety. 
We have never yet known any one who is sincerely 
attached to him, or who calls him agreeable, but he has 
attained the reputation of an eccentric person. 

The eccentricity of the perverse is caused by the love 
of opposition more than by anything else ; and this love 
is not, by any means, the result of false reasoning, — of 
defective judgment in all ordinary affairs of lUe. No, 
it is a pure instinctive love of opposition, without any 
calculation or consideration. 

There is Wilfred Crossgrain,, Esq. ; everybody knows 
him. He is one of the most eccentric of men ; and he 
is eccentric, not because he wishes to make people stare 
at and adpiire him, but because he cannot, for the life 
of him, do as others do. He has a grim pleasure in com- 
bating, and all sorts of contrariety ; and has sympathy 
with nothing but antipathies. He is not really ill-natured, 
but if you ask him to do anything to oblige you, though 
it were to make himself as comfortable as he could in 
your house, he will refuse in the mort churlish manner. 
If yon h&ppen to mention an incontrovertible fact, he 
will meet it with a doubt or a flat contradiction. Mr. 
Crossgrain will take off his hat to a beggar, and turn his 
back rudely upon a peer ; not because the beggar is a 
good man and the peer a bad one (the case may be pre- 
cisely the reverse), but because it is not customary to do 
•0. I do not believe that he acts in this way with aoy 
strong detiire of attracting notice, but I think there is a 
little mixture of vanity with the perversity of his conduct. 
He wears a comfortable, cheerful, contented air at a 
funeral, and at a wedding he will appear in black, with a 
ftioe full of dismal prognostications. Crossgrain is a dif- 
ficult man to talk to; he vrill not agree with any one, 
neither will he differ in a rational, sensible way. If he 
sees yon are inclined to avoid an argument, he will insist 
on plunging you into it ; and then, when you have given 
yourself the trouble of setting the battle in array against 
him, he will back out of it. He is well endowed with the 
gifts of fortune ; but he is dissipating them fast in lawsuits 
about the most absurd trifles. Nothing gives him so much 
satisfaction as a quarrel about which he can go to law. 
He rails against women and matrimony ; yet he has been 
twice married, and each time to a gentle tractable woman, 
who waa simple enough to mistake all his crotchety per- 
versities for the eooentricities of genius. To hear Mrs. 
Crossgrain boast of her Wilfred's oddity, you would think 
that women prefer absurd* perverse, and antagonistic 
men, to sensible, right-minded, and congenial ones ; that 
they would rather have to say, " Oh, my husband is the 
most eccentric creature in the world!" than "My hus- 
band is the most sensible man I know ! " It may be 
cruel kindness to enligfatoa Mrs. Crossgrain on this sub- 
ject but we have an honest desire that other folks should 
not fall into her error. Eccentric conduct is no proof 
of mental superiority, but almost always of the reverse. 
To act differently firom others, in things indifferent and 
trifling, is only a proof tiiat these trifling and indifferent 
matters have been taken deeply to heart. They whose 
minds are occupied with trifles are incapable of enter- 
taining great thoughts or feelings ; ergo, your very ec- 
centric people are decided impositions. And we warn 
all those whom it may concern to distrust their preten- 
sions to greatness of intellect. 

J. M. W. 



There are many persons in the world whose hearts are 
a mere muscle, which only serves for the purpose of an 
6WII oimlation* 



TALHAIARN'S PRAYER- 

PROM THE WELSH. 

Tbb following beautifol prayer waa eompoied by Talhalani, for 
the OvTMeddf or periodical titting of the British barda, from whick 
eircuoMtanoe it ii frequently called the " Gorsedd prayer."— 

Talhmiam was one of the three principal baptismal ^e., 
christian] bards of the ancient Britons. He was bard and diief 
counaellor to Urien Rheyed, nephew of King Arthur; and 
flotoiahed in the nzth century. 

There is a sublimity in the ariginal, which la qvMs last la tfn 
most faithful translation.— 

Graat me, oh Ood, to thee to tj 
ti'or comfort, when the storm is nigh ; 
Btarong in thy refuge, let me stand, 
Strong in the succour of thy hand. 
Oh I let my convene. Lord, with diee^ 
From bonds of error set ma free i 
Let the enlightening of my mind 
Remove the shades that keep me blind. 
Grant me the power, the right to s ee 
Tb love the good, who follow thee i 
And in that love, Oh I grant the love, 
Of all on earth, of God above, 

God and all goodness. 

The last line, thus appropriately introduced, u the motto of 
Glamorgan ; of which Talhaiara was a natWe. 



*' HOME FOR THE HOLIDAYS ! " 

" Cry ' Havoc,' and let slip the dogs of war," is no un- 
worthy expression of Shakspere, to intimate a eomfaig 
state of hurly-burly and disastrous confusion ; but w» 
have strong doubts whether more mischief— «lbeit, lets 
poetry — would not have been conveyed in " Cry, 'Home 
f[>r the holidays,' and let slip the girls and boys." 

Reader, have you ever been resident in a respectable 
and well-ordered mansion before the arrival of some haif- 
dozen brambles — (we beg pardon, it should have been 
" olive branches ") ? Have you enjoyed cheerfhl, undis- 
turbed converse with the host and hostess over the break- 
fast-table ? Have you indulged in solitary luxury over %' 
favourite volume in the little study ? Have you serenely 
dozed by the twilight fire, with all around breathing pro- 
priety, and, blessed word, peace ? Have you reposed in 
this balmy security, we ask, h^fbre the importation of 
" six under fifteen," on or about the eighteenth of De- 
cember? and have you managed to exist in the same 
abode <tfter the said importation ? What nervea, what 
resolution, what endurance must be yours, if such ordeal 
can be borne without flinching ! 

Unrestrained symptoms of an incipient excitement may 
be detected in mamma a day or two before the anspidoui 
period, and important communicationB to the cook may 
be overheard touching the size of cakes and the number of 
tarts. A deal of extra bustle and commotioti in tiM 
general household may be observed, extending from the 
scullery to the topmost bedroom, and the increased pulse 
of domestic vitality indicates the approadi of the restless 
fever which is ever brought from school by girls and boys. 

Papa, mamma, and perhaps a foolish aunt, go of course 
to the "station" to meet the "dear children;" and 
when the carriage doors open and the identified forms rush 
out, some strong delight and a little nervous agitation are 
displayed, which occasionally cause a degree of difficulty 
in getting the right luggage together ; and we once saw a 
foud fr^her, in his exuberant bewilderment, carry a huge 
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ericket-playing boy of ten years date, from one end of the 
platform to the other — but then the little giant hacl curly 
hair, and soft, laughing^ grey eyes, and was the youngest 
of the family, and above all, " very like his mother." 
Home they rattle, their tongues going much faster than 
the cab-wheels, with all sorts of spadmodic interrogato- 
ries and replies, jostled together by impatient eager- 
ness, that would perplex any but very partial auditors into 
confirmed lunacy. 

For B few hours, perchance, some slight trace of 
" boarding-school " manners may linger about the " young 
ladies and gentlemen !" but full soon the uproar begins ; 
play-boxes are unpacked, prizes vociferously displayed, 
Qshers abused, masters mimicked, governesses called " old 
frumps," and lady-like teachers stigmatized as " disagree- 
able things i" Oh I the vast change in the gviet house I 
Bnch tramping up'Stairs, such sliding down balustrades, 
tuch hunting in attic-cupboards, such invasions of the 
pantry, such litters in the parlour, and such a gathering 
in the hall of caps, cloaks, comforters, beaver bonnets, 
fhr capes, and gloves, that one might mistake the place 
for a superior sort of Rosemary Lane I Master Henry 
has been violently smitten during the " last half" with an 
affection for theatricals on a small scale, and conse- 
quently every evening the whole table is occupied by a 
miniature stage, foot-lamps most redolent of bad oil, 
tanoers of paste, bottles of gum, boxes of colours, gold 
•nd silver foil, spangles, brushes ; Mr. O. Smith as some- 
body in T^e Fire King s Mr. Van Amburgh as somebody 
among four lions; and the whole "properties" and "per- 
tonages" essential to The Miller and his Men, Master 
George insists on having room for his magic-lantern, and 
Miss Ellen and Master Tom cannot see any just reason 
why there should not be space for the draught-board. 
Jangling ensues, and a quickly-brewed storm rages until 
papa is called upon to interfere. The surface of the 
waves is smoothed, but sundry kicks are carried on be- 
neath the mahogany, and acute whisperings relative to 
" serving out" may be distinctly heard. 

" Home for the holidays !" Oh, words of ubiquitous 
import ! — we hear them in the everlasting duets strummed 
to every risitor by two giggling girls, who do not think it 
at all necessary that bass should be in unison with treble ; 
we hear them in the slang school phrases, blustered by 
gawky boys, in defiance of mamma's entreaties that they 
will not be "so rude;" we see them printed in the 
" Polka " steps, with stampings and slidings, and hop- 
pings and heelings, alike innumerable and mysterious ; we 
■ee them written on the jam puddings and marmalade 
tarts spread far and wide. We note the syllables in the 
medallion pieces of card-board traced with flowers uure- 
oognised by Linnieus, and in Swiss cottages that would 
have astonished the designing faculties of Sir Christopher 
Wren ; they haunt us in the jbrms of " fancy baskets," 
made to carry nothing; and highly-coloured maps that 
would have puzzled Captain Cook and all other captains. 
We tumble over them in the shape of bows and arrows, 
■tray marbles, miniative cannon, skipping-ropes, bats 
and balls, and a variety of juvenile possessions left 
indiscriminately wherever they might hare been hu»t 
lued. 

''Home fin the Holidays^" staree us in the (ace, as 
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we look round the boxes of Old Drury, and see a grin- 
ning, rosy-f:iccd rcgimcht in white collars and siuart 
fnjcks. " Home for the Hciidays," jostles us iu every 
highway, as the troops of independent youngsters make 
a dead stop at some enticing shop window, with Tarioos 
pulls at the maternal skirt, and corresponding inqui- 
ries as to whether certain desired articles cannot pos- 
sibly be purchased. " Home for tho Holidays" is 
stamped on the tailor's bag, containing loosely-fitting 
suits of dark blue, and the dress-maker's parcel, teeming 
with deeply-tucked dresses. " Homo for the Holidays 
is detected in the piles of new shoes, new stockings, new 
hats, new bonnets, new everything, all coming in vrith 
the New Year. 

"Home for the Holidays," pleasant joyous words I 
bringing to our hearts and firesides, health, hope, cheer- 
fulness, and light. Children are the butterflies of onr 
worldly wilderness, and we love to have them come about 
us at all seasons, though to confess the truth, they are very 
provoking sometimes, and to our certain knowledge many 
a doting sire who hastened with intense exuberance of joy 
to hail his progeny in the month of December, has been 
heard to make particular enquiry towards tho end of 
January, as to "when school commenced," and a very 
truthful and genuine air has accompanied his remark, 
that he was " glad the time was near." Kay ! we once 
heard one of the best fathers in the world declare that he 
would have a fiddler and a bonfire the day after the 
departure of his cherished brood, to celebrate the happy 
event; but, perhaps it is fair to mention that this de- 
claration was wrung from him by the painful facts of 
two young gentlemen having taken infinite trouble to pre- 
cipitate themselves through a most remote skylight, and 
three young ladies having indulged in preserves and sweet- 
meats, to the extent necessary to insure a visit from the 
family Esculapius. 

We have noticed that depredations and enormities 
generally increase as the vacation draws to a close. 
Jackets and trowsers are damaged beyond reparation, 
frocks discovered with gathers out, and pins in, and a 
reckless apathy to all parental discipline is often evident, 
exhibited, we suppose, on the desperate principle of 
"a short life and a merry one." Serious lectures are 
bestowed on "dear Tom," and sharp reprimands lavished 
on "sweet little Emily." It is protested that "such 
eating and drinking," "such running and racing," '''such 
mischief and rudeness," cannot be " put up with," even 
by the proprietors of the criminals, and sorry are we in 
our charity and philosophy to say it, but it does really 
appear that a most hardened audacity, and brazen cha- 
racter of rebellion generally mark tho conduct of vory 
"young England," when "Home for the Holidays." 

And yet these few words are traced in illuminated 
letters that we would not exterminate for the world. 
They are the beacon-lights that guide many a tiny craft 
through the stormy waters of " grammar, geography, 
French, Latin, and history." Many a small breast with 
large heart would sob itself to death, were it not for this 
El Dorado ever kept in sight. The frosty discipline of 
school duties, and the sharp atmosphere of " classes" and 
" examinations," would try many a susceptible constitu- 
tion severely, were it noi; for the six weeks of rdaxuis 
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dimate found in the soathern latltada of " Home for tUe 
Holidays.*' 

"Home for the Holidays" — oh, words of migic 
might ! Who does not recollect the time vfhen they had 
the power of sending the warm hlood bounding through 
the heart with quickened glow ? Who docs not re- 
member the joyous thrill that prompted, as tho stage- 
coach whirled away from academic walls, and virions grew 
gtronger of fun, freedom, pantomime, and plum cake ? 
Midsummer was merry enough; but Christmas, jolly, 
happy, glorious Christmas, was the acme of delight, with 
its beef and pudding festival, its Boxing-day, its New 
Year'fl-day, its Tvrelftb-day, and all its appliances of 
downs, columbines, family feasts, juvenile parties, roasted 
chestnuts, smoking flip, and " Blindman's Buflf." Bright, 
warm young spirits — rollicking and romping, as we once 
rollicked and romped — we bless you from our innermost 
souls, although we are compelled now and then to scold, 
and occasionally wish you back again at Mr. Whackem's 
and Mrs. Trimtaii's. Health and happiness attend ye, and 
may the days to come never cause ye to look back with a 
sigh on the days gone — ^when ye shouted, " Home for the 
Holidays!" Eliza Cook. 



LILLY WATSON } 

OB, THE STAB ON THE DEEP. 

It was Sunday afternoon, and in the cemetery which 
occupies the slope of the hills overlooking the little village 
of R . , on the sea coast, a few stragglers still lin- 
gered who had come thither out of curiosity, to behold 
a body consigned to its parent clay. No pompous show 
had been seen at that burial. She who had departed was 
a poor widow, but her death had left a void in two hearts 
which would not easily be filled up. The rich feelings 
which God has bestowed alike on the humble and on the 
wealthy gnshed forth in bitter tears at this moment by 
the newly-made grave. The little crowd had dispersed, 
and two figures only remained sitting on the turf. One 
was that of a girl about sixteen, pale as ashes, but ex- 
tremely beautiful, in spite of a worn and h.igt^ard look, 
earned by long attendance on her sick mother. Lilly 
Watson was now left alone to combat with the world, 
and to protect her little brother from its snares. He 
sat at her sido sobbing bitterly for the loss of one who 
had made his infancy and childhood, though passed 
amid toil, sweet and bright by the glance of affection, 
that, where it in reality exists, dentroys the sting of 
hardship, toil, and affliction. Lilly, however, when she 
had given way to her first overpowering sense of sorrow, 
felt within herself that to indulge it was to sin against 
Him who disposes of all things well ; rising, therefore, and 
drying her own eyes, she kissed away her brother's tears, 
and bade him come home. In silence they wandered 
hand in hand down the hill side, and took their way to 
one of the cottages in the midst of the village. This, 
their home, when reached, renewed their sorrow onw 
again ; it appeared so desolate, so empty, now that she 
was gone. Lilly sat down by the window, and leaning 
her pale cheek upon her hand, gazed out upon the vast 
expanse of ocean, which sent forth a troubled murmur, as 
if it meditated some display of its power ere long. She 
little knew how deeply the voice of the deep waters was 
.1 connected with her own future destiny. Into the little 

port of R , vessels sometimes put, either to take 

m water, or when driven there by stress of weather. 
A ship had not long since arrived, and there she lay, her 
sails furledt and her little flag floating in the breeze. 



Lilly culled her brother to na'ch the men rowinpr in to 
sh'ji'C, tlunking thus to dlvcifc hii atienlicu, vhUc her 
own thoui^hts wandered to her poiiiion. 

JTrs. Watson was the wi Jow of a rennian vrho had been 
shipwrecked upon the cooit. Early trained in the way 
of adversity, her mind had been cha<:teued and elevated 
by her sorrows. If, in tho innermost recer.ses of her 
heart, she repined that the chosen of hvv youth was gone, 
she strove, from her c;^\n experience, to itii-iil into Iho 
minds of her fatherless clAldrsn the Ic ison that all things 
here below are unstable. She argued with herself that, 
perhaps, she had set her heart too deeply upon ncr 
earthly affection, and hnj made her husband too much of 
an idol. Still, though she spoke thus and thought thus, 
there were moments when the sense of his absence, of his 
irrevocable removal from her ^ide, would fill her soul 
with bitterness and regret. Poverty, too, came npon 
her ; and though much respected by the gentry around, 
and though her little home, by the charity of a good 
neighbour, bad been secured to her and her children 
rent free, she sometimes found it no easy matter 
to support hersdf in the long winter months by 
needlework, which was her only means of subsistence. 
Lilly, up to her mother's death, had assisted her, 
and now hoped to be able to continue her labour. 
But the neighbourhood of the village had, of late, 
much deteriorated ; most of the respectable families had 
removed nearer the town, which lay some few miles 
distant, in a situation less exposed to the vicissitudes of 
climate. L«»6S work, therefore, was in circulation ; and 
Lilly, who had found it difficult during her mothei^s ill- 
ness to secure bread, looked forward sorrowfully to the 
future. She had just turned to assuage a fresh burst of 
sorrow from her brother, when she was startled by hear* 
ing a voice at the window. Looking round, she beheld 
the sunburnt good-humoured face of a sailor peeping in. 
His chestnut hair was piled above a broad forehead, 
deeply stained by the weather, while his bright blue eyes 
twinkled merrily as he surveyed the startled group. 

" Beg your pardon, young lady," said he, " but couldn't 
help peeping in to see what was the matter, as I heard 
sobs inside ; what are you both crying for in this way ?" 

"Sir, our mother is dead," answered Lilly, with a 
quivering lip, *' and I cannot console my little brother." 

" Come, come," said the sailor, as he lifted tho latch 
and unceremoniously entered, "come, my man, you 
must not cry — it's wicked —it's naughty — I don't know 
what to call it. Look here," said he, before the child 
had time to recover his surprise, " look here," he con- 
tinued, uncovering a cage in which a beautiful parrot was 
ensconced, " I will givo you this, all for yourself, if you 
will only stop crying." 

The new toy, the bewilderment into which he was 
thrown, soon made the child dry his eyes ; while Lilly, 
standing a little apart, surveyed the stranger with a look of 
wonder not unminglcd with awe. His rough entrance, the 
familiarity of his behaviour, all surprised her, and she knew 
not scarcely what to think. With a tact which good and 
upright hearts possess, and which showed no inconsider- 
able knowledge of the human heart, the new comer insi- 
nuated himself into the confidence of tho young orphans. 
He commenced by informing her that he was the captain 
of the vessel that had just put into port, that he had 
business which would detain him a few days, but that 
then, weather permitting, he was bound on a long 
voyage. Lilly found herself, by degree?, telling her own 
little histoi7 to the stranger guest ; he libtened with much 
attention, but whether it w:is the face of tho young 
speaker, or the facts she was relating, which chiefly 
riveted his attention, we must leave to the reader to 
determine. Before he quitted, he had promised to 
procure her work, and that he would do all in his power 
to interest his friends in her favour. 

As he opened the door of the cottage, in going out, a 
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yoani^ woman who was parsing started back, and with a 
look of mingled anerer and surprise cried :^ 

" Are you landed, and is this your destination ?** 
"Come Catherine, corae," said the Captain, as he 
seised her hand, " is this my welcome ? I will explain all 
by -and -by. Come say, are you not glad to see me ?** 

The girl did not answer, save by a look of unutterable 
ecom at Lilly, who stood in the background, but suffered 
the Captain to lead her away. Catherine Morgan was 
the daughter of a Tillage grocer, and waa universally 
believed to be destined for the future wife of the Captain 
of the merchant ship. A sort of engagement had indeed 
■ttbsisted between them, but his affections had received of 
late too many shocks long to survive them. He still 
came to see her more from habit than inclination, but 
partly because he felt himself bound in honour to fulfil 
his promises, should she b^W seem to expect it of him. 
Between Catherine and Lilly Watson there had never 
subsisted any friendship. The former was envious of her 
beauty, her sweetness, the universal esteem in which she 
was held ; and spared no opportunity to throw her rival 
into the shade. When, therefore, she saw the Captain 
issuing from her cottage on landing, before he came to pay 
his respects to her, her anger knew no bounds ; and she 
at this moment vowed against Lilly, the utmost revenge 
which chance should throw in her way. To allow her de- 
signs to be visible, however, would, she felt, be unadvisable ; 
she therefore began to speak of Lilly to her lover in the 
highest terms of friendship and pity, which raised her in- 
finitely higher in the Captain's esteem than she had pre- 
viously stood. Together they concerted a scheme for her 
assistance, which engaged them in pleasant conversation 
until they reached home. Mr. Morgan and his second 
daughter welcomed their guest with cordiality, and the 
evening passed away ; not without adding fresh fuel, how- 
ever, to Catherine's wrath, for when she heard the story 
of the parrot, and fielt that had it not been for this un- 
lucky eontreiempt, it would have been her own, all her 
bitterest feelings were awakened. 

Early the next morning Captain Johnson found his way 
to Lilly's cottage, bringing with him a large parcel, which 
he told her was work he wished her to do for him, and 
for which, as he expected to be long absent, he should pay 
her in advance. This unexpected good fortune brought 
tears of joy into Lilly's eyes, her heart swelled with 
gratitude towards her new friend, and her voice quivered 
with emotion, as she tried to thank him. It was not, 
however, to receive words of thankfulness that Captain 
Johnson had come. To look once again on the sweet 
face that had filled his dreams of the previous night, to 
hear her voice before he quitted her to listen only to 
the warring waves, was his object. He was to leave the 
village that night, and the remembrances he would carry 
' away with him were not of Catherine Morgan, but of the 
innocent young girl, who, without a friend in the world 
to advise with, or console her, was about to attempt to steer 
her way alone. There was something pure in the atmo- 
sphere of that humble tenement. It seemed as if no 
thought of ill had ever entered there, and as Captain 
Johnson patted little William on the head, and shook 
Lilly's hand, an unbidden tear started to his eye. 

When the Captain was gone, Lilly opened her parcel, 
and found it to contain merely a piece of exquisitely fine 
linen, with a purse of money, which seemed to her then 
an inexhaustible mine of wealth. She called William to 
look at it, and both expressed their surprise at the notice 
which the stranger was taking of them. In the course 
of the evening they saw the ship gliding out from shore, 
spreadin;^ her sails to the wind, and rising and falling as 
moved by a slightly troubled sea. Lilly's heart sunk within 
her, she scarcely knew why, when she saw the shadows of 
evening fall over the landscape, and hide the bark from 
her sight A foreboding of evil crept over her, and in 
order to restore the tnun of her thoughts, she resoWed 



t-o go and pray at her mother's grave. The material of i 
the work she had to do was of no little value, she | 
<iccordingly carefully stowed it away in a box up stairs in • 
her little room, and then merely latching the door of the 
cottage, as was the custom in that secluded villa^, she 
went out with her brother. It was now late in the 
evening and dark shadows spread over the streets, and ; 
the passers-by became fewer and fewer. Lilly had not ' 
quitted the cottage many minutes before a figure wrapped * 
in a large shawl came hastily up, looked cautiously round, j 
then lifted the Utch and entered. She looked curiously > 
about, peered into a little cupboard, and then hastened { 
up the stairs. Catherine Morgan stood in the uncertain * 
light of that little bed-chamber, hesitating for a fbw 
moments as to what cottrse she should take. Flinging 
back her shawl, she revealed a countenance pale as death, < 
and features distorted by vehement passions. Her dark 
eyes flashed, while her compressed lips were curled into ' 
an expression of intense scorn. She paused only for a 
moment, her heart beat violently, she stepped across the 
room, raised the lid of the box, and beheld the linen 
which Lilly had placed there. 

" It is true," she murmured, "but I will be revenged; 
bitterly shall she rue the fancied triumph she has gained 
over him." 

Hastily cutting a piece off the linen, she placed it in 
her pocket, re-closed the lid, and stood trembling like a 
guilty convicted felon before the reproaches of her own 
conscience. The first moment of a^ony that succeeds 
the commission of evil is more excruciating, sometimes, 
than the long remorse of after years. Catherine, as she 
gazed on every object around the little couch where one 
was accustomed to repose, whose mission upon earth 
seemed to her to be to diffuse sweet and gentle thoughts, 
to minister to the comfort of others, to sacrifice daily aU I 
selfish feelings, to smile upon her follow men, and find ' 
her reward in the serenity of her heart, in the deep peace ' 
of her guileless soul, and the looks of love which seemed , 
kindled as she moved — Catherine, we say, folt that she, ' 
with her proud rebellious soul, her revengeful passions, | 
had no right there, bent as she was on a mission of 
evil, which she intended should give a colour to the ' 
whole of Lilly's future fate. When stirred, however, by 
such hateful passions, we are deaf to the appeals of con* 
science or compassion. Catherine had taken the first 
step in her plot, and to proceed in it was now her only 
resource ; to retreat, she felt was impossible. Scarcely had ; 
she time to replace everything in the order in which she ; 
bad fonnd it, when, looking out of the window, she saw | 
Lilly and her brother at the top of the lane leading down ! 
to the village. The colour in her cheeks came and went, 
she hurried down stairs, then opened the door of the 
cottage, and sat herself down in a chair, near at hand. 
When Lilly entered she was not a little surprised to 
behold her guest. She welcomed her however, with much 
sweetness. 

Catherine with the greatest apparent cordiality shook 
her warmly by the luind, and asked kindly after her 
health. 

" I want you," she said, "to come home with me to- 
night, and stay for an hour. William will mind the house. 
They are all out at home, and I felt lonely. Do oome.^ 
she continued, " I shall think it so kind of you." 

" I have no objection to come," answered Lilly, ** for 
a short time, but I must not stay late." 

" Oh dear no, you need not stay late, so come along,— 
good-by, William," she said, as she tapped him on the 
shoulder. " You and I must see a little more of each 
other." I 

Catherine Morgan was not so thoroughly hardened , 
in the way of* evil as not to feel, even while assuming 
this reckless appearance of levity, deep reproaches for , 
the part she was pUyiug towards the unsuspecting g:irl 
who walked by h«r side, speaking of her moUier and her 
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Yuoiher in terms of the deepest atiection, ana tLtnking 
Catherine OTer and over again for the interest she had 
manifested in her that night. 

To one more skilled In the human heart, Catherine's 
behavionr would haTe appeared not a tittle strange. When 
anired at her own house she was restless and unsettled ; 
BOW rising and going to the window to look out, now 
ntting down, and talking with rapidity for a short time, 
now again relapsing into silence. Suddenly she started 
up and said — 

'* Excuse me, Lilly, for ten minutes ; you wait here. 
I must run out, but shall be back in that time, and will 
see you home." 

" If an3rthing should detain you, I must go in ten 
ndnntes," said Lilly. 

"Nothing can detain me," said Catherine, "so don't 
go. 

Catherine went out and left Lilly alone ; she did not 
feel comfortable at being left there, especially as it was 
the first time she had risited the place, and she though 
it would appear very strange, if Mr. Morgan and his 
younger daughter should return and find her there. She 
was not sorry, therefore, when the next quarter of an 
hour had elapsed, when she would have an excuse for 
quitting the place. Catherine had not returned, so re- 
suming her bonnet and shawl, she passed out through the 
shop, and answered kindly to the "good night" of the boy 
who was minding it. As she passed on her way home, 
along the sea-coast, she noticed far away over the 
waters, what seemed to be a little star dancing over the 
waves. She looked and looked again ; there it shone, 
glittering brightly on the surface of the ocean. Lilly 
asked hersulf what it could be ? then not discovering any 
probable or satisfactory answer to her questions, she con- 
tented herself with watching it rise and falL The night 
passed^ and Lilly rose to commence another day of toil. 
She had promised to go to a hotue some distance off, to 
procure some work ; so she shut up the house, and set 
off with William on her expedition. 

Meanwhile a strange scene was enacting at Mr. Mor- 
gan's home. Catherine came down in the morning with 
a curious expression upon her countenance, scarcely speak- 
ing at the breakfast table, and appearing every moment 
to be lost in deep thought. Her sister Sarah, a bright, 
cheerfiil-looking girl, whom all the vUlage acknowledged 
to be gifted with shrewd good-sense, and respected for 
her care of her father's home since her mother's death, 
asked her several times what was the matter, but the 
answer she invariably met with was — 

" Nothing." 

All the morning Catherine occupied herself with 
searching her boxes, her trunks, her drawers, and cup- 
boards, as though she were seeking for something she 
had mislaid. 

" What hate you lost ? " enquired Sarah, completely 
weary of seeing her sister thus employed; " if you teU 
me, I shall, perhaps, know how to direct you to it." 

" Why, the fact is, Sarah, I don't like to suspect 
any one of being dishonest; but I have missed a very 
valuable piece of Unen." 

" Linen ! What linen ? I never knew that you had 
any. 

" Do you know every thing I purchase ?" said Ca- 
therine, with a toss of the head. 

" No, nor do I wish to know; but it seems strange 
that yon should buy anything of that kind secretly, when 
there is no occasion to make any concealment of the 
afiisdr; but that is not the question; where was it 
kept?" 

" In my drawers, I thought I put it ; but I hare 
•earchcd everywhere, and cannot find it." 

" Are you sure, before you suspect any one, that you 
hayelostit?" 

" Oh. I am quite tore now i look. I had eat off a plaea 



to begin work with it, and this is all that is lelt. It cost 
a good bit of money," she said, holding out the bill. 

Sarah looked at it for a moment, and saw that it was 
receipted and paid for; after reflecting a little, she said-— 

" Do you suspect any particular person ? have yon 
any idea how the linen has been lost ?" 

Catherine hesitated— coloured crimson — ^then turned 
pale- 

" I hardly like to say it ; but Lilly Watson was here 
last night. I went to fetch her down to console her a 
little, and was obliged to go out for a few minutes ; when 
I came back she was gone." 

"Gone I" 

" Yes ; and my impression is that she took it." 

" I don't believe it, Catherine." 

"Why should you not believe it ? What is there so 
extraordinary in Lilly Watson's stealing, any more than 
in other people's }" 

"It is impossible!" said Sarah, "perfectly impossi- 
ble." 

" Well, that shall be seen," said Catherine, floundng 
out of the room. 

In spite of Sarah's representations and entreaties that 
they would quietly investigate the matter, and spare the 
poor orphan the mortification of the scene that was to 
ensue, Mr. Morgan was prevailed on by the vehemence 
of his eldest daughter, to procure the attendance of the 
village constable to search Lilly's home, on the suspicion 
of having stolen the missing piece of linen. The young 
^1 was just returning, when she saw her cottage sur- 
rounded by a crowd, attracted together by the report of 
her dishonesty. Many doubted, but many also believed 
the story, and denounced her ingratitude and wickedness, 
in taking advantage of Catherine's kindness and tempo- 
rary absence to commit a theft. Lilly was rudely asked 
for the key of her little house, and she delivered it up 
immediately. The constable shut out all the throng, 
except Mr. Morgan and Catherine, who had come to 
identify her property, and Sarah, who had come to com- 
fort the bereaved girl, whom she felt to be innocent as 
yet. 

When the purport of the visit was made known to 
Lilly, she gazed in bewildered stupefaction on the group, 
and could only stare in utter silence. 

"Speak, girl," said the constable; "do you know 
anything of the linen ?" 

" I have some linen up stairs," she said, slowly reco- 
vering her composure, as the consciousness of innocence 
and truth gave her strength, " but it is not my own. It 
was given me by the Captain of the vessel that left yes- 
terday, to do some work for him. You can see it if you 
wish !" 

Sarah gazed admiringly on the calm aspect of the in- 
jured girl, as she pointed the way up-stairs, with the air 
of one accustomed to be obeyed. 

" A very pretty story, my dear, very pretty ; but this 
young lady," pointing to Catherine, "gives a different 
account of it. She says the linen is hers, and that you 
conveyed it away last night while she was absent." 
• The look that Lilly cast upon her accuser was one of 
withering scorn. She sought her averted eyes, and 
said: 

Do you dare to accuse me of this ?" 
Certainly I do. Come let us go and see — I shaU 
know the linen in a moment." 

She went up-stairs, the box was opened, and the Unen 
drawn forth. 

"Was it a whole piece the Captain left with yott.^' 
sneeringly inquired Catherine. 

" Most assuredly," replied Lilly. 

" Indeed 1" ejaculated Catherine, dravring forth the 
piece, and matching it into the place from whence she 
had cut it — " this seems as though I were right." 

Even Lilly for a moment was ataggend— Sarah looked 
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doubting. Mr. Morgan assumed a stern appearance, and 
tha constable said that }ie must perform his duty, and 
convey his prisoner to the lock-up. house, preparatory to 
her being sent to the magistrate in the town on the 
morrow. 

Lilly had evidently been unprepared for this. So iully 
convinced had she beei\ of her own innocence, that she 
felt assured that the investigation of the afiair would 
prove it. Now, when she heard the coarse speech of the 
constable, and gazing uround, saw th&t she was friend- 
less, save in the helpless cliild that clung sobbing and 
firightened to ber^ she wildly clasped her bands aud 
raised her eyes to Heaven, silently sending forth from 
the depths of her soul, a prayer for aid from thence, if 
denied her upon earth. 

" Will no one have compassion on me ?** she cried, 
•' and prevent me from being taken to prison ? Can you, 
Catherine Morgan — can you, however I may have 
wronged you — can you have the heart to see me thus 
used ? — You know I am innocent — By the remembrance 
of your own mother, I beseech you speak for me !" 

And Lilly would have knelt at Catherine's feet, but 
she repulsed her with a scornful laugh, and tossing her 
head, said: 

" A pretty story you have contrived to make up. — I 
know you to be innocent ; I wish I did. You with your 
Bmooth tongue think to deceive us all into a belief of 
your own innocence." 

" Nay, Catherine, the punishment of her fault, if she 
has committed one, is enough," said Mr. Morgan ; " we 
need not reproach her." aud he raised the poor girl 
kindly, for he remembered he had daughters, and how 
they would feel placed in a similar situation. 

" Come," said Sarah, softly, " come, cheer up. God 
never deserts the innocent," she whispered. " There is 
no cause for grief, if you are innocent." 

*' fiut to be shut up like a felon all night — Oh, will 
no one spare me that — is there no one to speak one kind 
word for me ?'* 

Catherine had hurried away, for she could not look un- 
moved on the misery she had created. The constable 
advanced to do his duty, and Lilly, fainting, was borne 
away. Sarah after much entreaty, and vain attempts at 
consolation, prrauaded little William to accompany her 
home, and await the event of the morrow. No one spoke 
to Catherine, they shunned her that night, and she, guilty 
and comfortless, slunk away to her room, with a con- 
sciousness that she had done that, the consequences of 
which would surely haunt her dreams. 

Lilly meanwhile was conveyed to her dreary abode for 
the night. The lock-up-house stood upon a slightly 
elevated spot near the sea, a little distance from the vil- 
lage. In the room appropriated to prisoners, there was 
one window very high up and very small. When left 
alone to her own thoughts, Lilly after giving way to a 
burst of tears, knelt down in the darkness, and prayed 
long and fervently. As she did so, a deep calm stole 
over her mind, and she felt that she was strengthened 
for the trial of to-morrow. By mounting on her solitary 
chair, she found that she could reach the window, and 
amuse herself with the scene partially enshrouded in 
darkness. There before her lay the ocean, uttering a 
deep restless murmur, as ever and anon the billows 
rolled one over the other to the shore. The village to 
her left was sprinkled with lights, all wore a cheerful 
appearance there ; and she sighed to think of the many 
happy homes it contained — ^while where was she ? To 
her right was a low ridge of hills sweeping out in a long 
curve into the sea, and ending miles away in a sharp 
point. Lilly's thoughts wandered far over the deep 
waves, to one whom she had seen but for a brief span. 
There was more of love in the anxious yearning she felt 
for his presence, than she knew. She wondered if 
in his pilgrimage to lands whi(ih seemed like crea- 



tions of the imagi nation, fo b..^ii:iful hncl ho painted 
them, she v,'or.deica if ever hu would taiuk of her; ii'ever 
he returned, would he come. — Yes he would come, wen» 
it only to cLum Catherine for his wife, and this thought 
alone, sent a st4\b to her heart. Heavenward then flew 
her hopes. She gazed up into the blue ether, and it 
seemed as she gazed, as if her anxious thoughts would 
pierce through to where her mother's spirit dwelt. 
Through the calm air above evciything seemed to waft a 
remembrance of her love. Lilly felt as though she would 
be borne upward then, at that moment, to Heaven. 
Suddenly, above the crest of the heaving billows, there 
appeared that star. There it burnt brightly and clearly^ 
as though stationed there to bring hope to Lilly's heart. 
It was a resting point for the eye. to let it fall upon that 
bright light, after wandering over the undiversified bosom 
of the ocean, which in the uncertain light seemed an 
illimitable moving expanse, bounded only by deep dark- 
ness beyond. There was something in the air which told 
of the coming of a storm. For two days the wind had 
been blowing ihreateningly, and now the Heavens were 
overcast with black clouds. The waves rose higher and 
higher, and now and then the star was lost entirely. 
Lilly wotched the scene with inta-easing intei*ost. The 
sea-mew shrieked along the rocks, and its shrill scream 
re-echoed far and near. Through the crevices of the 
rocks, and round the jutting promontory, the wind 
howled with fearful violence, and the waves mounted 
higher, and as they broke upon the shore sounded like 
the crashing of a ship upon the rocks. Lilly trembled, 
for she remembered the night when her father was 
cast upon the sand, when the villagers flocked dovm 
with torches to the beach, and bore up the bodies to 
their kindred end friends. Her thoughts wandered to 
the vessel, which she pictured to herself far out at &ja, 
tossed by every gale, and a silent prayer swelled in her 
breast for the stranger who had come with words of con- 
solation to her home. Suddenly in the midst of the 
storm the star disappeared utterly — all was darkness- 
then it arose again, but seemed driven by the wind now 
to one side now to another. Lilly watched with exl reins 
eagerness the conrse taken by the light, for the thought 
now struck her that it was some vessel unable to pro- 
ceed for the storm. As the fury of the elements in- 
creased, so did Lilly's excitement, and when the lii^ht 
seemed to be coming nearer and more near, she ctmld 
scarcely contain her emotions. The fearful weather 
had aroused the inhabitants of the village, for Lilly 
saw lights reappearing in many of the houses pre- 
viously darkened; and firom a point of land jutting 
out into the sea, the light-house, only kindled in 
times of danger, shed forth a bright glare over the water. 
Down along the coast Lilly could perceive dark figures 
gliding to and fro, and she knew that these were the 
wreckers, who were waiting for their prey. The roaring 
of the wind along that unsheltered coast seemed like one 
prolonged clap of thunder, and almost entirely deadened 
the sound of the waves which angrily lashed the shore. 
The light had now come much nearer^ but was driven by 
the blast near to the line of the promontory, whi<^ 
Lilly knew to be full of shoals and breakers. Her heart 
beat quickly, she held her breath, and broken prayers for 
the safety of the vessel passed her lips. As long as the 
light appeared and reappeared on the surface of the 
angry waters^ she knew that all was safe. Now and then 
long intervals elapsed between its appearances. Crowds 
with torches were running down to the beach, when a 
long cry was heard out at sea, rising for a moment above 
the roar of the blast. The light, faint and dim, crested 
the waves, sunk down, and over the angry sea all was 
darkness. Lilly vratched and strained her eyes to 
discover some trace for hope, and waited for the 
re-appearance of the light, but all in vain. 

There was increased bustle on the beach, lights passed 
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and repassed, torches flared in the wind, and figures 
hastened to-and-fro. There had been a wreck, and the 
crew were, even now, perhaps, struggling with the waves. 
Lilly hid her face and wept, for it seemed as if she 
were transported back again to a night of terror in the 
long past, and her mother's agonizing wail over her 
father's corpse seemed borne on every gale. All nighr 
there was movement upon the beach, and all night Lilly 
watched, and as the dawn broke the leaden atmosphere 
over the ocean, it seemed all clear and still. The wind 
was hushed, aud the waves were sinking gradually to 
rest. Lilly now fell asleep for a short time, and dreamt 
of her childhood. Early associations and forms glided 
spirit-like round her couch, and fairy gardens and pa- 
laces were created by her imagination, while through the 
trees voices seemed to whisper ** God never deserts the 
innocent." And morning came, and the first words 
which greeted her half-awakened senses were, *' God never 
deserts the innocent." Startling up she beheld Sarah 
Morgan leaning over her, and William at her side, while 
through the half-open door a sunburnt face looked in 
with a joyous smile. Lilly, in speechless surprise, looked 
from one to the other, while Sarah hastened to speak, 

•* Your innocenco is fully proved, Lilly, — Captain 
Johnson came ashore last night from the wreck in the 
life-boat, and has cleared up everything by his pre- 
sence. It only remains for you, Lilly, to forgive my 
misguided sister her wickedness, and this, you, who love 
God and his precepts, will easily do." 

To linger over explanations is not our object. It will 
suffice, briefly, to tell the reader that the consequences 
of the storm at sea were to bring happiness to roost of 
the personages of our tale. Catherine, with her family, 
immediately quitted the village and settled in a town 
hr distant, where tho effect of her disgrace, it was hoped, 
would not follow her ; but Lilly Watson no longer dwelt 
in the little vilUge, Captain Johnson made her his wife, 
and soon after obtaining a situation on the coast, gave 
up his long and dangerous voyages on the sea. He had 
been prevented by contrary winds from proceeding 
further on his voyage for two days, and when tho storm 
came the vessel struck upon a rock, though every life 
was saved. The star that Lilly had watched was the 
bright light issuing from the cabiu-window. Lilly, from all 
that occurred, learnt to believe, with even more stead- 
fast faith, that God watches over the fatherless and the 
oppressed, and will protect them through every circum- 
stance of life. 



MUSICAL LANGUAGE. 

A PLAN was in existence some years since, to form an 
universal language, to be spoken in tones of music, and 
to give that vile, mischief-making member the tongue, a 
perpetual holiday. How delightful this would be; and 
why has it been abandoned ? Only imagine some poor 
benighted husband who has been out upon business until 
three in the morning, on at last reaching his vine and fig 
tree, instead of the customary greeting of his cora sposa's 
shrill pipe, wound up to Caudlo pitch, to be softly and 
soothingly blown up with a trumpet. 

An objection might b . raised ; it might be said all can- 
not play ; but as Rome was not built in a day, we re- 
commend small beginnings; and as nil can sing, — some 
to bo sure (for instance, ourselve?) after a very peculiar 
fashion, — we advise a free use of popular songs — a single 
line of one of which may contain the soul of a host of 
words. What could be more appropriate than to have a 
doxen or so of white-aproned butchers sing at the top of 
their voices, for the opening chorus of the market 

'* Here we wieet J *• 

Bopposd again some fair creature overtaken by a 
shower, the heavy drops falling fast upon her snowy 



bosom, until she has a drop too much. Suppo.<;e, we say, 
under these embarrassing circumstances, she should stop, 
and in melodious strain address that "myth," the Clerk 
of the Weather, with 

" Thou, thou, reignut in this bosom," 

How fine would be the effect ! 

What horrid misanthrope, hater of the morning walk, 
and rural pleasure, would have the audacity to request an 
immediate change oi weather by saying — 

" Railt smiling mom." 

It would be at least an approximation to a musical and 
poetic language ; words might be altered for the occasion, 
or an extra verse or two thrown in impromptu. 

This, however, would not be always safe to attempt. 

We had a friend who fondly imagined himself gifled with 

the true poetic fire — he had made a slight mistake, it was 

only an aptitude for jingling words together ; and so one 

evening having been requested to sing a very pathetic 

ditty, he proceeded fearlessly on, until at the conclusion 

of these lines — 

'* Roc^, and tree, and flowing xrater. 
Bird and bee, and blossom taught her—" 

his evil genius gave his memory a sudden jog, and losing 
its balance, out slipped the next line ; but he was not be 
done so easily, and catching instantly at the rhyme, sang 
" plcno ore," 

•* To know just what she hadn't oughter." 

This, perhaps, incorporated in a few words the spirit of 
the song. The rhyme was kept up, but for some un- 
explained reason the effect was far from flattering ; tears, 
to be sure, flowed freely, but alas, not the sad oHspriog 
of an over-wrought sentimentality. 

A dealer in naval stores might give, with great eSect^- 
'* When I beheld the anchor %eeighed,** 
and conclado by informing us how much it came to at 
a certain price per pound. 

" When twilight dew* are falUng fast," 
may be a very pretty air, but it would sound unpleasantly 
to a man upon the verge of bankruptcy, for though 
twilight falling dew may bo light, pleasant, aud easy to 
bear, yet it would remind him of notes falling due, not so 
easy to Uft; the notes would grate upon his ear, and it 
were far more charitable to favour him with — 

*' I know a bank," 
which would undoubtedly suggest discounts, and " wild 
time** given. 

Should a lover in a moment of delirium seat himself 
upon that modern pandoraism, a bandbox containing a 
bonnet of the latest fashion, we recommend the ditty— 
*' I'm sitting on the s/tVe, Marj." 

If this would not pacify the lady, he should then be 
at liberty to exclaim, "fie, Mary," and she would be 
Molly-fied. 

An auctioneer, to induce his customers to follow him 
to what, in old parlance, was termed a vendue, might cheer 
them on with, 

" Oh, shall we go a sailing ? " 

We heard the other day a beautiful application of a 
charming song. A man down east, eng.ii/ed in cutting 
pine timber, pleaded with his wife, who was about to 
leave him, because ho would call her Molly — a name 
which ahe detested. He insisted that Molly she was 
born, and Molly she should be called. As she turned to 
leave him in the forest, these words smote her car, and 
we hope her heart also :— 

" Oh, Molly Bawitt why leave me pininff f " 

If, dear reader, you are a lady — but stop, under such 
circumstances the " dear" mat/ sscm too affectic-rnte and 
presuming, considering our short acquaintance — £>o, lair 
reader, if you de a lady — as of course you are — and if 
presiding at your breakfast table, the coffee urn should 
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fiftue futher disoonnta of liquid amber, then pacify the 
ftowning countenances around you with, 
** There wm a litUe maid," 

An industrioufl person desiring her lord and mastw to 
arise and take the baby while she prepared the breakfast, 
might use with great effect the temperance ode, — 
" Awftkc, awake, and take the pledge I ** 

A friend, whose strongly developed somnolent propen- 
sities made him invariably the last at the morning meal, 
was finally cured by his sister's playing regularly as a 
reveille in the room underneath him — the " Last Ro$€ of 
Summer," with variationa of hers* — New York Literary 
World. 



GEOLOGICAL. OUTLINES. 

Past III. 

PftXTxovs to the year 1822, the crater of Mount Vesuvius 
was in so quiescent a state, and for so long a period, 
that it was nearly filled up with firagments which fell 
from the edge, mixed with ashes, pietite of lava, &c ; 
forming, at length, a rich soil, upon which flourished a 
wood, which became a shelter for wild animals. 

In twenty days, not only was the whole of this thrown 
up into the air, but a cavity was formed three miles in 
circumference, and five hundred feet in depth, and, in 
addition to this, the top of the mountain was swept dear 
away to the depth of 800 feet. 

In Peru, there have been eruptions of boiling mud, 
and fishes (probably thrown up firom subterraneous lakes) 
to such an extent as to taint the air, and produce 
malignant fevers, for many miles around the volcano from 
which they were projected. 

Ten or twelve years ago there was a beautiful plain 
near Messina, covered with plantations of sugar and 
indigo. A volcanic mountain rose in it to the height of 
1,600 feet in a single night, and the whole country, for 
Bxteen miles round, was raised 500 feet. A river dia« 
appeared, which formerly watered that district. 

A mountain, near Naples, called Monte Nuovo, roee 
firom the bed of the sea 240 feet above its level in 24 
honra, it was a mile and a half in circumference. 

The island of Santerrene, some miles in drcomferenee, 
was erupted in 1 705, and it is still rising ; a new rock rose 
in a month about thirty or forty feet aoove the level of the 
water. It made the water so hot as to melt the tar on 
the bottoms of vessels that i^proached it, and also to kill 
vast numbers of fish. 

In 1822 an earthquake elevated several hundred miles 
of the coast of Chili, by a single eruption, nearly four 
feet ; a succession of terraces can be traced further inland 
evidently raised in the same manner, as they all contain 
beds of marine shells. 

The island of Owhyhee (where the brave Captain 
Cook was killed) is entirely volcanic, and must have 
arisen out of the sea at some former period. It contains 
a surface of 4,000 square miles, and the peaks of its 
volcanic mountains rise to a height of fifteen or sixteen 
thousand feet above the level of the sea. 

Volcanic force, acting from below, on the stratified 
rocks, produces contortions and disruption of the strata. 
Soft marl or clay would yield to the force and twist; hard 
limestone would crack, causing fissures. Sometimes one 
portion of a rock will be lifted a hundred feet higher than 
the other, causing, what are called, dislocations of strata j 
■ometimes the central part of a rock will be forced com- 
pletely out of its berth, and the two ends merely lifted up. 

It also sometimes exerts a very gradual force, uplifting 
irast tracts of country a few feet in a century, so that it 
can only be observed by actual measurement. The 
•hores of the Gulf of Bothnia were observed to rise in this 
manner by Mr. Lyell* and they have risen a few inches 
since the year 1820. 



Hie ooralllnea aln are active in raising the aorihoa 
of very large islands and coral reefs, commencing about 
70 to 100 feet under water. There are immense series 
of coral reefs along the Madagascar and Malabar coast j 
and one extends from New Holland to New Guinea* * 
distance of 700 miles. 

The coralUnes are very minute animals, some scarcely 
visible to the naked eye ; they inhabit small cups like 
flowers, united together by a common stem ; they make 
use of tbe lime which sea water contains in solution, to 
form their abodes, which, eventually, become compressed 
into a carbonate of lime, forming islands sometimes 
thirty miles in drcumforence. Fine specimens of the 
various kinds of coral may be seen in the Britisll 
Museum. 

Chalk is generally the remains of coral reefii reduced to 
powder by the action of the waves; held in suspension 
and deposited in strata at an immense depth. A cubid 
inch of chalk has been found to contain more than a 
million small shells when examined by a microscope i 
the shells being not more than the yi^ part of a line in 
magnitude. 

The infusorial animals are yet smaller ; but their ra<« 
mains, after many ages, form entire strata ; though almost 
invisible through any but powerful microscopes, they p08« 
sess stomachs, mouth, teeth, eyes, nervous system, blood<< 
vessels, and shells, &c.; their shells are composed of flint 
and not lime ; some live in colonies ; and eighteen millions 
of them would scarcely occupy a cubic inch. There 
are eighty-four different fossil species, and a stratum of 
eight feet thick, and many miles in length, has been found 
near Hanover (which is used by the German soldiers for 
cleaning their brass ornaments) entirely composed of the 
remains of infusorial animals. 

The principal rocks, so far as yet discovered, generally 
are found lying in the following position, commencing on 
the surface of the earth, and going gradually down to the 
plutonic rocks, and arranged in groups for more easy 
reference and deacription. 

{Vegetable Soli and Peat. 
Gravel Beds. 
Blue Clay. 

/MwT 

\ Shelly Limestone, 
f smTiABT { Gypium. 

i Coarae Umestone. 
\ Plastic Clay. 

Sboowsabt 

{Chalk. 
Green Sand. 
Weald Clays. 

{Oolite. 
Sandstone. 
Lias. 

rVariegated Maria. 

B«a ft>»^i**^»>^ J Variegated Sandstonss. 

mmu -iwnumvon-n -j j^^ ConRlomerate. 

(.Rock Salt. 

/Coal. 
\ Sandstone. 
CsAoBifeitms < Shale. 

i Mountain Limestone. 
V Old Red Sandstono. 

TaAVSiTion {ci!5?[^*8aiidy Slatss. 
Hers ends the Fossiliferoos Stxmtificatlon. 



Nsw 



Stratifled. 
Metamorphie, 

and 
Non-fos«ili£erouB 



} 



PaiKAav 



{Clay Slate. 
Mica Slate. 
PrimitiTe 
Gneiss. 



Plutonic— Granitat &c. 



The Plutonic rocks are so called from Pluto, the Goo 
o. «« U^ «^. «»o„U^ U. tU ..liar of ^ 

■J. 1 J 



\ 



% • Ml. I \ m . ^J 



BLIZA COOK'S JOXTRNAL. 



Ill 



ndents, and they consist of several rarieties of granite ; 
they have been originally formed in the lower part of the 
earth, subjected to intense volcanic heat — afterwards 
undergoing a very slow coolings causing crystallization; 
they are never found above the primary series, except 
after they have been forced up by volcanic pressure from 

beneath. 

The primary series lying above these are called meta- 
Borphic, because the great heat of the Plutonic rocks has 
gradually changed them into a crystallized rock, and 
completely obliterated all trace of fossil remains, if any 
ever existed. The primary series, however, contains dis- 
tinct evidence of stratified formation originally deposited 
from the debris of the granitic series. 

All the remaining series are stratified, and contain 
fossil remains of animals mora numerously scattered 
through them as we approach the surface. 

The two sciences of Zoology and Geology are very inti- 
mately connected, and serve to illustrate each other. By 
examining the skeletons, and more especially the teeth 
of the fossil remains, we are enabled to reconstruct the 
animals as it were in imagination ; decide as to their food, 
vrlMther vegetable or animal, and so follow out the chain 
of ttwimnlii or vegetables to the bottom of the scale. In 
1^ manner we can form a very accurate opinion of the 
dimste which then existed, by comparing things present 
with things past. 

Carnivorous animals (or flesh eaters) are distinguished 
by short and powerful jaws, teeth adapted for cutting, 
(called incisors,) and for tearing, (called canine teeth,) 
and the almost total absence of molares, or gnnaing teeth. 
The common house-cat may be taken as a specimen. 

If, therefore, in a rock deposited some thousand years 
ago, we find the tooth of a lion, or any other of the 
higher order of carnivorous animals, we may infer that 
the lower animals must have existed also, to provide them 
with food; and the latter being generally herbivorous 
animals, we infer the growth of grass, and all kinds 
of vegetables; because the scale is so perfect, tliat if you 
remove two or three links it would be destroyed. No 
species of animal or vegetable was ever created in vain, 
or as a supernumerary. 

Herbivorous animals are distinguished by the length of 
the jaw; the absence of canine teeth, and the number of 
molares or grinders ; the mouth of the sheep or cow may 
be examined as a specimen. Thus by flnding the teeth we 
rebuild the animal ; and from that, the remainder of the 
chain, both animal and vegetable. Bears feed on seals ; 
if we find the bear we know that the seal must have 
formerly existed, and the sea it lived in with all its 
inhabitants. 

THE EARTH-WORM. 

Ukoouth and even offensive-looking as the common 
earth-worm appears, there is much in its natural history 
and habits both instructive and useful. The worm 
belongs to an extensive tribe of animals, called by the 
celebrated French naturalist Cuvier, the Annelidae, from 
the Latin word annulus, a ring ; the animals composing 
tiie class, being formed of a series of circles, perhaps an- 
swering the purpose of the spine and bones of the higher 
animals. Some of the worm tribe form ceUs for them- 
selves in which they live, while others simply burrow in 
the ground, or float in water, as the earth-worm and the 
useful leech, without any apparent coverings. To this 
large class belongs that destructive animal the wood- 
worm, which is so destructive to ships, and to piles of 
wood when in water. The unseen labours of this insi- 
dious worm are the more dangerous, that it in general 
leaves the outer surface of the timber untouched, while 
the interior portion is but a mass of dust, which the 
slightest accident may break. Unfortunately the wood- 
worm is now but too common in our own seas, although 
it is Bopposcd to have originally come from the rrop'.- . 



The earth-worm differs from its more destructive brother, 
by having no visible outward covering, by burrowing in 
the ground, and being but partially oviparous ; leeches and 
earth-worms depositing capsules, as they are called, con- 
taining many embryo young. The worm subsists upon 
decayeid vegetable matter, such as leaves, and where these 
are to be had it seldom touches a Uving plant. In the 
autumn, or early winter, its labours are best uc^n, for 
the earth being strewed with the dead leaves from plants, 
it is busily engaged in dragging them into the earth, first 
for food, and afterwards as a manure to the soil. The 
worm, however, is often a source of great annoyance to 
those who preserve plants in the house in winter. If care 
has not been taken to exclude them from the pots, they 
are apt in the absence of other sources of nourishment to 
attack the roots, or other parts of plants which may 
be within their reach. In such cases we have sometimes 
been compelled to take the plant frt>m the pot, and pres- 
sing the soil gently, force the worm from its lair. Many 
however, use lime water, or a solution of corrosive sub- 
limate, which has the effect of destroying the worm. 
This process is sometimes necessary in gardens, where 
plants, whose leaves recline on the ground, are liable to be 
injured by the worm ; but in destroying the poor animal 
we should never forget its usefulness. Let us look to its 
labours over all nature, and not to the slight injury we 
may receive from an act of self-preservation. Look at it 
in the autumn, in fields and woods, carrying the leaves 
that strew the ground, down through the small aperture 
formed by its body into its winter home, and then think 
of the result of such labours. The soil is fertilized, the 
trees and grass flourish, and what is stealthily carried 
down from the surface is given to the roots of plants, or 
cast up as excrement to the surface, at once a source of 
nourishment and gratification to man. The worm is in- 
deed a great agriculturist. 



COBMBEB. 

Comers have always been popular. The chimney- 
comer, for instance, b endeared to the heart from the 
earliest to the latest hour of existence. The comer cup- 
board 1 What stores of sweet things has it contained for 
us in youth — ^with what luxuries its shelves have groaned 
in manhood 1 — A snug comer in a will 1 Who ever 
objected to such a thing ? — A comer in a woman's heart 1 
Once get there, and you may soon command the entire 
domain. A comer in the Temple of Fame I Arrive at 
that, and you become immortal. 

RETRIBUTION. 

Divine retribution always belongs to eternity, and is 
distant and vague. Human retribution is uncertain, de- 
pending upon discovery, and other fortuitous circum- 
stances ; but moral retribution is as sure as life, as sure 
as death, as sure as the sin out of whose bosom it 
springs, as natural as the pain that follows the contact 
of fire. Human and legal retribution we may elude by 
concealment. Divine retribution we may avert by m 
timely repentance. But moral retribution we must ei^er, 
and that, not by the arbitrary sentence of a despot, but 
by the natural action of an equitable law, old as eternity, 
immutable as God. 

HALF-A-PINT OV ALB = A TARO OF LAND* 

It is not often, we dare say, that a man thinks, when 
he drinks " a gill of ale,'* he is swallowing a square yard 
of Utnd I Yet so it is. There are 31,700,000 acres of 
land in England, the rental of whieh is j^30,000,000, or 
19s. 2d. per acre. An acre, therefore, at twenty-five 
years' purchase^ is of the value of Jt2^ 19s. 2d., or 
5,750 pence. Divide this by 4,840 (the number of 
square yards in an acre), and you have a penny and a fifth 
as the average value of a square yard of English ground I 
— Gyitcihead Observer. 
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THERE IS SOMETHING YE MAY DO! 

BftETBBBir, in this life's eiistercs, 

rbout^h but humble be your part*. 
Let not fc&r upbuild reftiistanee. 

To the dictates of your hearts. 
Fear of ridicule and scominf , 

Of oppression's thrallint; band ; 
For a better time is dawninfr, 

13 Tighter momenta are at hand. 
Conic they fast, or come they slowly, 

It depends alone on you ; 
If y<: are but somewhat lowly, 

There is something ye may do. 

Something while one tithe of griering 

Through the land its shadows casts, 
While one burden wants relieving, 

While one hungry being fasts. 
\^'iiile there b one spirit striving 

Truth's progression to resist, 
Oi' a Tarnish'd cheat is living. 

Or a blazon'd wrong exist. 
SiTicle hand would move but slowly. 

Many are begot of few ; 
Tb'jugh ye are but somewhat lowly. 

There is something ye may do. 

Something, if your hand is willing, 

While they robe fair Truth in bhama, 
Whiie Oppression's wholesale killing 

r«4tiita and blots a nation's name. 
W:ivcs combined create an ocean, 

Forests are but single leaves, 
G^tUer'd winds a tempest's motion, 

Single ears make harvest's sheaves. 
Thus each deed shall prove— though slowly, 

'i'lme may give its work to view,— 
Thr.n, in fcllowslup, though lowly, 

I'uere is something ya may do. 

Every little act is telling. 

In the giant scale of time { 
And, however small, is swelling 

High each bulwark agaicst crime. 
Cvery truthful deed is tending. 

In its moving, still, to prove 
Tl.c all*liuking, all-defcuding 

Power and majesty of Love. 
Spe^d ye then ! and let the holy 

Zeal for right, each deed imbue, 
Ye shall be, however lowly, 

Working good in what ye do. 

Feedebics Enoch. 



"THE HOUSEHOLD WORDS OF KINDNESS." 

The household words of kindness 

How they twine our beings round. 
How through the fevered dreams of Ufa, 

They speak, though void of sound. 
First breathed upon the infant's head 

Like incense snowering down, 
Wc live as in a world of love 

And make it all our own I 

True that the stiutcgle yst must coma. 

The battle ami tuc strife. 
But canopied l.y those wc love 

We frcsly look on life. 
Wr know that kind wuids cheer us on, 

And faith! ul heartu stand by — 
To warn us where the quickainds spread, 

And where the shadows lie. 



The household words of kindnc 

Like sunshine to the flower?, 
We open to their genial warmth 

In life's f nchant d hours. 
They whisper angry passions off, ■ 

They chase the threatening frown | 
They make the fevered spirit calm. 

And laugh its tampasu down. 



DIAMOND DUST. 

A LiTTLB wroDg done to another is a great wrong done 

I to ourselves. 

KvERY body is innocent in some comer of the mind, 
ani hfts faith in something. 

Seek tho world without; it is for art, the inexhaus- 
tible pasture ground and harvest to the world within. 

Storms in the heart generally make a wreck of peace. 

Thc&e are hopes, the bloom of whose beauty would be 
spniled by the trammels of description : too lovely, too 
delicate, too sacred for words, they should be only known 
through the sympathy of hearts. 

A FLY may sting a noble horse, and make it wince; 
but one is but an insect, and the other is a horse still. 

Books arc the mind incarnate— tho immortality of the 
life that is. 

Virtue is made for difficulties, and grows stronger and 
bri;;bter for such trials. 

Pain soonest vanishes when participated: — ^Water, 
which when confined in one reservoir, will continue a 
long time without evaporating, soon dries up on being 
uiipersed. 

A 6RRAT deal of pride obscures or blemishes a thou 
sand good qualities. 

KxcELLENCE 13 providentially placed beyond the reach 
of indolence, that success may be the reward of industry. 
Mid that idleness may be punished with obscurity and 

(libprace. 

Fear must yield to happiness, or happiness to fear. 
When a man has nothing more to love, then he embraces 
tho repnlchral monument rf his love, and grief becomes 
the object of his affections. 

Victory ever inclines to him who contends the least. 

If we lay our leaf-gold upon touchwood, we must not 
feci Burprised to see it crumble away under our fingers. 

A BEAU dressed out resembles the cinnamon tree, — 
the bark is of greater value than the body. 

Philosophy is the drawingoff of the mind from bodily 
thii.^'f?, to the contemplation of truth and virtue. 

An idle brain is the devil's shop. 

iSiiiANGC that a few hours of rest end oblivion should 
so change our mood. W ithout being an apologist for ill 
ttiniJt'r ill any, may not the body have far mora to do 
\\ii;i the mond than many imagine ? Else why, without 
i«ay new pain or plea&ure, or any other imaginable cause, 
\6 one happy this moment, miserable the nest. 

KxiSTENCC is only rcallj valuable while it is necessary 
to some o:iti dear to U9. The moment we become aware 
thiit our dtarh would leave no aching void ins human 
heurt, the chHrm of life is gone. 

The poor man who patiently endures his want, is lioh 
enough. 

A 5 the sword cf the bcst-tcroperf-d metal is most 
flciiblOj so the tiuly generous are moit pliant and cour- 
teous in their hohuviour. 

Zeal, wirljcut judgment, is like gunpowder in tho 
hnr.ds of a child. 

Money got by gouiing, is like a pyramid built of 
snow. 

As the peail whirh i- the object of universal admiration 
is produced by the disease of the oyster, so do many of 
the most illu::triD\i3 actions originate in ihat mental 
disease — an overweening auibition. 
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CHRISTMAS TIME! 



And cnm him with > )i<iU;-bl>ueh. 

CbbistmasI What a boat of delidoni 

a memory at the Terj wnnd of the word ! The iniwr. 
•mK chords of the hort ars touched, and iweet monc w 
■wakensd within us. We feel Toang (gMi, and looking 
back aloDg oar life-path, there is reReeted upon as the 
golden light of mui7 bappy Christmu-tiinea \ The gtad 
evola of Christiiiai Gie, the gathoring or friends and re- 
latives from afar, the troopi of little children Socking in to 
3 and spend the daj with dear old grandiather and 
(Tandmother, (he renewed pledges of lore and friendship 
ong all, the merrj Christmas greeting so freely given 
and received, the cordial heart-whole geniality of the 
sum, crowd upon us, and make our bosoms full and 
>r throats thick. For, alas ! there is a dash of melan- 
I choly in all these pleasant remembrances. Tbere are ^icts 
absent this Christmas which we shall see do more ; hands 
vhidi we can no longer warmly clasp. The places of 
some dear little children are TacanI, and Christmas comes 
not for Ihem again. Letos lookup, however; thesewo 
is still bright with gladness. There are still many things 
for us to love — many true friends to welcome — many 
happy memories to cherish — msoy smsll blessing! to 
treasure up. At Chriatmas-tiiae we take stock of all 
thean. It winds ap the Old Year, and we enter on the 
coming New Year with cbeerfuluess and hope. 

On the brows of Gmstmss we weave the green holly and 

tbelanrel, bringing summer into the very bosom of winter. 

And while the keen frost reigns without, and nature is 

sealed irf in her winter's sleep, the bright clear fire 

I within, and the glad chetrfnlness and jollity af the 

' season, unlock the hearts of all, and make them feel that 

this is indeed the high summer time of the Home. The 

! wind may honl siound the chimney-top, but at Ihc warm 

: bevth below there is joy and gladness. The mistletoe, 

I the lover's license, is suspended in the hall, " the hanging 

branch that looks down from the roof upon the gentle 

Ihievei beneath, and catches a kiss upon every leaf ts it 

comes smacking apwnrd on the wing^ of either a si^h or 

■ blush." The fields are empty, hut homes are full. The 

voice of birds is mote, but is there not c'lirmjiing and glee 



in many mansions? Old jokes are cracked; old tales 
told ; the grandmother, aeated in her old arm ch^, 

revives her andent ditljes, strokes by turns the heac 
of the growing children, and has a word of pisise for al 
if her heart be not too full for her to speak. Andthebther 
remembers the home of his youth, and Bttmmons op its 
reminiscences ; and the table is covered «ith good things, 
and the young people never know when to stop eating, for, 
after the plum-pudding and mince-pies, come roast cl 
niita and apples, and their only regret is, that " Christ- 
mas comes but once a- year." Then, hark to their ringing 
mu«c-laugh as they gambol and romp at bbnd-m 
bnlF, hunt the sUpper, or puss in the comer. A smile 
■teals over the furrowed cheek of the sorroirful, and ev< 
the heart that has become contracted and hardened and 
the chilling influences of the world, softens and eipan 
beneath the holy And beautiful infiuences of this hapj 
Christmas time. 

While the tables of tbe rich are groaning nnder the 
delicacies of the season, the tables of the poor are ni 
empty. It is one of the glories of Ciiristmoa that it n 
minds us of the poor. We reserve our great charities fi 
this festival -time. It is an old and time-honoured o1 
servsnce — the dispensing of food and clothing amor 
tbe destitute, the infirm, and the aged, at Christmas. 
Many dark and cheerless homes are, at this Ka 
lightened by the Angel visits of charity ; and want forgets 
to pine, and grief to wail, while benevolence end bounty, 
with gentle voice and open band, pour forth their stcre of 
comfort and consolation. The bond of human farothi 
hood is drawn closer, the rich man feels that the poor m 
is his brother, for we have alt of as one human hea 

Another glory of Christmns is in the extent to which 
it is enjoyed. In retired nooks of the oountry, in humble 
villsges, nestling for ap among the hills, in all tbe di 
and valleys of our land, in the solitary hut on the T( 
of the bleak moor, in the etraEglipg hamlet, and in 
country town, Christmas cverj-where reigns. 11 bri 
holiday to all. The laden coscli rolls along the road, or 
the crowded railway train flashes past on its iron path, 
and the passengers catch glimpses of cbeerfnl I 
gleaming IhrouKh cottngo Utticcs, while tho thin I 
smoko curls up from the cliininsys into the clear frosty 
air. The thntched roofs arc wliilened over, and the trees 
are laden with feathery flakes of rime or snow, 
village bells peat forth their silver music; and the old 
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grey churcli, surrounded by its graves, looks the patriarch 
of the village, as it is. You see troops of young and old, 
coming along the field-paths, tripping over the stiles, and 
exchanging their cordial greetings near the ivy-covered 
church-porch, underneath which many generations have 
preceded them in the long bygone Christmas days. 

But, in great towns and cities too, Christmas is 
held ^riously. See. the stage-coaches come rolling in 
from the country, piled high with game, hares and 
pheasants; and the long railway trains, heavy with 
Christmas geese and turkeys, and country buns, and 
all manner of presents from kind relatives. What 
grocers' and confectioners' windows, filled with Christmas 
delicacies 1 and what butchers' stalls, fuU of haunches of 
venison and huge pieces of jolly Christmas beef, all 
bedizened with hoUy and laurel I Then, the crowded 
streets, full of Christmas folks in their best attire; 
the pouring swarms greeting each other cordially. The 
mighty heart of London beats to its core with the warm 
tide of Christmas feeling ; the very back alleys of our 
great metropolis are for a time illumined by its warmth, 
and even the chilly regions of Belgravia thaw and melt 
Under its genial influences. And then the theatres and 
the pantomimes 1 Oh what a treat is there for the holidiky 
youngsters I How eager they are to be at the doors in 
time, and enjoy the envied luxury of a front seat ! How 
imptitient they are till the clown makes his appearance, 
and with what shouts and huzzas they greet him ! How 
they relish the endless pnddihgs which he stows away in 
his nether garments, and the cufis and thwacks which he 
gives and takes, ringing their little palms together in an 
ecstacy of delight. And then there is the nightly clever- 
ness and eternal movement of harlequin, the beautiful 
dancing of columbine, the blunders of blockhead pan- 
taloon and all the clever tricks which are performed at 
his stupid expense, constituting a perfect round of 
vivacity, drollery, motion, life, and animal spirits, such 
as it almost makes an old man young again to look upon. 

But it is not Christmas in England alone. It is the 
grand festival of Christendom. The sound of the 
Christmas bells echoes from the remote east to the far 
west I from the wildernesses of Asia to the prairies of 
America. It travels over mountain chains, through un- 
known woods, and across bounding seas. From land to 
land the glad sound is taken up, and as it dies in one 
counti*y it rises in the next, and is carried westward 
with the sun. The merry bells of Cliristmas circle 
the earth, and their brazen welcome is the universal 
language of the season. The dwellers in our remotest 
colonies remember them of the old Christmas at home — 
of the family meetings from which they are now so far 
removed — of the village chimes, and the old church- 
porch, and the cheerful English fireside crowded around 
with happy faces ; and their hearts are stirred by old 
loves, old feelings, .old memories, sad, yet healthful 
to think on. But they enjoy their Christmas too, far 
away in India, or in their log hut amid the Australian 
bush, or on the Western Prairie; and they drink to 
friends at home with a hearty good-will. 

Not thf> least glory of Christmas is that it keeps alive 
among us the memory of the Great Lover of mankind, 
for on that day was born the divineat heart that ever 
walked this earth. We are transported to the fields of 
Bethlehem, and the song which was sung by the angels to 
the shepherds keeping watch over their flocks by night. 
Dim centuries stretch between that epoch and this, yet the 
song of the angels still resounds among men ; it continues 
to echo the ** tidings of great joy to all mankind." The 
ages have rolled on, and carried the ark of Christianity on 
their bosom; sweeping over the temples of the heathen 
gods and the altars of the Druids, and freighted with an 
increasing store of life and love from age to age. With 
thankfulness and joy, therefore, we hail our ChristiDus- 
tinM, which reminds us of our great privilege^, and of oiii- 



high destiny. Let ns now endeavour each to realize thd 
beautiful belief of old, that no evil spirit had power over 
man at this season. Let us exhibit the influence of thim 
faith in our innocent joy, and cheerfulness, and charity, 
and heart-felt love. 



" THERE'S NO SUCH THING AS DEATH.*' 

*' Tliere's no such thing u death" 

To those who think aright, 
"Tis but the racer caatiog off 

What moat impedes his flight ; 
'Tia but one little act, 

Life'a drama must contun ; 
One struggle keener than the rest, 

And then, an end of pdn. 

" There's no such tlung as death" — 

rhat which is thus miscalled, 
Is life escaping from the chains 

That have so long enthralled ; 
'Tis a once hidden star. 

Piercing the clouds of ntght» 
To shine in gentle radiance forth, 

Amidst its kindred light. 

" There's no such thing as death*'— 

la nature, nothing diea t 
From each sad remnant of dceay 

Some forms of life arise, 
the fa(ied leaf that faUs 

AU sere and brown to earth. 
Ere long will mingle with the slnpee 

That give the floweret birth. 

" There's no such thing as death ;'* 

*Tia but the bloesom-spray. 

Sinking before the coming fruit. 

That seeks the summer ray ; 
'Tis but the bud displaced, 

As comes the perfect flower t 
'Tis faith exchanged for sights 
And weariness for power. 

Chablottb Youn*. 



WHAT IS POETRY ? 

This question has been asked in all ages, and its many 
answers have puzzled most honest persons so much thsA 
they give it up as a matter beyond their comprehenuon, 
made only for the double-distilled essence of humanity 
existing amongst a few refined spirits, whose sphere Ue^ 
somewhere very far out of the earthy tabernacle inhabited 
by "common clay." 

Poetry is the liite of nature j we could not live without 
it; and, therefore, it is right that none — the most simptfl^ 
or even brutal — should imagine it belongs not to them. 
Wlien I speak thus, I mean those simple elements of 
which poetry makes the glorious compound j ^he ideas of 
comparison and harmony, for these 1 take to be the first 
principles of poetry, whatever else is embodied With them. 
Memory is a powerful agent in the vital elixir of poetry. 
What mother that has lost an infant in the bloom of ita 
beauty, has not recalled its image to her mind ; thought 
of it, and fancied a resemblance between it and some 
other child, or some lovely picture ? And why does she 
look on such child with interest, and seek eagerly to 
hang the picture on her wall ? It is the memory of bar 
love; but more — it is the power of the imagination, by 
which she can see, in that which is present the image of 
that which is not. 

Why does the poor man love, on the quiet Sabbat^ 
a walk in the fields ? Whence springs the exclamation, 
even from business man and labourer, " What a fine day | 



ELIZA COOK'S JOURNAL. 



115 



I 



I am glad of it ?" These are indications that tho har- 
raony of light and form is pleasing to the mind» which, 
InToIantarily, feels and enjoys it. The very dogg and 
hones love the snnshine ; and to man, who can compre- 
hend a wider range of beauty, it brings happiness and 
peace. Man never feels lonely in the sunshine, because 
his mind grows full ; the scene around awakens a world 
of comparison^ and he sees and thinks more of Nature's 
relationship. 

Poetry is a stage of natural education. It is awakened 
by what is mysterious and unknown, and by the heart's 
yearnings to pierce this mystery ; and thus, to express 
hs impressions thereof, it flies to comparison with some- 
thing familiar; it sees the connecting links of creation, 
and binds gr^ things with small. Therefore, this 
poetry is truth ; it is, to the growing mind, the electric 
stream which flows through (£>d'8 great universe. The 
teacher, in explaining to his pupil something new, illus- 
trates it with the well-known objects and incidents of the 
pupil's tife, because the mind seeks comparison, to know 
a great many results by a few prindples — to picture the 
image of what is unknown in that which is familiar. 
What more beautiful embodiment of a child's idea, 
opening to it the path of rising thought, than the old^ 
but exquisite verse— 

" Twinkle, twinkle, little star. 
How I wonder what you tae 1 
Up above the world so high, 
LUte a diamond in the tky I " 

Here is poetry springing out of wonder, beauty, and 
association. This poetry has a holy office : it seeks to 
point out the real position and relationship of all things 
in nature. When the poet said, " Night put her mantle 
on, and pinned it with a star," we saw at once a picture, 
we saw the boundless space, with its rolling worlds, far 
more strikingly than by a calculation of miles in millions. 
And when God's prophet declared that, " He weighcth 
the hills in a balance ; He measureth the waters in the 
hollow of his hand ;" he brought before our awe-struck 
minds this little earth as it is, amid the vast creation 
springing from that " light unapproachable," which made 
and guardeth all ; as an almost imperceptible ray of the 
glory of His work. And when a modern bard said that 
the sun's most gorgeous light shed on the leafless hills, 
was " But his living shadow there," what a glorious idea 
of the immortal One rises in the mind. But pass we 
this height of poetic fancy ; we see the same elements in 
the joke, the song, the simple description by which we 
place each other in the scenes where we have been : 
the power is merely directed by the character and educa- 
tion of the individual. However coarse the spontaneous 
comparison may be, it is an idea. 

Imagination means a combining of the atoms of things 
we know, into new forms, so as to present an image. 
The story and the pun spring from this same source ; its 
course is shaped by our sentiments, our passions, our love 
of gtave or gay, sublime or severe, embodied by the 
power of language. The poef s passions may not be 
stronger than other men's $ but his perceptions are, 
altogether, more highly strung. He has seen deeper into 
Nature's secret ; and the delicacy of his reflection is shed 
on all he touches, and gilds all thought and feeling 
with a magic beauty, which startles minds less finely 
wrought. The poet's quick imagination joins one object 
wit.h another, owns their relation to those intangible 
ideas which move in his own brain ; and, 'twixt 
spirit and matter, he weaves a glorious <*ombinati .n, 
whose result is perfect beauty ; and beauty comes al^nfe 
of truth — it is perfection — ^it is God's own making; and, 
in knowing nature, we know the full harmony of 
Ood. 

Poetry belongs to the youth of the mind, it is the illus- 
tration by which we know the niknown ; the silken cord 
wliich draws us up to Heaven ; the steady star in the 



East which guides us on to where lies cradled the form 
of happiness — as simple rs a little child. 

Yet, inasmuch as poetry is the lamp to truth, it la not 
yet full-lighted, but shall go on, guiding human life with 
clearer flame until Time shall be no more. It stands on 
the culminating point of this great life-intricacy; pointinj^ 
clearly to where the simple principles of glorious mor-* 
tality bum fixed and holy ; and by this Ught alone we 
read them. E. M. S. • 



WHICH IS RIGHT? 

I. 

"Thouoh I may not see you agab, dear Mary, fot 
many months, yet you refuse me one kiss as a remani- 
brance ?" 

" Oh I I am a great girl now, Edward, and shall not 
let any one kiss me again." 

" But I have known you from such a little child* 
ought not this to be my authority ? You know I am 
your old firiend, and am sorry to part from you without 
a token qf your friendship." 

" Well, but I am a great girl, and I ought not." 

Edward Morgan was about to leave the village of ■ , 
to enter upon a situation in London, and the aboT« 
dialogue took place between him and Mary Warner, on 
the evening before his departure ; for he would leave in 
the morning before the household were up. Edvrard 
was a young man of nineteen or twenty yean of aga, 
and had known Mary Warner since she was a child of 
ten years. She was now fourteen, and though not to 
be (»Ued handsome, had an expression of iweet sensi- 
tiveness and of quiet good- temper, plainly i;»?yVAd in 
her face. 

To attempt to reason was useless, and with a heart too 
full to talk, Edward cotdd but faintly express hia sorrow 
at the one boon denied him, and bidding her good-by» 
retired to his chamber, concealing his grief as beai ho 
might. 

Mary Warner lost her father when she was but an in- 
fant, and compelled by circumstances, went to live wltk 
her kind old grandmother. Being natoraUy a child of 
affectionate disposition, a fond love sprang up between 
them; and the pain of separation, when in her tenth 
year, she came to live with, and assist her mother, waa 
mutually severe to grandmother and child. But with tho 
happy nature of children, love soon transports itself: 
the affections must find a resting-place, the aoul needa 
a confidant, ^od who can claim so strong a right aa n 
mother ? It was at her home that Edward Morgan first 
saw the child. Himself very young, and of a warmly 
sensitive nature, he had witnessed with nnoonacioua 
sympathy, the playful simplicity of UtUe Mary, and had 
been to her a tried friend as *' jumper,'* or the radpiont 
of the exubei^nt overflow of kisses which the pure heart 
of a child lavishes upon any one it loves. The calls of 
business often separated the young friends, months in- 
tervened between their seeing each other, but searoalf 
any alteration took place in the simple delight of ro« 
newed meetings. And oh i who will deny that thcao 
moments of unconscious love are the dearest in our 
lives, when the satisfaction of present happiness Isavsi 
no void, suflers no hope to intrude, bat is true enjoy 
ment, innocent rapture. When conviction that we iofo 
first comes home to us, we are from that moment sub* 
ject to fear and hope; the present becomes only the 
road to a future, and Is impatiently endured. Anxiety 
lends its aid to fever us with ita promptings, and wt 
then feel the pains of love, as before we enjoyed ita 
pleasures. For the Inve spontaneously springing up 
between the boy and girl is of the holiest nature, and 
partakeb of the passivity of the purest feeling. 

" A (;rear girl, and oUf^ht not," repeated Edward as he 
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sat down to think. " How cmel to doubt me, or to dis- 
trust her own faith in me. It is with none but the 
iincerest feelings Mary, that I hoped for thy love." Ed- 
ward went to sleep, pondering why such thoughts should 
influence his dear girl. And he comforted himself by 
laying it to the world's teaching, that what a child may 
do with propriety, a girl may not do. But he would 
have envied any one but himself a kiss. He relied 
upon his loTe to OTeroome all opposition, unmindful in 
his enthusiasm that older people indnde policy in their 
creed. 

Edward Morgan came to town with hope beating in 
his heart, yet scarcely daring to indulge in its visions. 
The reflection afforded by leisure, soon convinced him 
of the nature of his feeling for his friend. Day after 
day he longed to hear from her, and would have written 
every day, but restrained his love that he might not ap- 
pear impatient. However, many little exchanges of 
kindness took place, and somehow or other, Christmas 
Ibund the young friends together in the village again, and 
the two or three days of conversation and playfiilness 
endeared them still more to each other. Her growing 
shyness he watched with a cool but emphatic love, and 
he thought that he was not unregarded by her whom he 
loved so fondly. The parting was a greater misfortune 
than ever, and it seemed like a pilgrimage to some un- 
known land, to go, and leave behind him all he held so 
dear. 

Another Christmas passed, and a little present made 
to Mary induced her mother to request that no more 
such gifts should be made, for people began to talk, and 
her daughter was so young, that she thought it much 
better all intercourse should cease. 

We have said that Edward had a sensitive heart, and this 
■nnouncement rendered him almost speechless. His love 
had so grown from friendship, that it seemed like deny- 
ing him a sutei^s affection, to deprive him of liberty to 
correspond with his Mary. But he said little; at a dis- 
tance from her whom he loved, forbidden by the mother, 
be would not endeavour to gain from the daughter a 
word in his favour. Earnestly he besought Mrs. Warner 
to allow him to continue bis acquaintance with Mary, 
end she as resolutely forbade him : he could only gain 
firom her her decided opinion that it would be for the 
best to separate for two or three years, though she would 
give no reason for her decision. A positive order accom- 
panied this letter, that no hope was to be indulged at 
present under these circumstances. 

Love indeed could not be extinguished. Often did 
Edward grieve at the distance which sundered them, 
believing that his presence might have rendered all again 
happy, and he could not determine what had caused such 
sudden change of fseling. Once more he wrote ; no 
reply was vouchsafed. Sorrow now seemed a fixed com- 
panion with him, and he was a solitary soul among many 
busy and thoughtless acquaintances. 
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'And you never doubted my truth, Mary; never be- 
lieved me so fickle-minded, as to be smitten by the first 
pretty fkx I might see, when remembxance ever kept 
your features present to me." 

" Oh ! no, I could not have thought so. I did not 
understand, until we parted for the last time, how dear yon 
were to me. My mother no doubt meant well, but did 
she act wisely ? To separate two true hearts, because I 
was but little more than a child." 

" My love was too lasting to be destroyed, Mary, but 
not too indifferent to be wounded. It was torture to 
send a loving spirit away from its idol, sacrificing present 
happiness to a future possibility. Do you not think that 
the love whidi u developed with the child, has the surest 
fiMindation, and should be equally valued with the feeling 
inspired by maturer years?" 



" I did and do think so, Edwaid, for our interest wis 
in all good things. It was your sympathy with the 
artless pleasures of childhood, that led me as a child to 
be pleased at your notice ; Uie same feeling expanded 
and ripened into sincere affection, and time has but shown 
the truth of our simple instinct. My dear mother now 
believes that no harm would liava come of oar continued 
acquaintance, that an obedience to a foolish custom waa 
but following an error, although the intention on her 
part was a good one." 

" I do not blame your mother, Mary ; she, I am sure, 
did what she thought was the best. But what need for 
separation of young hearts when the mutual attraction is 
of so certain a nature as was ours. What but sorrow can 
be the result — days of restless anxiety, when the time 
might have been improvingly passed ? Where inteUigtiU 
feelino; is manifested, be assured no probation is required. 
The best discipline is the converse of the parties impli- 
cated. A separation may be the means of other con- 
nections being formed ; feelings dulled by hopelessness 
may be triumphantly spoken of as evidence of a passion 
which was but £sncifiil, not deep, but are they not 
stronger evidence of a disappointed fiuth ? It is not a 
tantalising deprivation which persuades us to set greater 
store upon possession ; the cognisance of beauty is the 
best warrant for its due appreciation ; let us not think 
that the separation of two kind spirits increases the love 
between them. It may give it different forms of expres- 
sion, may lead it into different trains of thought, but 
cannot add a grain to its sterling weight." 

'* I feel that you are right, dear Edward ; the fears I 
endured for the three years of our separation were bitter 
in many respects. True, I had many happy days and 
many happy hopes in the Aiture ; the realisation, howe\'ef, 
of happiness in the present seemed impossible. Time 
hoM brought all things round as we could best wish, 
though accidents might hare produced results that I 
tremble to think of. Oh ! every day I feel it truer that 
our souls are linked in fellowship by the undying power 
of sympathy." 

As we have seen, our young friends were enabled to 
fblfil the aspirations most dear to them. We are anxious 
to draw attention to tlie commonly received opinion 
that "absence bnt endeara." We humbly think this 
must depend upon the peculiar nature of the feelings in 
question. Where intelligent love in its simplicity sees 
its own strength, it is impatient of contradiction ; its fer- 
vency cannot be exalted by denial. Should we succeed 
in raising a little thoughtful discussion upon this point^- 
if only to induce consideration before action— we shall 
do all we hope to do, and perhaps help to reconcile the 
too often contrary decisions of the old and young. 

Let mothen endeavour to guide aright the impulses 
of juvenility, foster affection whenever it is disoemiblS!, 
and if Love doee rule the world, or ekottid, they will be 
doing the greatest good in the most pleasurable manner. 

J. B. 

THE CHRISTMAS ANGELS. 

BT BILTBRPBK. 

Thb holly-boughs thick set about the organ-loft glowed 
warmly in the candle-light, and though the night was 
cold enough to chill &r younger fingers, old Adam PMera 
played richly on the oi^n some fine and andent Christ- 
mas anthem. 

As the church clock struck seven, he nervously todk 
up one of the thick cobbler^s candles which had lighted 
him as he played, and whose gleam, faint as it was, had 
stolen far down below into the cold and shadowy aisles, 
and twinkled on the glowing glory of the great ho^y- 
bough set up above old Michael Drayton's pew ; and 
going down a little winding staircsse, into the rear of the 
,diiirch, threaded two or three narrow passages, ascended 




mother tittle staircasoj and entered » long, low room, 
•vidently his home, by the qneint signs of habitation 
seen aroand. But few of such signs were to be seen 
in their ordinary condition, for Adam beheld his room 
III somewhat such a state as the pedagogue immortalized 
by Wiikie» his village school; for some half-score or more 
of his choristers having assembled, according to annual 
custom, had commenced thus early the licence of Christ- 
mas-eve; for such two or three as had as yet put on the 
clean surplices which a tall, mystic sort of female, habited 
in a cloak and pattens, and a remarkable shadowy bonnet, 
was delivering to them one by one out of a washing- 
basket* were either imitating the parson or the clerk, or 
9lait Adam himself; whilst the rest were peeping into the 
closets, making free with the old man's chair, scraping 
on his fiddle, and blowing on his flute, perfectly regard- 
less of Mrs. Nippit's strenuous " hish," or more special 
reminder, "that they should be on their behaviours, 
for they knew as well as she did that Mr. Adam had 
weak nerves." Yet they no more heeded her than they 
did Mr. Adam himself, but kept on with their tricks of wild 
Inn ; strumming and humming even when they knew 
ha (itood there, though the moment he spoke and said, 
" Well my lads, I hope you are in voice, for this is Christ- 
nas-eve," it was beautiful to behold with what docility 
and evident affection they instantly crowded round him. 

"Well, there's the hard part of it, Sir," said Mrs. 
Nippit, as putting on the surplice of the last little dio- 
lister, she took up the candle and led the way to the 
curious old fire-place, " for ye see my Tim is ill, and 
could no more sing than a crow, as the bandage round 
his neck is jist two flannel petticoats and a waistcoat, to 
say nothing of the worsted stocking underneath ; whibt 
he's already had three treacle possets, as hot as could be." 

" Why, bless my heart," exclaimed the old man, for- 
getful in his distress of his own abundant sympathy for 
the honest Nippits in general, and Tim in particular, for the 
lad, though the quaintest and most old-foshioned in exis- 
tence, had the voiceof an angel, "why — why — I could have 
spared any lad but Tim, for his is the voice in alio — and 
-^ but why did you bring the lad out — ^you're surely mad, 
Betsey Kippit." For veritably Tim Nippit sat here 
beside the fire in the organist's largest chair, not only 
wrapped in all the amazing amount of flannel his mother 
had spoken of, but also in an old watchman's coat she 
had borrowed, a huge comfortable, a pair of mittens, 
and a woollen cap tied strongly beneath the chin ; whilst 
at the very instant of this communication he was sipping 
a little of the before mentioned posset, which she had 
brought with her in a jug, and had now made scalding- 
hot over the organist's fire. 

" Why, Sir, to let you see with your own eyes that 
Tim's cold aint make-believe, as on course you should, 
as have been sich a father to him. But don't take on, 
43u>— 1 have got a woice for you — as '11 sing^-ay. Sir — 
as you don't often hear." 

" It won't do," said the old man, despondingly, "even 
if it did, it would want training. For there are few like 
Tim's, and so the Christmas Angels of so many years 
must " 

He said no more, for Betsey Nippit, who had the 
minnte before disappeared down the little winding stair- 
case, with the candle the old man had brought from the 
organ-loft, now returned, reverently lighting up a young 
girl veiy plainly dressed, followed by a lad the very 
counterpart of Tim, only that he was clad in a page's 
•ttir^ that is to say, a suit of invisible green, profusely 
decorated in its upper regions with a vast amount of 
sugar-loaf buttons. 

" Mr. Adam," whispered Mrs. Nippit, pressing rather 
forward before her company, "*his is the sweet young 
lady from where my Joe lives, Mr. Lcicksley's, the doctor, 
in the next street, and she, knowing my trouble about 
Tifl^ and the loss Mr. Drayton's Christmas guine* 



would be to me, a widow, with so little to depcad on, 
will sing in his stead, and makes no more of doing so 
than if it were nothing ; only sayiug that my Joe in good 
to them in their poverty, and there's a deid o' fon 
poverty behind that brass plate I rub up so brightly every 
morning; and that as she intends singing 'afore folks to 
get bread, she may as well make a beginning." 

Thus hurriedly imparting some of the facts of Mary 
Locksley's history, Mrs. Nippit ushered the young 
girl into the organist's chamber, where old Adam too 
moved by this act of earnest goodness, and her winning 
childish manner, to say much, took up the candle, 
and bidding his dean robed choristers follow in a band, 
led her to the new trimmed organ-loft, and commenced 
the same grand anthem he had played before. 

And loT as he played on, and the lads' voices fell out 
by one in unison, and were gathered up into a whole, 
crowned by the silvery sweetness of the young girl's 
notes, it seemed, as if all the charities which had been 
thought or done within, or buried with the countless 
human dust of that old place, were bom anew in angel 
shape and lineament, with power, thus sweetly to tell 
human hearts, " We^are the CHAMTixa which survive all 
time and change, and this our night of angel congre« 
gate and festival ; so, as the Egyptian Wise Men brought 
priceless gifts of gold, and frankincense, and myrrh, add 
to our angel numbers round the altar of another year." 

And so these Christmas angels thus spoke on of lov« 
and duty, charity and care, till the old anthem was 
played out; and then descending to the church when 
Mrs. Nippit waited with a candle to light them, and 
followed by his little band of choristers, the old maa 
reverently led the young girl out by a little door into 
the snowy streets, scarcely speaking, but hurrying hsr 
onward like one in full anxiety to hear her sing again. 

They had not fiur to go ; but at the distance of a few 
hundred yards they turned from the crowded thorough- 
&re into a clean flag-paved court, usually very still, for 
it only led to a range of warehouses and a small grast- 
plot of a city garden ; but now it bore the aspect and 
bustle of a (air, for at the further part people were 
gathered round or passing to, and through, what seemed 
a wide kitchen door ; whilst at this end nearest the greal 
dty thoroughfare, old men and younger men, like derks 
and ancient friends, were entering through a wide hall 
door held open for them by a servant. Up the broad 
house-steps to this door, Adam Peters led the giri, and 
followed by the choristers, across the richly wainscoted 
hall, anothier servant ushered them into a lai^ and grand 
old room at its extremity, where down each side of a 
very long dining table were those who had passed in; whilst 
at the upper end sat four old gentlemen, between them 
an elderly gentlewoman with very silver hair, and on the 
long table itself stood two enormous punch-bowls of 
magnificent china, above which massive silver cande- 
labra of antique workmanship branched out with many 
lights. As the party evidently waited for the old must* 
dan and the choristers' arrival, Adam Peters passed up 
the room, and merely staying to apologize!, as briefly, at 
might he, for detaining them, to the most burly and com* 
plMent of the four complacent old gentlemen, sat down 
at once to one of those small organs, drawn up beside a 
soeen, which require no aid from bellows. As soon aa 
he had ranged his little band of singers round him, a beU 
was rung, and in came shortly divers servants in gay 
caps and looking very red and hot, and bringing in with 
them quite an odour of candied-peel, and nutmeg, and 
lemon, and oranges, and dder wine, and with these old men 
and younger ones, dad as warehonsemenand porters. Thosi 
assembled and silence once more restored, old Pfetsn 
touched the antique ebon organ, and the notes,flowing one 
into the other, presently, so did the lads' rich voices, till 
crowned by the sweetone of the girl, all hearts prayed with 
the anthem for the past blessings oif the fruiing year> and 
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through it, promiaed charity and mercy for the year to 
come. All felt this, even to the reddest topknot cook ; 
but more the oldest of the four old gentlemen, who 
though he had heard that same old anthem in that same 
old room for, perhaps, full sixty Christmas eves, never 
bad it seemed to him before so much the spoken voice of 
Christmas Angels. So creeping to the organ, there he stood 
npt like a listening child ; so followed in his foot- 
steps the other three old men, the silver-haired old lady, 
and lastly as the final note died out, the young girl 
tqned and saw beside her that same face, whose look had 
t(if00 her voice, the only time she ever sung at church, 
or taried to follow old Adun Peters on the organ. 

** Why— why — ^why — " commenced the sweet old 
lady, gathering the gLi'a small bands within her own — 
<• why—" 

But those ssmo eyes which had disconcerted her so 
often before* disconcerted her now ; so struggling to escape 
she drew back* though followed by the admiring old lady 
and the four old gentlemea. But the one before men- 
tioned, of the latter, seeing her timidity and confusion, 
cried out in a voice so kind and cheerful as to be like the 
first note of anothfir anthem of praise and goodness ; 
" Come, oome, I see we must have in the punch, — ^poor 
thil4» poor child, a little will revive her." 

This glorious punch must have been ready, for no 
sooner was the word spc^en, and even whilst Miss 
Chloe Drayton made room in the snuggest comer of the 
richly embroidoed sofa fi>r Mary Locksley, the bowls were 
takeuoutand brought in again; and now all the do- 
mestlGS and others still attending, the steaming punch 
was ladled out and distributed. 

*'And now," ^ke Mr. Michael Drayton, this fine 
old London goldsmith, ''according to old custom, dear 
sister Chloe, and brothers George, and Stephen, and 
Andzew» and nephew Richard, and you, our kind as- 
sisting friends and servants, the anthem being sung, as 
our prayer for the good received, the good and charities 
to oome, a^d as fitly ushering in the blessings of another 
Christmas day, let me thank you, one and all^ for your love 
and honest services; and so wishing one another health, let 
OS drink to this Christmas-eve, and liiat we live to 
neet again upon its anniversary." 

"AmsQ, amen," rejoined sil present with truthful, 
honest hearts ; and so, whilst saying this, Mr. Michael 
Drayton drew towards him a little silver bowl hal^filled 
with soverdgns and shillings, and placed one of each in 
the hands of the choristers ; but when he found a guinea 
still remaining in the bowl, and now for the first time 
aaJssed Tim Mippit, he looked enquiringly at the little, 
lapt, quaint organist standing there, but before Adam 
oonld be aroused^ for he was meditatii^ his annual speech 
over Mr. Drayton's punch, Mary, rising and stepping 
modestly round the table, touched Mr. Michael on the 
arm. " If you please. Sir," she said, in as low a voice as 
pos8U>l^ " the guinea is still Tim's, for I have purposely 
earned it for him ; and if you will so kindly and rightly 
bestow ity Mr. Adam will dehver it to his mother." So 
saying, she quickly, and as unobtrusively as she could, 
passed down the room and out at the door, for she did not 
wish to be known, or to receive any praise for the small 
service done. But before she was half-way through the 
hailf towards the door leading out into the quiet court, 
ahe was stayed by Miss Chloe in person. 

" Bless me^ my dear, you're surely not going ? We 
have much to say to you, much to thank you for, much 
io regard you ibr^" As she thus spoke, the white-haired, 
little old gentlewoman drew the young girl into a sort of 
grand old store-room, leading irom one side of the hall, 
vastly filled with stores of fine old china and glass ; and 
sum, with a long table spread across its whole breadth, 
was evidently the depository of Christmas gifts, in the 
ahape of large piles of oranges, figs, and raisins, bottles of 
vnn^ and gin, and wine; dishes of cakes and minoe-pies ; 



ribbons, and gloves, and little frocks, and unmade gown- 
pieces, and handkerchiefs, and flannels, and other warm 
and comfortable things, for disposal that night, as Christ- 
mas presents. And when safe in this room. Miss Chloe 
still more warmly repeated — " You must not go thus, my 
dear." And the old lady earnestly intreated Mary. 

" If you please. Miss Drayton, I would rather," replied 
Mary, "for I have done but a common duty to the 
friends of one whose relations have been so true and good 
to me and mine. I must go, for I have those at home 
who wait for me ; though if it pain you that I take no 
refreshment, I will beg three of these mince-pies, for I 
know some baby hearts they will gladden. And now yoft 
must please let me go." As she thus spoke, Mary 
Locksley modestly took three of the mince-pies, and folding 
a piece of paper round them, pressed warmly the aged 
gentlewoman's hands, and, was gone in such a moment 
after that, there was no detaining her, even by fiirthepr 
words. But by the time Miss Chloe returned to the 
dining-room to relate her disappointment, the four old 
gentlemen (the young one already knew a great deal he 
did not mention,) had learnt all Adam Peters knew con- 
cerning Mary Locksley, and the poor surgeon's home in 
the next street. 

To judge, however, by the outside of the house, few 
would have imagined that poverty lay within, and that a 
young wife and her new-bom infant, with three little ones 
besides, had tasted little more than bread that day. For 
the broad and ample steps were scrupulously dean, the gas 
burnt brilliantly in the fan-light, Uxe brass plate shone, 
and Joe Nippit, still in his page's suit, opened the door. 

"So glad you're home. Miss Mary," spoke Joe exultingly, 
when the street door was closed, and the voice of poverty 
was safe from listeners, " for I've got the little 'uns to 
bed all nice and quiet, and there's a prime bit o' fire in 
the dining-room, for I brought home half a hundred & th' 
very best Walls-end from a street a good way off here, 
as won't know sugar-loaf agin ; and when I met Smith, 
the other doctor's boy by the werry door, I told him as 
how I was bringing home a dozen & th' werry primest 
port, as a patient had sent to make master jolly ; and 
he believed it, for he hinted that it 'd just be prime in us 
two sugar loaves to borrow a cork-screw and tap a bottle, 
but I told him I'd taken to temperance lately, and at this 
he went off whistling. But never mind. Miss, the fire's 
special ; and though master ain't home yet, missis is 
pretty right, and the baby quiet." And as he gave this 
piece of information, Joe Nippit threw open the parlour 
door, for Mary to enter the bright and cheerful room. 
She hastened to a couch drawn beside the fire, on which 
lay a very young wife and her baby, but a month old 
on the morrow, nestled in her arms ; and kneeling down 
beside her, folded her loving arms around her and the 
little one. 

" My darling Harriet," she said tenderly, " all is over 
and happily too ; Tim's mother is by this time rich with 
her guinea, and all we have now to do is to keep the 
matter from John, for he is proud you know, and might 
think I had done what is foolish." 

" I scarcely think that, my Mary," replied the young 
wife tenderly, "for none in the path of duty can be 
nobler, or more courageous, than my husband and your 
brother, but as you wish it, dearest, the secret shall be 
kept by me; though as far as regards Joe and his mother, 
we can never do enough ; for what should I have done 
throi^^h piy month of sickness without the ever watchful 
tenderness of this good soul, or what all of us for so many 
months without Joe. Why, since you have been gone, 
he has not only got these coals, but put the children to 
bed, brought me warm water to wash the baby with : and 
when after it he thought I looked faint, he went into the 
surgery and mixed me the little tonic he knows I tske, 
and brought it saying, *pleaae take it, mum ; and blessings 
on you and the little 'uns, as are gone so good to bed« 1 
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wish it waa the wenj nicest wine.' Ay, Marj, angela are 
on earthj though we dream it not." 

"They ho^er round us to-night, my Harriet/' said 
liary fervently, '' for I feel my heart so full of gladness, 
that it must come of the ministry of such. But see 
here — thesej at least, for baby smiles." As she spoke she 
unpapered the delicate mince-pies, and held them in her 
hand exultingly, as if they were a treasure. " What will 
our little WiUy say to one }" 

" He cried at being sent to bed so early, poor child," 
spoke the mother gently, "for Joe had unhappily let 
drop that this is Christmas eve ; but I soothed him with 
a sweet old story, till at last he ate his bread and treacle 
contentedly, and let Joe take him up to bed, repeating 
my old story as he went along. Yet, Mary, I think he 
might come doim again, it would so please me to see him 
eat the little pie, and, for once, John cannot be angry ; for 
the other two, lay the mince-pies upon their pillows, and 
they will see them when they awake in the early morning." 

To merely mention this desire, was to command the 
heart of Mary, so hurrying up stairs, into the children's 
sleeping chamber, she knelt down beside the boy's small 
bed, and bent her face on his upon the pillow. Her 
loving kisses half awakened him, and he asked as he flung 
his arms round Mary's neck, "Mamma, are the angels 
come you told me about ?" 

" Yes 1 my Willy," said Mary, " and one, a very 
gracious one with silver hair, has sent you something 
which you are to come down stairs and see ; now waken 
up, and let me carry you." When she had thus spoken, 
she went and laid a pie upon each of the little pillows, 
and kissing the sweet baby faces lying there, brought a 
thick shawl, tenderly folded it round the boy, and had 
carried him down all the wide stairs but one, when there 
came such a stupendous single rap upon the hall door, as 
to make her heart stand still; it was such a grand, pe- 
remptory, important, meaning knock, a postman or a 
Lord Mayor's footman could not have exceeded it. 
Before Mury could advance or retreat, Joe (who had his 
apron off at the moment) bolted up the kitchen staircase, 
and opening the hall door, both he, and Miss Mary, and 
the little child, beheld a tremendous hamper resting on 
the topmost step, behind which stood a man dressed as a 
porter. 

" Does Mr. John Locksley live here?" he asked quickly. 

" I'm thinking so," replied Joe, his eyes opening 
wider, with astonishment, "unless he's bin to church 
and got fresh christened." 

" Well then, my man, look sharp," said the porter 
quickly, "and don't stand gaping. Here's a hamper 
large enough to see, come per rail, carriage paid, and for 
your master." So saying, the porter gave the fat hamper a 
shove, pulled the door to, and was gone, leaving Mary 
and Joe, and the child, speechless with astonishment. Joe 
was the first to recover, and, after a due examination of 
top and bottom, sides and direction, to propose that it 
should be carried into the parlour, which was effected, 
partly by dragging, and partly with Mary's assistance. 
After every guess had been exhausted as to what it could 
contain, and who could have sent it, it was decided that 
it should be opened, Joe fetching the carving knife to cut 
the string, and Willy standing up on a chair, wrapped in 
the shawl, to peep in. And certainly a more prolific or 
enticing hamper was never known. On the top lay, 
after sundry nice papers had been removed, a fine goose 
pie, a large-sized pair of cold roast fowb, a rolled tongue, 
a (fish of potted hare, some jars of preserves, a very large 
raspberry puff, a dozen of mince-pies, a large plum cake, 
and a fair sized sponge cake, a box of bloomy raisins, and 
half a drum of figs, dugar kisses and bonbons in a bag ; 
and beneath these a quarter of Welsh mutton, a fine 
undressed goose, a small Westphalia ham, and a half- 
boiled plum puddingy whilst in a stout foolscap paper 
bag were six pounds of fine tea ; and at the very bottom 



of all, making a very fair foundation for the superstructure, 
were three bottles of port wine, three of sherry, and one 
of pale brandy. Of all the Christmas presents ever 
chronicled, none exceeded this ! even Joe and the asto* 
nished child were mute. 

Joe was, however, the first to recover, and propose tho 
most sensible course of proceeding to the breathless 
ladies, which was to lift these astounding presents on to 
the sideboard, and lay the cloth for a good Christmas 
eve supper. So advising, Joe followed it by action, leav- 
ing the ladies still to wonder, and Mary to especially con- 
sider in what canister the tea could be put, and where, 
beside the sideboard closets and the pantry, the other 
good things could be stowed away. Just as the table was 
cleared, a nice cloth laid, and the cold fowls, the rolled 
tongue, the goose pie, the raspberry puff, and two or three 
bottles set thereon, the doctor's knock was heard at the 
door, and Joe, half bursting with garrulity and delight, 
hastened to it ; in a minute more there came into the 
dining-room, and up to the conch, a young and stately 
man, so full of some news which he had to impart to hk 
wife and Mary, as for ttie instant to unheed the mighty 
and surprising grandeur of the supper-table. 

" My darting wife," he said, " and you, my Mary, 
some good angel has smiled on me to-night, for, as I waa 
coming out of the court, where our poor friends, the 
Fishers, are housed with fever, I met old Adam Peters, 
our organist ; who observing he had got a patient for 
me, took a cab and drove with me to the house of 
some rich old merchant, in St. Helen's, Bishopsgate 
Street. Here I was at once introduced into the invalid 
chamber of a kind and gentlemanly old man, who, merely 
saying he had been recommended that night, by an old 
friend, to seek my aid, he did so at once, without more 
formal introduction. I prescribed, and stayed a while with 
him ; and then, when withdrawing, and whilst arranging 
to see him again in the morning, he pressed those ^90 
sovereigns into my hand, saying that such was always his 
/irsi fee, particularly, too, when he brought a man from 
his fire-side on the great holiday-eve of the year. And 
when I refused, and said that one was my fee, he was 
quite peremptory and self-willed, and added, I either took 
the sum, or made my first, my last visit. I am therefore 
here, my dear ones, with something more than bread for 
to-morrow. So this good fortune is my angel." 

" And we have had one, too, John," spoke Mary and 
Harriet in a breath, and pointing to the table and side- 
board beyond, "a wonderful and beneficent one." ' 

But John Locksley was even more asf!bunded than Ms 
wife and little sister had been, and listened over and over 
again to Joe's account of the porter, and his bringing of 
the hamper ; and though he found, like the rest, that it 
was impossible to solve this mystery of beneficence, 
he v%$a logician enough to be convinced that this good 
angel of both the hamper and the patient were one and 
the same. 

Mary now partly guessed the truth ; but none there 
were churlish enough to repulse this blessed angel, be- 
cause it was unknown ; so the baby was put presently 
into the cradle, Harriet propped up, Willy set in his little 
chair, and thus, with Mary at his side, John Locksley 
commenced to carve the fowls. 

" I think, John," spoke Mary and Harriet again in a 
breath, " that your poor patient, Fisher, might have a 
wing and a piece of the breast." 

And a phial full of the port," added John. 
And a piece of the puff, mamma," whispered T^lly, 
whikt he pointed with his Uttie fore-finger, " two pieces ; 
the Christmas angel has sent a puff so big." 

" I'll run vrith the things, missis," spoke Joe, who 
stood behind his master's chair, in the fiill pride of his 
sugar-loaf buttons — for their brightness did not often 
reflect such marvellous dauities. 

As thus suggested, so was the good performed ; and 
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Joe, setting off with a well-filled basket, soon returned 
with an astonishing accunntofthe sick compositor and his 
children's delight and thanks—they, in turn, thinlang that 
some Christmas angel had indeed descended, though, un« 
like the rest, they knew its form and kind. And now 
Joe found that he too had had the ministry of a thought- 
ful and rewarding angel in his absence, who had roused 
up the small kitchen fire with a marvellous amount of 
wood and coal, and swept the he&rth, and set forth snugly 
on the little round table before it, his supper, consisting 
of a most important fraction of the cold goose pie, some 
fowl and tongue, a fair slice of the great puff, crowned 
with &r glass of wine, which, upon his being called up into 
the dining-room to drink, he completed his amazing toast 
with drinking long life and posterity to the porter who 
brought the " big hamper," and might he live to bring as 
big a one, " carriage paid," for the next fifty years. 

By-and-by, when Willy was carried by Mary up to bed 
■gain, " to be gloriousIy^Ul" on the morrow, according to 
his papa's prediction, after eating such an amount of puff, 
there was also carried with him a paper-bag, containing 
bloomy raisins, figs, and sugar-kisses ; which, before the 
child lay down, he helped the young girl to set out upon 
his little brother's and his little sister's pillow, beside the 
grand mince-pies already there, so that on waking in the 
morning " they will think, dear aunty," as he whispered 
nestling to his pillow, " that the good Christmas Angels, 
which mamma talks about, have flown around their bed 
with lovely wings ' and gracious, giving hands.' " 

Though snow was on the ground, and the air frosty and 
keen, the brightest winter sun gilded the city streets on 
the Christmas morrow, and by half-past ten, just as the 
very first church-bells rang for morning service, not only 
WM the great brass plate rubbed to golden brightness, 
the broad steps dean, the dining-parlour fire cheerful, 
and its hearth trim, but Harriet and the baby and the 
children dressed, John Locksley ready with his hat on 
to go his morning rounds, whilst Mary, dressed too, was 
arranging the manner and matter of the grand Christmas 
dinner, down in the kitchen, with Betsey Nippit, and 
her incomparable Joe. Just as it was settled that the 
goose and apple-sauce, and the plum pudding, should be 
ready by four o'clock, and that Tim and Joe, and their 
mother, should dine together jollily in the kitchen, 
another astounding rap was heard on the hall-door — but 
this time not a porter's knock, but as brilliant a carriage 
knock aa the greatest genius of a footman ever achieved. 
Mary's very heart stood still, and Joe was petrified; 
nevoiheless he Ublted up stairs, and soon after, aotto voce 
firom the staircase said to his little mistress, " You're 
wanted, miss." Mary, thus summoned, hoped to make 
enquiry of Tim, but that young gentleman being already 
diligently out upon the door-steps, staring at the new- 
come coach, she had to enter the dining-room,* wl^re, 
before she could well open or close the door again, the 
8weet-£sced, white-haired old gentlewoman of the over 
night, had clasped her round the neck, and che most 
complacent and burly of the four old gentlemen, had 
taken both her hands, and tried to lead her towards the 
table. 

" My dear girl, my sweet young creature," exclaimed 
the old lady, " brother Michael and I have made it our 
duty to come this morning and see yuu." 

** To disclose your sin, of singing as you did to us last 
night," said the old gentleman, succeeding in his purpose 
of drawing Mary forward full face before her wondering 
brother. " for tliis, Mr. Locksley, is the kind and sweet 
angel who helped our old anthem so effectively last night, 
on purpose to earn Tim's good mother her Christmas 
guinea; and though for many )ears that old anthem has 
been sung on Chri:>tmas eves to me and mine, as by a 
quaint conevit we cherish, we fancy it to be, as it is 
yearly sung, the voices of good and kindly angels, such 
as Charity, and Love, and Faith, and Mercy, inciting us 



to worthy acts at this old festival, yet, nercr did it, m 
it did last night, pray forth to us so much of charity and 
human kindness. And this, because this young girl sung 
and touched our hearts — for why she sung was in itself 
an act of sweetest mercy: ther^iforr. Sir, we must be 
friends ; such prayers, on such old festivals, should make 
us so." And then the old gentleman, willing to explain all 
in due course, went into the little history of Tim's cold, 
Mrs. Nippit's distress, and Mary's good deed ; and for- 
mally ended by requesting to be honoured with John 
Locksley's friendship, and that he and his would dine 
with him that day. 

" I am glad that Mary proves to others what she 
proves every hour to us, that she is a good and noble 
girl," said John, drawing his little sister proudly to his 
heart ; " but if not for this, Mr. Drayton, we must 
be friends. The two acts of last night, are they no- 
thing ?" 

" Nothing," replied Miss Chloe, colouring very much, 
as she turned round to the cradle and pretended to look 
at the baby. 

" Nothing, nothing," spoke the old gentleman ; " Mr. 
Bradbury wanted a doctor and you a patient, that waa 
ail. Now let us talk about the dinner." 

" Why, thank you," replied John, " we cannot manage 
to come to-day, for Harriet is going to church, and the 
baby to be christened." 

" Just the very thing," said Miss Chloe and Mr. 
Michael in a breath, " just the very thing to make the 
matter more desirable ; for we have arranged it all, and 
you must come. Thus, precisely at two o'clock, a fiunily 
sedan, we have, will call and take Mrs. Locksley and the 
baby snug and warm to church, without fear of cold or 
harm, and there I and sister Chloe will attend, and be 
godfather and godmother, if you will; after this, Mrs. 
Nippit can carry the baby to ours, whilst Mrs. Locksley 
hears the afternoon service, and after it go snug and warm 
to our old-fashioned hearth, where this young lady and 
these little ones shall be ready to receive her, and our 
old brothers, and young Richard, give you all the best 
welcome. £h 1 this is the very thing. Come, come j" 
and the hearty old gentleman rubbed his hands. 

There were other objections, but all were ovenvled. 
Thus it was finally settled that Mrs. Nippit, and Joe, and 
Tim should dine in the merchant's fine old lutchen, whilst 
Harriet should not only have a snug little sitting-room, 
leading from the drawing-room, appropriated to her own 
and the baby's exclusive use, but that also she should 
remain all night, lest the cold should do her barm. 

" And now dear Harriet Locksley," said Chloe Drayton, 
when after some half hour's talk, she sat by the side of 
John Locksley's wife and sister, as happily as if she had 
known them for an age, and her sweet face beaming on 
the children as if she were their mother, '* tell me what 
poor and needy patients Mr. Locksley has, such I mean aa 
have suffered from cholera, or fever, or are out of work; 
such as would appreciate a warm dinner of meat and 
pudding sent to their homes; for hearing from Adam 
Peters, how nobly, and at wliat self-sacrifice your hus- 
band had acted through this past autumn of sickness and 
trouble, he will know those whom we may assbt, though 
in a humbler way than his own. And Tim or Joe might 
go round, and tell such to send to our house at mid-day«'* 

The bells now giving warning that it was time Ihr 
church, the doctor and the old gentleman ended their 
pleasant conversation ; and the former gladly writing^down 
the names of such as rarely saw the golden wings of Angel 
Mercy in their sad and sordid rooms, Joe when called in, 
did more than what was asked, by offering to carry the 
dinner himself, as according to his own experience and 
opinion, ** folks thought sich a deal of things which ain't 
expected." 

It was beautiful to behold, just as the wintry snn began 
to wane in glory on tho hoUy-bougha and tinted windowv 
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the diristening party ronnd the ancient font, to hear the 
baby named Michael Drayton Locksley, to see the old 
man take and fondle it kh he called it his, to see the 
ffiother^s earnest tears, to see the father's manly pride, to 
flee the sweet shy looks of Mary, as turning roand she 
flaw a well-known face within that well-known' pew ; bat 
last and best of all, and touching there all hearts, but 
more than all there, one, was to hear the rich old organ 
touched by Adam Peters , and the young girl's Toice 
In sweet and caroling accom])animent. 

The family sedan brought Harriet and the goldsmith's 
young godson so safe and free from cold, that when at 
four o'clock the great Christmas party assembled round 
the fine old hospitable dinner-table, Harriet seated at 
Mr. Michael's right hand was amongst the merriest of the 
gcMflts. Then there were the other three old gentlemen, 
quite disconsolate till their first glass of wine, that they 
should have to intrust Mary to the care of " that young 
fellow Dick/' and obliged to be contented with the part- 
nership of ancient cousins, and friends of the family, who 
had brought their best caps, and travelled from the 
suburban retreats of Clapham, and HoUoway^ and Pad- 
dington that very morning to the annual dinner of their 
great relations, the Draytons ; then there was Chloe and 
John Locksley, the most urbane and companionable of 
friends ; whilst long serving clerks of half a century date, 
were merry down the table right and left, to where 
there sat in his accustomed place the worthiest and the 
quaintest of old organists, Adam Peters. And such a 
dinner! it was worthy of an alderman, a duke, or parish- 
board — ^nay of a Lord Mayor, and the Mansion-house — 
for there were soups and fish, a baron of beef, a mighty 
turkey, and such a world of other dishes, as would need 
the cnhnary learning of M. Soyer to enumerate; though 
I must not forget the glorious plum pudding, brought in 
on a silver dish garnished with scarlet geranium blooms 
and myrtle leaves. 

After this, and the wine and frmt were set on, in was 
brought the young godson, and the other little ones ; the 
first, so that he might have his health drunk out of a 
rich and grand old silver mug bestowed upon him, and tbe 
others to luve fruit, and entertain the three disconsolate old 
gentlemen, whilst incomparable Betsey Nippit descended 
to enjoy the jollity of the kitchen, and the particular 
sang place reserved for her by the cook, whose opinion 
concerning Joe and Tim was an amazing one. 

But nothing of a Christmas night could it be said to 
be, till, tea over in the drawing-room, and Joe been in 
and related his rounds with the pudding and beef, the 
party begun to be merry. Some playing forfeits, and after 
this, all joining in a round game, " that fellow Dick," 
monopolizing Mwy as before, and all fully intent, except 
Miss Chloe, who must now and then steal down-stairs to 
see that all were well supplied and happy in the kitchen, 
or else to peep with the anxious mother at the sleeping 
baby; sleeping, as Mrs. Nippit confidently declared, "on 
purpose, as the darling knew it was Christmas night, she 
was sure." 

Just as the round game was ended, in came the punch 
in the same old bowls, and with it such a cake as I can 
scarcely describe ; though what could make so many of 
the old guests laugh, the four old gentlemen especially, 
it was at first difiicult to imagine. But the truth soon 
came out. For the cake being cut by no less a hand 
than that of Mr. Michael, every guest, besides plums and 
sweetmeats, found something better; for instance, old 
Adam Peters a nice gold pin for his shirt, Harriet Locks- 
ley a pretty brooch, the children, " killing themselves," 
as their papa said, " by sitting up," each one something 
or another, till at last the four old gentlemen, in a breath, 
flfliying that " Dick and Mary must take their slice to- 
gether," it was cut and handed to them, and the youngest 
of the Draytons taking one side and Mary another, out 
than dropped a wedding-ring, and fell upon the table as 



the slice broke in two. At this^ such a laugh was 
raised as to cover Mary's face with blushes, and make 
Mrs. Nippit exclaim, as she sat sipping her punch in the 
kitchen, " they was certainly 'specially merry up-6tairs« 
but on course they'd suffer for it, as no baby, except 
one of wood or stone, could sleep with sich a noise." 

" My dear Mary," said Mr. Michael, leaning across 
the table, and speaking pretty loudly too, "if our boy, Dick, 
likes to put this ring on, we shan't, not one of us, say 
nay, particularly as he tells us he has been thinking of 
the matter these three months. Come, what do you say ?** 

Of course Mary made no answer ; but struggling away 
from Mr. Michael's restraining hand, hurried to the 
piano, not daring once to look up for fear of encountering 
Dick Drayton's gaze; but quite conscious that Miss 
Chloe gently remonstrated, and John her brother laughed. 
But to sober them, and to close the glorious happy 
evening by a sort of prayer, she touched the chords of thi^ 
fine old anthem once again. And as she played on and 
sung, and Tim came in to help her, the sweet serenity 
of the overnight stole around, and those same Christmas 
Angels, in fancy, hovering near, prayed out their blessed 
incitation, to make our olden festival again, and yet again, 
divine by birth and life, to newer Charity, to newer 
Mercy, to newer Truth, to newer Human Love. And as 
the last note fell, another hand was laid upon that hand 
which touched the trembling chords, and sdtne voice 
saying, "Will you?" no negative was returned ; and so, 
at least, amongst the Christmas Angels which had made 
the hours so holy by their gracious deeds, one was 
triumphant now above the rest. 

Amen ! So let us pray for Christmas-tide, and Christ- 
mas Angels. 



LINES FOR MUSIC, 

Song at the Sheffield Athennum, November 9th, 18I9> on the 

occaaion of opening the Mechanics' Inatitute. 
• — ^^"^ 
The iweeteat lays that man can raise 

Should greet the spreading light of Reason, 
As bee and bird are ever heard 

The loudest in the bright spring season ; 
And let us gladly hail the day 

That sees us here with goodly will. 
That sheds another helping ray 

To make Truth's sunshme wider still. 
God speed the cause, and let the laws 

Of reace and Knowledge rule our land ; 
God guard the walls whose temi)Ie halls 

Axe filled by Wisdom's Christian band. 

No blood-stained spear — no orphan's tear 
Is blending with our simple glory ; 

If laurels grace this favour*d place, 
They will not tell a carnage stoiy. 

But h^her far the mortal fame 
Thac we would bravely seek to wis t 

Man Rains his noblest hero-name 
By quelling Ignonmcs and Sin. 

Ooa speed the cause, and let the laws 
Of Peace and Knowledge rule our land ; 

God guard the walls whose temple halls- 
Are filled by Wudom's Christian band. 

Eliza Cook. 



U,tjUonji far ftCttle <^eif* 



MARGARET CARTWRIGHT. 

The cupboard stood invitingly open, and the jan of pre- 
tenres were placed in tempting rows upon the well- 
stocked shelves. Margaret Cartwright had passed and 
repassed the door several times, and still she came hack, 
and still she lingered. At length she placed her foot 
upon the threshold, and at the same moment something 
said within her heart, " Go not in." She was startled 
from her purpose by the warning voice, and the foot 
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WBS withdrawn ; but happening to raise her head, she 
again caught sight of the jars, and the momentary check 
was forgotten. So by degrees she ventured farther and 
farther in, standing still every now and then to listen, 
her heart the while beating so violently that she could 
only hear its throbbings, and was not aware of stealthy 
footsteps that passed outside the door. 

All unheeding the warning voice that continued to 
make itself heard from time to time, Margaret at length 
reached down a jar from the shelf, unfastened the string 
•that held tight the covering, inserted a thumb and two 
fingers, and had already eaten two or three preserved 
damsons, when she heard footsteps behind her, and in 
her fright and confusion, endeavouring hastily to replace 
the jar, she let it fall to the ground. It broke into se- 
Teral pieces, and the rich crimson contents besmeared 
the carpet. 

" Well, miss," said a sharp voice, ** I could not have 
believed this of you ; you who have been so well brought 
up, and taught your catechism, and that part where it 
says about 'picking and stealing.' I'm sure when I 
tell your mamma, she won't be able to believe it, till I 
bring her here to see all the mess you've made. This 
Bticl^ syrup won't come off the carpet in a hurry, I can 
tell you." And the servant walked towards the door, as 
if about to inform Mrs. Cartwright immediately of her 
little girUs delinquency. 

Margaret sprang up from the floor where she had sunk 
in her shame and terror. " Oh, Hannah ! good Han- 
nah I" she sobbed, " don't, don't tell mamma 1 she will 
whip me if you do." 

" But what am I to do, miss ? she will be sure to find 
out that one of the jars is missing, and then she will 
think that some one of us servants has taken it." 

"Oh, Hannah 1 don't you think that we could manage 
for her not to know that a jar has been taken ? She 
won't count them, Hannah." 

"I am not sure of that; but as you are so very 
frightened, miss, I think I rnigM perhaps manage for her 
not to know that her Miss Margaret, that she is so proud 
of, is a thief." 

" Please, Hannah, not to call me such a hard name. 
Oh, what shall I do ? Will you, dear, good Hannah, 
manage for mamma not to know ? will yon really ?" 

'* Well, give up crying and sobbing so, there's a dear, 
and I will try what I can do. Only you must do me a 
kindness in return, when I ask you." 

The little girl promised that she would comply with 
anything that Hannah wished, little thinking to what 
ndsery this thoughtless promise would lead. The pieces 
of the jar were picked up, the carpet cleansed from the 
damson preserve, and the delinquent fimcied herself in 
security. 

A few days after this, Margaret and her little sister 
went out with Hannah for a walk. The morning was 
fine and warm, and Mrs. Cartwrfght desired Hannah to 
take the children into the Hall Fields, where they might 
play about and gather buttercups and daisies. They 
proceeded in the right direction until they were out of 
sight of the house, and then Hannah turned suddenly 
down a narrow by-lane, where the sights and scents 
were of no very pleasing nature. 

"Dis not way to Hall Fields," lisped little Mary, 
"Mamma say we go to Hall Fields and pick pretty daisies." 

"Yes she did," said Margaret. "Where are you 
going, Hani^ah ? I am sure mamma would not be pleased 
for you to take us into such a dirty lane as this." 

Hannah made no answer, but knocked at the door of 
one of the worst-looking cottages. A rough voice told 
her to " come in," and she lifted the latch, and introdu- 
ced the children into a filthy room, where an untidy slat- 
tern of a woman was cooking something over the fire, 
while several ragged boys tumbled about the mud floor 
with a couple of savage dogs, which set up such a bark- 



ing as the sisters entered with Hannah, that the little 
girls were nearly frightened out of their ydts. 

And now the children heard language that had never 
saluted their ears before, and terrified and disgusted they 
hid themselves behind their nurse, while the boys kicked 
the dogs until the poor animals howled dreadfully. The 
conversation that followed was not of the most improving 
nature ; and right glad were Margaret and Mary when, 
after a lengthened visit, they left the close, foul room for 
the open air. 

" Now," said Hannah as they walked home, " mind, 
we have been in the Hall Fields." 

Little Mary looked up wonderingly. But Margaret 
was indignant, and said to Hannah that she wondered 
bow she could tell such a story, and that she certainly 
should acquaint her mamma where they had been when 
she got home. 

"Very well, miss, but remember that I also have 
something to tell of you." 

Margaret's round, rosy fiioe turned quite pale. " Han- 
nah, I had forgotten that,*' sh<: said in a trembling voice. 

" But / have not forgotten it, Miss» and I sl^ tell 
your mamma how I went quietly into the room, and how 
you were standing, with the jar in your hand." 

Margaret interrupted her by a quick glance towards 
Mary, who with upturned face was eagerly listening to 
all that was said. 

" Well then, promise me not only to pretend to have 
been to the Hall Fields, but also to make a certain little 
blab hold her tongue if she is asked any questions." 

Margaret promised, sorely against her better judg- 
ment ; and fortunately for her, as she considered it at 
the time, her mother did not ask them any direct ques- 
tions, but simply kissed them, hoped they had enjoyed 
themselves, and remarked that they did not look as if 
their walk bad done them much good. 

Week after week were the children cheated out of 
their healthful exercise by the artful Hannah, and taken 
to the close cottage of her friend, the poacher's wife ; 
and at length the effects of the foul atmosphere tliey to 
often breaUied for two or three hours at a tiinc^ became 
visible in their countenances. Their mother wondered 
why from rosy, merry children, they had grown pale and 
languid ; but as Hannah, who had much influence over 
her, assured her that nothing serious could be the mat- 
ter with them, for that they played and took their meals 
as usual, she contented herself by thinking ihaX the 
time would soon come when they should all go to the sea- 
side togetiier, and that there her little girls i^ould 
speedily recover their former blooming appearance. 

Hannah had been very constant in her visits to the 
poacher's wife for several weeks, and her disobedience 
had hitherto remained undiscovered, when one day, juat 
as she and the children turned down the well-known 
dirty lane, they were met by a friend of the fiunily, who 
was also Margaret's godfiither. 

" Well, my little girb," said he, stopping directly in 
front of them, " and where are you going this fine day ? 
Yon ought to be out playing in the fields, for thrae 
cheeks are not so rosy as I oould wish to see them." 

Margaret blushed and trembled. " We are going with 
Hannah," was all that she oould say. Hannah hastened to 
interpose. " Mistress has sent me with a message," said 
she, and " afterwards we are going into the Hall Fields." 

" See that you do, and be quick about it, for I think 
it is going to rain.'* 

The gentleman left them and they proceeded down the 
lane, not without Hannah casting a glance or two b^ind 
her, to be sure that he was not watching their movements. 
But though something in the manner both of Hannah 
and of his little god-daughter made him fear that aU 
was not as it should be, he had not time to see after them 
just then, and so postponed further inquiry until am^er 
opportunity. 
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A week paaaed* and Hannah had just returned with 
the children from a prolonged visit to her friend, when 
she was summoned into the presence of her mistress. 
There she found Mr. Grauby, Margaret's godfather, in 
close consultation with Mrs. Cartwright^ and both of 
them looking very grave. 

*' Sit down, Hannah," said her mistress. " Mr. 
Granby brings a very serious charge against you." 

Mr. Granby then detailed how he had twice met Han- 
nah with the children turning down Clegg Lane, and how 
the second time, unperceivmi by them, he had followed 
until he saw them turn into the houM of a notoriously 
bad character, where they remained until he was tired of 
waiting for them to come out. 

Hannah was confounded. For some time she oonld 
not speak ; and when she did at length find her voice, she 
Doured forth such a volume of eicuses and explanations, 
that Mrs. Cartwright could make out nothing dearly. 
Mr. Granby, seeing her perplexity, proposed sending for 
the children. " From them," he said, " we may hope 
to hear the truth." 

Margaret and little Mary were called, and they came 
bounding in, hand in hand. But when Margaret saw her 
eodfather sitting near her mamma, and both of them 
looking so serious, she stopped short, for a suspicion of 
the cause of their gravity came upon her, and she dreaded 
the examination tbat she knew would follow. She looked 
at Hanuah, but she saw nothing to hope for in her coun> 
tenanoe, and mth an impulse of extreme fear she turned 
to run out of the room. 

Her mother's voice stopped her. " Come here, my 
love," she said, " I wish to ask you a few questions." 

Margaret obeyed trembling. 

Her mother continued. "Where have you been to- 
day, my dear.'" 

** Out, mamma, for a walk." 

" Ye^ I know that, but where did you go to ?" 

Margaret hesitated. Hannah turned and looked keenly 
at her. 

<' Into the HaU Fields, mamma," she i«pUed felteringly, 
while Hannah turned, away again with a gesture which 
said, " It is all over with me." 

''My dear, are you sure that you are telling me tiie 
truth ? Here is Mr. Granby who assures me that he saw 
yott and Mary walking with Hannah in Clegg Lane, and 
tli^ then you went into a house." 

Little Mary sidled close to her mamma's knee, and 
looked earnestly into her face. " Mamma, will you not 
Ut Hannah whip me, and not let Margaret be un- 
happy r 

" What do you mean, my darling ?'^ 

'< Because they said they would if I told. Oh, mamma! 
it is such a dirty lane, and they are such bad people, and 
the dogs fxigfaten me so. Please tdl Hannah and Mar- 
garet not to go there again." 

Mrs. Cartwright looked sternly at Margaret, who ap- 
peared as if she woxild sink into the earth. 

Leave the room, my dear sir," said the mother be- 
igly, "and take that wicked girl and my little 
Mary with ytm. I am going to hear my favourite child 
confess herself a liar and a hypocrite." 

Margaret threw herself on her knees. " No," she cried 
in an agonizing voice, " stay, all of you. I want to tell 
mamma the whole truth, and I want every one to hear 
how wicked a girl I am ; for I shall be happier when you 
know all, than I liave been for many weeks." 

The penitent child made her confession amid many 
tears and sobs, beginning with the day when Hannah 
detected her taking the preserves, and relating how the 
artful girl had held her in dreadful bondage ever since, 
not daring to tell of those hateful visits to the cottage in 
the lane, lest she herself should be exposed in return. 
When she had finished there was a long silence, which 
was at length broken by Mr. Granby, who raised Mar- 
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garet from the floor, and taking her hand placed it in 
that of her mother. . 

" Receive this weeping penitent," he said, " she has 
bitterly atoned for a cliildish fault, and the chief punish- 
ment should fall where it is due. Let this misery be a 
warning to you, my dear little girl, henceforth to have 
no concealments from your kind mother. Remember 
that a fault concealed la a finlt multiplied; for one lie or 
evasion has to be supported by a hundred others, until 
there is no knowing where the mischief will end. Tell 
the truth, my child, in the first instance. You may 
thereby incur punishment, but your conscience will be 
dear and bright, and an untarnished consdenoe is the 
sunshine both of this world and of that irhich is to 
come. 



CHRISTMAS SONG. 

FOR BOMB. 

Now the Cbristmu bells «re ringing. 

And the time it loud with mirth, 
21other I feel my anus are dinging 

Bound thee at thy cheerful hearth. 
Once more at this hour I meet thee, 

Never hast thou known mc miss, 
Gladly, fondly let me greet thee 

With my longest, warmest kiss. 

O bow many precious blessings, 

Heaven has giv'n me for my part I 
And choicest of these rich possessings 

Is my soft half woman-heart ; 
This has made my life enbanded, 

With the ties of genuine love, 
Twined by friendship fervent-handed. 

That death only can remove. 

Now the voice of each sweet sister, 

Joins to make our Christmas glee ; 
Each sings sweeter since I've kissed her,— 

liOv'd one, let me sit by thee. 
'TIS a happy Christnaas, mother. 

Look at me and aee my joy, 
Girls rcgoicing in their brother. 

And the mother in her boy. 

Hbnrt Frank Ijott. 



fiatitti of fietD WlaxJa* 



SehetiQHi Jrom the Poems and Letters qf Bernard 
Barton, by His Dauohtbr. — Hall, Virtue, and Co. 

Mbiioirs, biographies, familiar letters, remains, are in 
high fiftvour at the present day. They afford the degree 
of true human interest and knowledge which seems to be 
most acceptable to the public. We read them not as 
books, but as human minds laid bare before us. If we 
chance to be grave philosophers, prone to analysis, we 
find it quite delightful to be so easily let into all the 
yarieties and mysteries of character. If we belong — the 
more likely supposition of the two^to the good-natured 
gossip tribe, we think it no less pleasant that, without 
once leaving our own fireside, we should be admitted into 
some intellectual, genial circle, listening quietly to the 
converse of poets and wits, not as they talk in public, but 
as they talk at home, and obtaining many a delightful 
glimpse of familiar and domestic scenes never intended 
for the public. 

To such readers the present volume will prove highly 
acceptable. A Quaker poet's quiet life, his own genuine 
gossiping correspondence, intertiipersed with grave, terse, 
and vigorous letters from Robert Southey, and light, 
racy epistles from Charles Lamb ; followed, moreover, by 
a collection of charming poems, simple, truthful and 



I 



124 



ELIZA COOK'S JOURNAL. 



honest, not too numerous or too long, form a treat wLicfa, 
though not unique, is certainly by -no means common. 

The name of Bernard Barton, the Quaker-poet, has 
long been familiar to the public. His poetry may not be 
of the highest order, but it is healthful and genuine ; 
with a quiet, familiar charm that seems and is the faithful 
transcript of as pure and blameless a life as poet ever 
lived. Few events marked this calm career. Bernard 
Barton lost his parents in childhood, but his step-mother, 
an excellent and admirable woman, reared him up as her 
own child. " At fourteen," writes his biographer, ** he 
was apprenticed to Mr. Samuel Jesup, a shopkeeper at 
Halstead, in Essex: 'Where I stood,' he writes 'for 
eight years behind the counter of the corner shop at the 
top of Halstead Hill, kept to this day, (Nov. 9, 1828} 
by my old master, and still worthy uncle, 8. Jesup.' " 

In 1806 he went to Woodbridge; and a year after 
married Lucy Jesup, the niece of his former master, and 
entered into partnership with her brother, as coal and 
com merchant. But she died a year after marriage, in 
giving birth to the' only child, who now survives them 
both ; and Barton, perhaps sickened with the scene of bis 
blighted love, and finJing, like his father, that he had 
less taste for the ledger thau for literature, almost directly^ 
quitted Woodbridge, and engaged himself as private tutor 
in the family of Mr. Waterhouse, a merchant in liver- 
pool. There Bernard Barton had some family con- 
nexions ; and there also he was kindly received and en- 
tertained by the Rosooe family, who were old acquaint- 
ances of his father and mother. 

After a yearns residence in Liverpool, he returned to 
Woodbridge, and there became clerk in Messrs. Alexan- 
der's bank — a kind of office which secures certain, if 
small remuneration, without any of the anxiety of busi- 
ness ; and there he continued for forty years, working till 
withhi two days of his death. 

His first volume, " Metrical Effusions," was published 
in 1812. The poet was then in his twenty-eighth year. 
In 1818 he made his second attempt, and from that time 
continued to write and publish with such inconsiderate 
haste, that both health and poetry suffered from it. 
Southey advised him to work less; "My friend," he 
sensibly writes, "go early to bed ; — and if you eat sup- 
pers, read afterwards, but never compose, that you may 
lie down with a quiet intellect. There is an intellectual 
as well as a religious peace of mind : — and without the 
former, be assured there can be no health for a poet." 

In his anxiety to devote himself exclusively to literature, 
Bernard Barton thought of relinquishing his present 
employment. Both Lord Byron and Charles Lamb 
advised him not to do so. ." Throw yourself rather from 
the steep Tarpeian rock, slap-dash headlong upon iron 
spikes," exclaims Elia ; " keep to your bank," he wisely 
adds, "and the bank will keep you. Trust not to 
the public ; you may hang, starve, drown yourself, for 
anything that worthy personage cares. I bless every 
star that Providence, not seeing good to make me inde- 
pendent, has seen it next good to settle me upon the 
stable foundation of LeadenhaU. Sit down, good B. B., 
in the banking office. What I is there not from six to 
eleven, p.m., six days in the week, and is there not all 
Sunday ? Fie, what a superfluity of man's time, if you 
could think so ! enough for relaxation, mirth, converse, 
poetry, good thoughts, quiet thoughts. Oh ! the cor- 
roding, torturing, tormenting thoughts that disturb the 
brain of the unlucky wight who must draw upon it for 
daily sustenance. Henceforth I retract all my fond com- 
plaints of mercantile employment ~ look upon them as 
lovers' quarrels. I was but half in earnest. Welcome dead 
timber of a desk that gives me life. A little grumbling 
is a wholesome medicine for the spleen, but in my inner 
heart do I approve and embrace this our close, but un- 
harassing, wAy of life." 

Bernard Barton yielded to this judicious advice. He 



remained in Woodbridge, and only gave his leisure houra 
to the muse. In 1 824 several members of the Society 
of Friends handsomely presented him with jf 1,200* 
He scrupled to accept this sum ; friendly Charles Lamb 
interferes again, and pleasantly advises him not to refuse 
what was so kindly meant and generously offered. 
"Think," he writes, "that you are called to a poetical 
ministry— nothing worse — the minister is worthy of hia 

hire If you still have doubts, read over 

Sanderson's ' Cases of Conscience,' and Jeremy Tayioi'a 
' Ductor Dubitantium,' the first a moderate octavo^ 
the latter a folio of nine hundred close pages) 
and, when you have thoroughly digested the admirable 
reasons pro and coit, which they give for every possible 
case, you will be just as wise as when you began. Every 
man is his own best casuist ; and, after all, as Ephraim 
Smooth, in the pleasant comedy of Wild Oatsi, has it» 
' There is no harm in a guinea.' A fortiori, there is leae 
in two thousand." 

The interest of this sum, and the sale of his various 
works, added to Bernard Barton's modest income. In 
1846 Sir Robert Peel procured him a pension of jf 100 
from the Queen. The poet did not live to enjoy it longs 
he had for several years been suffering finom a disease of 
the heart, which became more painful in the beginning 
of the present year. "On Monday, February 19, he 
was unable to get into the bank, having passed a very 
unquiet night; the first night of distress, he thankfriUy 
said, that his illness caused him. He suffered during the 
day ; but welcomed, as usual, the friends who came to 
see him as he lay on the sofis ; and wrote a few no^et, 
for his correspondence must now, as he had humoioudy 
lamented, become as short-breathed as himself. In the 
evening, at half-past eight, as he was yet oonv^ving 
cheerfully with a friend, he rose up, went to his bed- 
room, and suddenly rang the bell. He was found by his 
daughter dying. Assi^ance was sent for ; but all assist* • 
ance was vain. ' In a few minutes more,' says the note 
despatched from the house of death that night, 'all dis- 
tress was over on kit part^ and that warm kind heart is 
stUl for ever.' " 

A quiet life and a quiet death ; but let none pity 
Bernard Barton. The truest happiness is often the most 
common-place. Was he not, moreover, a poet, and had 
he not tlie poet's own pleasures, deep and delightftil ? 
His existence was somewhat monotonous, but it was not 
lonely ; his daughter resided with him, and he possessed 
a wide circle of friends; some, indeed, he lud never 
beheld, but with all he corresponded assiduously and 
faithfully. Southey, Lamb, the Hewitts, L. B. L., Mrs. 
Hemans, Mrs. Opie, Bowring, Conder, &c«, were . 
amongst his correspondents and friends. Who would 
wish to live in better company ? Besides, do we not 
know that if Bernard Barton spent forty years in Wood- 
bridge, he did not live there exclusively? A poet's ^ 
world is not the narrow space wherein he appears bodily, 
but the charmed realm his own fancy has adorned with - 
lovely scenes, and peopled with bright shapes. There is 
reality in this land of imagination, truth in all its dreams; 
for oft, when readers deem that the poet creates, he is 
only remembering some past scene or episode of his own 
life. As Bernard Barton himself tells 



It is not only while we look upon 
A lovely ludMane, that its bcaatiM plesse ; 

In dbunt dayi, when we afar are gone 
From rach, in fancy'* idle revenea, 
Or raooda of mind whidi inemory kyrea to aetse^ 

It eome* in Uvina beauty, fieah as wli«i 
We firat beheld it : valley, bill, or tieea 

O'erahadowing unseen brooka ; or outatretcVd feo, 
With cattle aprinkled o'er, eziat and cbana again. 

Thanks to this glorious poet^s world, Bernard Barton 
found his retirement neither dull nor irksome. He 
was content with his Woodbridge friends, and still 
more content with his Woodbridge fame. Indeed, he 
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ftmnkty oonfeflses ''hit decided preference for bambler 

ftme of hoove growth, awarded by folks that he has lived 

among for thirty-fiTe years, and b Unked to by number- 

kee and nameless ties of neighbourly, social, and iriendly 

sympathy/' Of his Woodbridge repute, he sends the 

IbUowiBg aooount to a correspondent :— > 

** Some of mj townsmen, three or four years ago, 

took it into their heads to name a schooner, built at this 

port, after their Woodbridge poet. The parties were not 

literary people, or great readers or lovers of verse ; I am 

not tore that they ever read a page of mine. But, I 

suppose, they thought a poet creditable, somehow or 

other, to a port ; and so they did me that honour, for 

which I am vastly their debtor. The stanza, 

' Thou bear'tt no pitmd or lofty name 
Wluch All who rnd mast know/ 

is no flight of voluntary humility on my part, but a 
rimple record of a positive fact ; for the captain has told 
me he has been asked over and over again, up the 
Mersey, the Humber, the Severn, and 1 know not where 
else, what perton or place his ship is named after ? and 
I lisncy the poor fellow has been at some pains to con- 
vince inquirers that, among my own folk, I really pass 
for somebody. At any rate, his vessel was once put 
down in the shipping list, among the arrivals at some 
far-off port, as ' Tke Barney Burton.* Oh, Willy Shaks- 
pere ! well mightest thou ask ' What's in a name ?' " 

The letters of Bernard Barton, though hastily penned, 
are agreeable, honest, and genuine, Bke the man who 
wrote them. There is true pathos in this lament for the 
deaHi of his friend Allan Cunningham. 

" And so I have lost my old fovourite— him whom 
Charles Lamb used to call the 'large-hearted Soot,' — and 
a large and warm heart he had of his own. It seems to 
me now as if I never would give a ii^ to go to town 
again. The very last time I was there, Lucy and I 
spent a morning at Chantre/s, walking with Allan about 
those great rooms, each of them as big as a little cathe- 
dral, and swarming with statues — busts and groups — 
many as large as hfe, all still as death. It was worth 
somewhat to sit at the foot of some grand mass of stone 
or marble, and hear Allan talk about Sir Walter Scott, 
and Sir Francis, and Wilkie, and Bums; or when he 
was still, and we as mute, to look round at all those 
glorious works of art^ till we ourselves seemed to grow 
into stone like them : and now and then the din of the 
great Babel without, fiuntly heard there, would come 
upon tts like echoes from another world with which we 
had no concern. We shall never go there more. Sir 
Francis and Allan, both then living, are now dead as the 
wonders they created; — the rooms are stripped; — and 
tbere^s an end of that beautiful chapter in one's little 
Kfe." 

This is charming, but the epistolatory gems of the 
book are the half mournful, hislf humorous letters of 
Charles Lamb. Who does not recognise at once our old 
friend Efia in the following ? — 

" I have just come from town, where I have been to 
get my bit of quarterly pension. And have brought 
home, from stalls in Barbican, the old ' Pilgrim's Pro- 
nesB,' vrith the prints 'Vanity Fair,' &c., now scarce. 
Four shillings. Cheap. And also one of whom I have 
oft heard, and had dreams, but never saw in the flesh 
-*that i^ In sheepskin— 'The whole Theological Works 
of Thomas Aquinas I' 

" My arms ached with lugging it a mile to the stage, 
but the burden was a pleasure, such as old Anchiaes was 
to the shoulders of ^ncas ; or the Lady to the Lover in 
the old romance, who having to carry her to the top of 
a high mountain — the price of obtaining her — clam- 
bered with hsr to the top and fell dead with fatigue. 
" * Oh, the glorious old schoolmen I' 

" There must be something in him, such great names 
imply greatneas. Who hath seen Michael Angelo's things 



-~of us that never pilgrimaged to Rome — and yet whidi 
of us disbelieves his greatness ? How I will revel in his 
cobwebs and subtleties till my brain spins !" 

The poetical selections from Bernard Barton's works 
which occupy half of the agreeable volume before us, 
have been carefully and judiciously made. Almost all the 
poems are good ; some are exquisite. 

Bernard Barton wrote fast and somewhat carelessly; 
he thus fell into many imperfections of style, but he also 
hit on some of those happy turns and felicitous ex- 
pressions which escape more careful poets. The brief 
poem entitled " A stream " is delightful in its way. 

It flows throuxh flowery memds. 
Gladdening the nerds that on its margin browse 

its quiet houn^r feeds 
The alders that o'ershade it with their boughs. 

Oentlj it nmnnnrs by 
The riUage ehurehvard, with a pbuntive tone 

Of dirge-like melody, 
For worth and bean^ modest as its own. 

More gailT now it sweeps 
By the small schoolhouse, in the sunshine bright 

And o*er the pebbles leaps 
Like hs^py hearts by holioay made light. • 

This is Bernard Barton in his lighter hours. He has 
grave and solemn strains, out-pourings of a thoughtful 
and reverent spirit which fill the heart with their own 
holy peace. Here is a sonnet on " True Worship " which 
forcibly reminds us of Wordsworth in his meditative 
mood: 

The patriarch wonhip]>ed leaning on his staff; 

And well, methinks, it were, itsuch our creed 

That we, in erenr hour of truest need, 
From the same hinden fount could inly quaff: 
We trust in ontward aids too much bv half. 

Could we within on ** liring bread *' but feed, 

And drink of living streams, our souls would heed 
All hindering helps but as the husks and chaff. 

Then erery day were holy 1 every hour 
Each heart's true homase might ascend on high, 
Ascribing to the Eternal Miyesty, 

And to the Lamb, thanksgiving, glory, power, 

Now and for ever I till the ample dower 
Of earth's full praise with that of heaven should vie. 

A pure and solemn aspiration, worthy of the quaker 
poet's simple faith. 

" The Grandsire's Tale," an old man relating to tho 
poet the early death of a favourite grandchild, is full of 
the most beautiful touches of poetry and nature. Ex- 
quisite indeed is the description of the prematurely 
thoughtful child : 

Though some miorht deem her pensive, if not sad. 

Yet those who knew her better, best could tell 
How calmly happy, and how meekly j^lad 

Her quiet heart in its own depth did dwell 

Like to the waters of some crystal well. 
In which the stars of heaven at noon are seen s 

Fancy might deem on her young spirit fell 
Glimpses of light more glorious and serene 
Than that of life's brief day, so heavenly was her miea> 

There is pathos and deep truth in the old man's 
lingering reluctance to tell the end of his sad story^ which 
isstiU 

—with fond nrdlizity dela^^ t 
Though fancy liad too well its close portray'd 
Before I heard it. Who but might have guessed 

That one so lit for heaven would early nde 
In this brief state of trouble and unrest ? 
Yet only wither here to bloom in life more blest. 
• ••••• e 

Her strength was failing, but it seemed to sink 

So calmly* tenderly, it woke no fear ; 
'Twas like a ripp'inor wave on ocean's brink 

Which breaks in dying music on the ear, 

And p!add beauty on the eye— no tear 
Bzcepi of quiet joy in hers was known ; 

Though some there were around her justly dear, 
Her love for whom in every look was shown. 
Yet more and mo.-e sh* sought and lo.-ed to be alone. 

One summer mom they missed he^- 
• ••••• e 

They found her in her chamber, bv the bed 

Whence she had risen, and on the bed-side chair. 
Before her, was an open bihle spread ; 

Herself upon her knees : — With tender cars 

They stole on her devotioos, when the air 
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Of her meek countenance the truth made known ; 
The child had died — died iu the act of prayer — 
And her pure apint, without sigh or groan, 
To heaven and endless joy from earth and grief had flown. 

Bernard Barton, you were a true poet, good and 
simple-hearted. You have left us many pure and holy 
thoughts, many pleasant household lays. Shall you not 
then be blest and remembered with those household 
poets you loved best — Goldsmith, Cowper, Crabbe, and 
Wordsworth I Names whose very familiarity bespeaks 
greatness, and that have ever been linked with "all 
things good and true." 



GEOLOGICAL OUTLINES. 

Part IV. 

The fossil remains of animals and regetables which have 
been discovered in the various stratified rocks, enable us 
to form tolerably accurate opinions as to the climate at 
the time of their formation. 

Polar bears, seals, walrus, elephants covered with hair, 
&c., &c., could have existed only in cold climates. Alli- 
gators, rhinoceroses, Indian or African elephants, lions, 
and tigers, &c., only in warm climates. Birds increase 
in size and brilliancy of plumage as we approach the 
equatorial regions, and the same holds with regard to 
shell-fish. In the polar regions the shell-fish besides 
being much smaller are, in many instances, destitute of 
any colour, from the absence of light, as it is probable 
that for the sake of warmth they are obliged to descend 
into very deep water in those icy regions, and in fact, 
some species have been discovered altogether destitute of 
visual organs, existing in entire darkness. 

Trees also vary according to climate, and their remains 
are a great guide to the geologist. The palm and the 
sugar-cane indicate tropical and warm ; the birch, the 
fern, willows, and mosses,— cold, and temperate climates. 

We will now endeavour to run through the various 
strata, commencing at the plutonic rocks, and woriting 
upwards, giving their qualities, form, and fossil remains, 
in as condenaed a manner as will be consistent with 
clearness. 

PLUTONtO OR VOLCANIC ROCK. — L0V7E8T SlERIRfl. 

Granite — is composed of quartz, febpar, and mica, in 
various proportions. It forms a very hard and durable 
stone for building, and has been driven up to the surface 
in many parts by volcanic agency. In the North of 
Scotland, the highlands are for the most part covered 
with granite rock. The town of Aberdeen is built of 
granite, and the stone is of such value, that Waterloo 
Bridge, many public buildings in London, and the whole 
of the Liverpool Docks, are built of granite, though at a 
considerable expense for carriage. 

Quartz — is a grey, glassy substance,, composed of 
oxygen and silica (the basis of flint,) and id easily re- 
cognised. It is insoluble even in boiling water, and cannot 
be scratched with a knife ; it wftl effervesce, if reduced to 
a powder and mixed with an acid. Oxide of iron ren- 
ders it yellow ; uxide of nickel, green. It is sometimes 
found in entire strata. Rock crystal is one of its forms. 
Silica or flint forms the basis of a large class of mineral 
rocks. Glass is composed of silica and potash. Large 
quantities of bottle glass are made in G^^rmany from 
melted lava, which is an erupted volcanic ruck. Mortar 
for building is a mixture of lime and silica; when 
hardened it becomes a silicate of lime. Pure quartz rocks 
are generally of a sugar-loaf shape, on which no vegetation 
will flourish. 

Felspar — is a crystalline substance, usually opaqne» 
and of a yellow or pink colour, composed of potash, lime, 
sand, and clay ; quartz will scratch it, being still harder, 
but a knife will hardly make any impression. It ran be 
easily melted, quartz cannot ; there are infinite varieties 



of it; whole strata have been discovered three parte 
silicate of alumina, and one part silicate of potish. It 
Is a component part of all volcanic rocks. 

Mica. — A glittering substance divisible into thin leereiy 
compounded of flint, clay, magnesia, and oxide of ironi 
it is sometimes transparent, and of various colours. It 
may be distinguished from talc by its elasticity. Talc 
will break when bent, mica will not, but can be bent 
double, and will resume its former shape ; it is ftuible* 
and can be made artificially. 

Basalt — of which the Gianft Causeway in Ireland is 
composed, is a grey, compact, crystallized rock, which in 
cooling has become converted into many-sided prismi. 
The angles of basaltic ooluttns vary from three to twelve, 
and they are often jointed. Along the coast of Skye 
there are basaltic columns 400 feet in height ; at the Frith 
of Clyde they have been found 27 feet in thickness. They 
can be made artificially. 

Pyroxenes and Hornblende — are frequently found in 
volcanic rocks ; they are very like each other in appear- 
ance, but differ in quality. Pyroxenes is resinonsi 
hornblende glassy. The former is elastic^ the lattei: 
brittle. They are both of a black colour, and crystallized 
in rhomboidal prisms ; the angles of the prisms are abo 
different in each, they are silicates of lime, iron, and 
magnesia. Pyroxenes can be artificially made, horn* 
blende cannot, the former being produced by intense 
heat and rapid cooling, the latter by slow cooling. It 
would perhaps take nearly a thousand years slow cooling 
to form crystals of hornblende. 

Orbicular Porphyry — is composed of crystals of fel^ 
spar and hornblende, and forms the principal material of 
basaltic columns. 

Talc — is a silicate of magnesia; it is not elastic, but 
transparent, and is used for lanterns ; it is distinguished 
from other crystals by its softness ; it can be dbsolvedi 
and effervesces in acids. It occurs in crystalline lime- 
stones, and also in chalk, and is very abundant in the 
dolomite or magnesian limestone. It has been found pu^ 
at Howth in Ireland, and in the bed of the River 
Dodder, near Dublin. 

Mountains where mica predominates, may easily be dis- 
tinguished from those wnere quartz abounds, by their 
being serrated, and covered with herbage. 

The plutonic rocks are non-fossiliferous and unstratified. 

METAMORPHIC OR HrVBRIOR BTRATIFIBD 8ERIB8. 

Immediately over the granite lie the metamorphio 
rocks, so called, because the intense heat of the plutonic 
rocks when in a state of fusion, has metamorphosed them 
from stratified into crystalline rocks. They are also 
greatly contorted and dislocated, and foW of trap veinil 
and minerals, showing that they have been split open, 
and fluid lava or trap forced through, and into the cracks. 
These veins in many instances are again crossed by otheir 
trap veins, showing other eruptions at later periods* 

Granite is proved to be an eruptive rock of the sane 
kind as trap, because in the Island of Skye, where the 
slate is intersected by trap veins, small pieces of slate are 
broken off", and enclosed in the trap, as would naturally 
be the case with a red hot fluid forcing its way through 
crevices, and granite veins are found passing through the 
slate, and showing the same effect. This was long a 
disputed point amongst geologists, and the first who 
di:}covered the granite veins, was so delighted, that his 
guides thought he had found a gold mine. Ghinite con- i 
tains about 60 per cent of quartz. Trap or lava, a very 
large proportion of iron, and but little quartz. They 
both produce exactly the same effect upon the limestone 
stratification where it joins them, converting it into a" 
pure carbjnafe of lime or marble by crjstallization, an 
effect that could only be produced by red hot lava in a 
state of fusion. 

In the North of England there is a crack or fissure 
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aeventy miles in length, filled with trap, cutting across 
beds of coal, limestone, lias, shale, &c. 

Gneiss — is a stratified rock composed of the old debris 
of the granitic rocks ; vast beds of it are found in the 
Scottish highlands ; it is composed of exactly the same 
materials as granite, and has been so highly crystallized 
by Yolcanic heat, as to be hardly distinguishable from it. 

Primitive Limestone or Marble — ^ia a carbonate of 
lime, formerly deposited in stratified beds at the bottom 
of the ocean, where immense pressure and volcanic heat 
convert it into crystallized limestone, or j^ure marble. 
It is very abundant in Greece and Italy, giving thereby a 
great impetus to sculpture. A tolerably useful black 
marble is found at Galway, in Ireland. Geologists have 
been puzzled to account for the immense quantities of 
lime in this primitive formation, as there are no traces of 
fossil shells. The waters appear to have been created 
"in the beginning," long before any other thing or 
creature, and probably there might be a great deposit of 
lime at that early era before fish were created. 

Clajr Slate and Mica Slate. — Clay slate forms the 
material used for roofing houses, being capable of cleavage 
into very thin layers. It is formed from fine particles of 
clay, held in suspension, and deposited under water very 
slowly, and subject to great pressure. The cleavage 
runs in perfectly parallel lines, not interrupted by con- 
tortions of the slate, but cutting through them, which 
shows that it is produced long after the deposition and 
volcanic action exerted upon it. 

This cleavage, which occurs more or less in all rocks, 
even in granite, has been supposed to be owing to 
electricity. Mica slate differs from clay slate from the 
fact that, in the former, the cleavage is at an angle, and 
in th& latter, always horizontal to the stratification. 

If there have ever been any fossil remains in this group 
(which is sometimes twenty thousand feet in thickness), 
tliey have been totally obliterated by the same cause that 
produced thdr crystallixation, viz., volcanic action and 
heat. 

TRAKSTTtON GROtfP. 

This group differs very little in material from the 
PHmary ; the remains of fossil plants and animals, how- 
ever, begin to appear, but of the very lowest class, 
and in small numbers. The vegetables are such as grow 
only in low marshy soils, and shallow beds of lakes, or 
banks of rivers. 

The animals are of the lowest and simplest class, 
such as the polypus, with only a stomach, fixing itself 
by a stalk to the bottom of the sea. There is not a trace 
of anything like land or herbivorous animals. 

The stratification is, however, remarkable for the 
m3rriads of shell-fish, all of extinct species, of which, the 
principal wer6 the following : — 

The' Lily Encrinite — nearly the size of a water melon, 
and with a stalk like a water lily. This animal appears 
to have seized its prey by closing itself like the petals of 
a flower, and devouring it in the stalk ; no fossil remains 
of this species have ever been found above the new red 
sandstone formation- 

The Ammonite. — The shell of this animal is shaped 
like the horn on the head of Jupiter Aniuioii, and hence 
its name ; it varies in size, from being almost invisible, to 
three or four feet in diameter; each shell conUins a 
series of empty chambers; in one of which the animal 
resides. They are arched from within in a wonderful 
manner, to enable them to bear the pressure of the water 
at great depths ; a small pipe runs through the shell, 
which the animal filled or emptied with air, so as to rise 
or sink to any height in the water at pleasure. 

The Trilobite — b cUefly remarkable tor its head and 
eyes ; the body was small and round, with shelly plates ; 
feeding at the bottom of the sea, it required to see its 
•nemies above and around it; and its eyes projecting 



conically, considerably above its head, contained each 
four hundred spherical len?es. 

We may infer from the animal and vegetable remains, 
that the whole earth must, at this period, have been 
almost covered with water. 

SECONDARY SERIES. — CARBONIFEROUS GROUP. 

Old Red Sandstone — is composed of sand deposited in 
minute particles, and oxide of iron, which gives it a 
yellow colour ; the oxide of iron forms a strong cement. 
An iron nail falling into sand would become oxygenated 
(or rusty), forming a carbonate of iron, and would 
instantly cement the whole mass. Strata of sandstone 
are found many thousand feet in thickness ; it exists on 
the surface in some parts of Connemara and the West of 
Ireland. 

Mountain Lim^tone — ^is composed entirely of carbonate 
of lime ; it is generally of a grey colour, and abounds in 
the midland districts of Ireland. 

The Coal Measures — are frequently found lying above 
this stratification, but never below it. They are found 
intermingled with beds of shale, ironstone, sandstone, 
limestone, &c. Coal is entirely of vegetable origin ; sup- 
posed by some to be the remains of extensive forests 
which have either been carried down by rivers, so as to 
form deltas at their mouths, or else have been suddenly 
degraded by volcanic action ; and, after remaining till a 
bed of shale or limestone was deposited over them, being 
again raised when other forests grew and were degraded 
in like manner. 

In 1819, the water of the river Kile, at the delta, was 
suddenly deepened 27 feet by an earthquake, and 
gradually filled up again by deposit ; at the same time, a 
large meadow sunk below the level of the sea. In Java, 
a tract of country sixteen miles long, by six miles wide, 
was lowered several feet by the same cause. 

These earthquakes are supposed to be owing to the 
vacQimis caused under the crust of the earth, where 
great quantities of lava are discharged from the surface 
of volcanoes. 

The fossil plants found in coal measures are chiefly 
gigantic specimens of the palm, pine, and fern tribe; 
more than 300 species, all now extinct. It is probable 
that the moisture and heat were then so excessive, as to 
treble or quadruple the growth of forest and wood as 
compared to the present day. Large fragments of trees 
have been found perfectly carbonized, but lying in all 
positions; sometimes exactly upright as they grew, with- 
out a bough being disturbed, and immersed in several 
different stratifications, proving slow immersion under 
water, and deposit around them. 

The animal remains are nearly the same as those in 
the transition group, with the addition of a few fi.she8. 

PHASES OF LIFE. 

There are in existence two periods when we shrink from 
any great vicissitude — early youth and old age. In the 
middle of life, we are indifferent to change ; for we have 
discovered that nnthin? is, in the end, so good or so bad 
as it first appeared. We know, moreover, how to accom- 
modate ourselves to circumstances ; and enough of exer- 
tion is still lett in us to cope with the event, but age is 
heart -wearied and tempest torn : it is the crumbling ceno- 
taph of fear and lu)pe ! Wherefore sht)uld there be tur- 
moil for the few and evening hours, when all they covet is 
repose ? Tuey see their shadow fall u])on the grave, and 
need but to be at re-t beiieafli ! Youth is not less averse 
from change ; but that is from e.raggt-ration of its conse- 
quences, for all seems to the young so imjjortant, and so 
fatal. They are timid, because they know not what they 
fear; hopeful, because they know not what they expect. 
Despite their gaiety of confidence, they yet dread the 
first plunge into Ute's unfutUumed deep. 
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A SONG FOR CHRISTMAS EVE. 



I ctinnot let my harp be still 

While holy chimes and bells are rinsring, 
Come nmnd me, neighbours, if ye will, 

Acd help me in my carol singing. 
ChauAt, loud and long, 'tis '* Christmas Eve " 

We've got a merry time before us. 
And now old friends, by your good leaTe, 

I'll troll the song and ye the chorus ; 
And this shall be the theme for glee, 

A theme no cynic dare condemn, 
May kindly word and loving heart 

Be household " stars of Bethlehem. " 

We all have bad our yearly share 

Of puns and griefs and sad vexi^ons, 
For grim old Care comes ererywhera, 

And claims na as his near relations. 
Our heads have ached, our hands have toiled. 

But blackest bread may hold some leaven, 
And all earth's trials never spoiled 

A spirit that had faith m heaven. 
Crashed bloom a perfume still imparts, 

Though hard the blow that smote the stem, 
And hearts that feel for others' hearts 

Are human '* stars of Bethlehem." 

Bat rarely some bright hours have come 

Of Hope and Joy, of Peace and Beauty ; 
Some welcome ray has cheered our way. 

And lighted up the path of Duty. 
Some blnsings have been scattered round. 

Some drops of mercy have been showered ; 
Some heavy chains have been unbound. 

Some clouds have passed that darkly lowered* 
So let us raise the notes of praise, 

For gratitude is Nature's gem, 
And breasts that wear it shed a beam 

Like holy '* stars of Bethlehem." 

Let friend and foe, let age and youth. 

Let weak and strong draw nigh together, 
And spread the wing of social truth 

Without one rough or broken feather. 
'Us fit that such a time as this 

Should link us closer to each other. 
To spread the circle of our bliss 

Until it reach our poorest brother. 
Oh, '* help the needy," for 'tis sud. 

The hands that raise and succour them 
Will find a friend in Him who made 

His sign " the star of Betldehem." 

God give us might, God give na will 

To render thanks for Plenty's nieasnrs. 
And may our bounty ever spill 

A goodly portion of the treasure. 
May blessings fall on each and all 

Who rightly use the gifts entrusted ; 
But shame to Wealth that keeps in stealth 

lu *' talent," eold, and dim, and rusted. 
The pearl of Charity is yet 

The Christian's purest, fairest gem. 
And every bosom where 'tis set 

Serves well ti^ ** star of Bethlehem.** 

Hark I there are merry bells without. 

And let us ring our chimes within. 
Let mirth and music breathe about, 

For simple pleasure killcth sin. 
Chaunt loud and long, 'tis ** Christmas Eve," 

Come help me, neighbours, in my singing, 
Ye give true notes, and by your leave, 

I'll string the echoes ye are flinging. 
And thus the glail refrain is heard, 

A then.rf no cynic dare condemn, 
May loving heart, and kindly word. 

Be household " stars of Bethlehem." 

Eliza Cook. 



DUMOND DUST. 

Evert man, no matter how lowly he may appear to 
himself, might still endeavour to produce something for 
the benefit or use of society; remembering, that an 
insect furnishes by its labour materials wl^rewith to 
form the regal robes of kings. 

Pleasurr may be called the short cut to the tomb, as 
it shortens time, which is the way. 

To be unkind or rude to others, and yet expect to be 
treated by them with courtesy and affection, is as selfish 
as it is absurd. 

Respect is to the person beloved, what the enchasing 
is to the gem ; it shows the value set upon it. 

We often censure the conduct of others, when, under 
the same circumstances, we might not have acted half so 
well. 

Bettsr that a house be too small for anight, than too 
large for a year. 

We suffer more from anger and grief, than firom the 
very things for which we anger and grieve. 

His greatness must needs £k11 which is not founded im 
goodness. 

Ip you wish success in life, make perseverance your 
bosom friend, experience your wise counsellor, caution 
your elder brother, and hope your guardian genius. 

We are more prone to persecute others for their faith, 
than to make sacrifices to prove our own. 

The most lively of our thoughts have no relation to 
any words : at certain times, we think as if there were 
no such thing as language. 

Time, patience, and industry are the three grand 
masters of the world. 

Truth, though hewn Uke the mangled form of Osiris 
into a thousand pieces, uid scattered to the four winds, 
shall be gathered limb to limb, and moulded with every 
joint and member into an immortal feature of loveliness 
and |)erfection. 

Death falls heavy upon him who is too much known 
to others, and too little to himself. 

Gratitude was fancifully said to be the memory of 
the heart ; but, alas for poor human nature 1 hearts are 
more than suspected to have wondrous short memories. 

In some feelings there is all the strength, and all tho 

I divinity of knowledge. 
We must not attempt an eagle's flight with the wings 
of a wren. 

A COVETOUS man is a dog in a wheel, that roasteth 
meat for others. 

. 80UND policy is never at variance with substantial 
justice. 

They who would rule safely, must rule with love, not 
arms. 

Those who stand on the high places of the earth un- 
derstand not what necessity, what suffering, means ; they 
know not what it is to a noble mind to be obliged, like 
the worms, to crawl upon the earth for nourishment, 
because it has not strength to endure ftimine. Life 
moves around them with so much grace, splendour, and 
beauty ; they drink of life's sweetest wine, and dance in 
a charming intoxication. They find nothing within them, 
which can enable them to understand the real sufferings 
of the poor. They love only themselves, and look at 
mankind only in their own narrow circle. 

Pride prevents not the commission of unworthy 
actions, thout^h it forbids the avowal of them. 

Primed and l'uhli<ihed for the Proprietor, by Jonx Owkn Clarkk, 

of No. 9, Heiningford IVrracc, East, in the Parish of St. }f ary, 

Islington, in the County of Middlesex) at his Printing Office, 

No 3, Kaqurt Court. Floet Street, in the I>arish of St. Dride, 

in the Cicy of London. Saturday, Deoembv 22, 1840. 
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HOME POWER. 

We do not eioggenb) irhea we aaj, tbit the infloenccs 
which cperaU npon the hamaa being in Ibe Uome in 
which he is reired, >ie the most powerful oF ell the 
influencm to .which he is subjected. It is really the Home 
whu^ goTHna the world, for it is there that those prin- 
dple* of conduct and aclioD are imbibed which men 
aflarwardi aarj with them into active life. There the 
character of man is tbrmadi hh education is built np) 
hi* nationa of right and wrong are implantedi and his 
whole couTM in after life is determined, for good or for 
e*il. The Home is tbe crTstal of society ; it is the scliool 
of eivlliiation ; it is the centre ronnd which tbe moral 
and social world revolves. 

They greatly err who think that social progress depeniJs 
antvety on the laws devised by ParUamRils. These are 
•t best bat the reflei of the progress already made in the 
horaea of the people. Given the very best laws, if homes 
are not happy — if the children, of whom aociety is from 
time to time made op, be not rightly trained and nnr- 
tnred there, the result will be found absolutely worthless. 
All progreii tiegins and ends with the home. From that 
■ource, be it pure or tainted, issue the principles and 
maums vhidi govern society at large. What is collective 
pnblic opinion, that mighty power, bnt the collective 
opinion of our homes ? The tiniest little bits of opinion 
there sown in the minds of children in private life, after- 
ward* issue forth to the world, and beoome ita public 
opinion. It is the nursery that makes the nation ; and 

I they who hold the leading-strings of children there, have 
in their hands a greater power than those who wield the 

i reins of OovemDient. 

I TUa may aaund very pandoxical, but it is so. Ijook 
■t Uie growth of a mm. He comes into the world 
belpteas, and abaolutely dependent npon others fbr his 
nnrtnre, Us comfort, his ideas, his culture i in a word, 
for the development of his whole nature. If he is ill'fod, 
breathee impure air. Uvea in a damp and diitj dwelling, 
and is early put to hard work, he will grow np, if he do 
not die early, a stnnted, nnheallhy, dwarfed, and unhappy 
hdng. If the home in which he lives be the scene of 
qoemlontnees, discontent, strife and qoerrelling. — where 
no loving nature presides, and vbcre affection and kindly in- 
are unknown, he will nnconsdonsly assume the 



unloving and ungenial nature of those around him, 
issue forth to (DcietyabeiDg devoid of sympathy and fellow- 
feeling for hia kind. If surrounded by ignorance, coi 
ness, and bmtality, be will assume the same form, and 
grow np to manhood a kind of savage, all the worse if 
placed in the midst of the temptations of civilized life. 
Fancy a nation of human beings so trained and reared, 
and what could any Laws do fbr them .* 

On the other hand, let the home b« a home of comfort, 
where the heart and the head govern wisely — where the 
natures of children, the future men and women of society, 
are studied and cared for with a view to their nltii 
usefulness and happiness — when the conditions reqi 
fbr their healthy physical growth are du1yproTided-*w 
love and duty are the pole-stara of action — vrhere the 
opening minds of the young, always ready to take the first 
impresiions stamped upon them, are carefully trained 
nartnred into strenglh, vigour, and fulness^then may 
we anticipate from anch a home, an isano of healthy, n 
laving, and happy beings, each a low unto himself, wisely 
goicming his o^n concerns, and diffusing happinosa 
imoni; all around him. When the affairs of all oui homea 
ara so administered, lovingly and intelligently, then bail I 
all hail 1 to the " good time coming 1 " 

The home power, then, is the great power; and to 
develope this power and direct it aright, onght to be the 
first aim of all true reformers. We ara all rcformera : 
we all wish to make the world better, and to help it for- 
ward while we live, so that, when vre lay down at the end 
of our lives, our race may have been something the better 
for us. Some aro working in some way, somi 
another; but to all we say, here is the beginning — the 
Home — do not neglect this. Here yon have the fertile 
seed-gronnd of the fdtore happiness of nations ; here yon 
really train up society in the way that it should go, and 
vrhen old it will not depart from it. Civiliiation leally 
id truly begins at Home. 
And here we have a word for woman, who la the chief 
irector of this home power. There are some who think, 
id who say, that vroraen have not yet sufficient power. 
I it not a power involving the most tremendous respon- 
bilities, to have tbe formation of tbe characters of men 
id women, and the direction, for good or evil, of their 
itire moral nature ? To have commifled to them 
almost entire dominion of home, through whicti the world 
is governed f To hold the universal heart of man ? ' 
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give the mind its first bias towards virtue, to implant that 
disposition which leads to elevation of soul and gene- 
rosity of heart, to nobility of sentiment, and to purity 
of thought and action, or the contrary of all these ? Is 
not this a power far greater than, as law-makers, they 
could ever hope to exercise? We cannot keep power 
from woman : Nature has given it to her, and man cannot 
usurp it. Bentham said, we could never think of keep- 
ing powelr from woman, for she already governs the world 
" with the whole power of a despot." 

And now see what is the instrument with which woman 
works in her great capacity of director of the home 
power. It is Love '. This is the life of her spirit— the 
motive-spring of her action in the family. Love for her 
children, whom she cannot help but loving, whether her 
love be returned or not. But it is the nature of love to 
beget its like, as it is of violence to beget hate. " The 
noblest and fairest quality," observes Richter, "with 
which nature could and must furnish woman for the 
benefit of posterity was Love, the most ardent, yet with- 
out return, and for an object unlike itself. The child 
reodvea love, and kisses, and night-watchings, but at 
first it only answers with rebuffs ; and the weak creature, 
which requires most, pays least. But the mother gives 
unceasingly ; yea, her love only becomes greater with the 
necessity and thanklessness of the recipient, and she feels 
the greatest for the most feeble, as the father for the 
Btrongest child." 

Love, however, may be misdirected when unintelligent. 
Love may desire to promote the happiness of children, 
but know not how, because ignorant. Animals have 
instinct, which the Creator has implanted in them for 
the preservation of their species, and which acts effi- 
ciently to that end without any course of training or 
education. But to man and woman reason has been 
givpn in place of instinct, and this requires to be care- 
fully trained and directed, otherwise the higher functions 
of the human being will be imperfectly and faultily per- 
formed. Thus a woman may love her child with intense 
devotedness, but if she knows not how to feed it, rear 
it, and educate it, her love will avail it nothing. She 
must first know the child's nature, learn the conditions 
necessary for its health, and the growth of its mind and 
chiuracter, before she can undertake to rear it with credit. 
In a word, she must be intelligent, educated, instructed. 
She must herself have been so trained, as that she may 
be enabled to exercise her great functions wisely and 
profitably to her children. If she begins her mother- 
o^rdor ignorant, then woe for the children whom she 
rears, and woe for the society into which they are cast 1 

The child claims of its mother, that she shall know 
how to rear it physically. Its helpless nature during the 
many long years that must elapse before it can exist as 
a Mlf-dependent being, strongly supports this claim. 
Gardeners study the nature of plants, and farmers of 
cattle, — ^that they may rear them healthily, for the sake 
of pecuniary gain. Ought not mothers also, to know 
something of the physical nature of the children commit- 
ted to them, for their own as well as for their children's 
future happiness ? Why should not a knowledge of the 
simple laws of physiology be imparted to all young 
women, as well as instructions in other elementary 
branches of education ? Such knowledge would be infi- 
nitely more valuable than that of Thalberg's fantasias 
or oriental tinting. It is to be deplored that the edu- 
cation, especially of what are considered educated women, 
is directed so exclusively to the acquisition of the showy 
and the superficial, that practical qualities are almost 
entirely neglected. And when a young woman so edn- 
catedf after having become mated for life, at last sits 
down in a home of her own, she too often finds herself 
with her education all to begin over again. What does 
she know of the ways of making a home comfortable ? 
What has tihb leamt of house-thrift and economy ? And 



when she suddenly becomes a mother, and finds com- 
mitted to her care a delicate being whom she ardently 
loves, but knows not how to manage, how agonizing are 
the fears which she entertains for its safety ! 

To perform all these duties aright, woman requires 
instruction. Mere instinctive love towards the chiI9, 
and desire to do right, are not enough. Besides the 
feeling heart, she requires the cultivated head. The 
conditions requisite for the health of the child, and for 
the healthy atmosphere of the home, ought to be known 
to her. There are certain physical agencies which are 
requisite for the healthy home,— such as healthy food, 
pure air, pure water, light, cleanliness, and so on. 
Upon the regulation of these infiuences depend the 
health and comfort of every individual, and also to a 
great extent their goodness and usefulness in after life. 
It is chiefly woman who has the direction of these in- 
fluences in the home, and therefore it is that she should 
know something of their nature and operation. It is 
only by acting in accordance with the natural laws, that 
blessing and happiness can be expected to attend them in 
their homes ; for let the laws of nature and the human 
organization be violated, 'and providence lias arranged 
that suffering, disease, and premature death will inevita- 
bly follow. Alas ! how often does it happen that the 
love of the mother, without knowledge, has its recom- 
pense in a child's coffin I 

Another great influence which woman exercises in the 
home, is that of household economy, management, and 
cleanliness. How happy does a man go forth to his 
labour or business, and how doubly happy does he return 
from it, when he sees his means carefully husbanded and 
wisely applied by a judicious and well-managing wife. 
Such a woman is not only a power in her own home, but 
her example goes forth among her neighbours, and she 
stands before them a model and a pattern. The habits of 
her children are formed after her habits : her actual life be« 
comes the model after which they mould themselves un- 
consciously ; for example always speaks more eloquently 
than words : it is instruction in action — wisdom at work. 
Daughters will form themselves after such a woman, and 
her children will rise up afterwards and call her blessed. 
Of the importance of household economy, much might 
be said. It not merely enables a man and his fan^y 
to live in comfort upon the means earned ofl«n by hard 
labour, but enables the father to provide for the future 
of his family. How many a poor man's means run to 
waste because of his wife's ignorance in the simple art 
of preparing food ! With waste there is generally want 
of wholesomeness in the food that is prepared. Good 
taste and average skill in the preparation of food ia 
always a true economist ; and as this is an art that is 
called into requisition daily, and upon which the health 
and contentment of a family very much depend, every 
woman ought to pay a reasonable share of attention to 
it. Cleanliness is more than wholesomeness: it is an 
atmosphere of self-respect, materially influencing the 
moral condition of all persons in the home, and espe- 
cially of the rising children. Dirt and disorder are the 
very moral poisons of youth. 

Woman also mainly determines what the moral atmo- 
sphere of the home shall be. By her good temper, sua- 
vity, and kindness, she difluses round her a spirit of 
love. Her greatest power is her gentleness — gentleness* 
which is the bond of peace. Gentleness is infinitely 
more powerful than force or anger; and, by a steady, 
persistent gentleness, aided by firmness when required, 
woman is generally able to constrain even the most unruly 
natures to obedience and subjection. The mother almoal 
invariably gives the moral tone to the fkmilj : not ending 
with her government there only, but living in the future 
lives of her children, and through them, in all time 
coming. Cheerfulness, self-control, regard for duty, and 
good temper, may early be planted in the child's mind 
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hj the example of the careful mother, and in course of 
time become their habitual character when thej have 
grown up into the man or the woman. 

To direct all the power of the home aright, — ^to be 
efficient in the performance of her various offices as wife, 
mother, and domestic manager — ^woman must be forti< 
fied and directed by intelligence. All the arguments 
which have been from time to time advanced in favour of 
the education of man, plead equally strongly in fevour of 
the education of woman. In all the departments of 
household industry and management, intelligence adds to 
her usefulness and efficiency. It enables her to employ 
the means with which she is furnished, and the influence 
which nature has designed her to exercise, to the best 
purposes. Mental cultivation is the handmaid of com- 
fort — ^that thoroughly English word, signifying the true 
element of physical and moral well-being. It enables 
her to anticipate, gives her forethought, suggests modes 
of providing for the future happiness of herself, her 
children, and her husband. It gives her strength in 
all ways; and enables her to conduct herself creditably 
in the various relationships of life — as daughter, sister, 
wife, mother or friend. In such mental strength and 
enlightenment, be sure that she will always find a 
stronger and surer protection than in mere innocent and 
unsuspecting ignorance ; in cultivated moral and religious 
feelings she will secure sources of influence much more 
noble and mrch more lasting than in mere physical at- 
tractions ; and in proper self-reliance and self-dependence 
on her own mental resources, directed for the good of 
others, she will generally experience the truest and most 
lasting sources of comfort and happiness. 

Were all women so educated, the power which they 
wield in the Homes of England over the minds and 
morals of the rising generation, could not fail soon to 
advance us immeasurably in the dignity of rational exist- 
ence, as well as in all moral, social, and religious well- 
being. 



CHEMISTRY FOR THE KITCHEN 

FOURTH A&TICLE — ^MILK. 

Milk is the food naturally provided for the young of all 
those animals which are termed by naturalists, mammals* 
or mammalia. This large and most important class of 
beings, includes not only those animals usually spoken of 
as quadrupeds, but also the human species, the flsh- 
shaped, but warm-blooded, air-breathing whales, the 
various species of seals, and the flittering bat. 

Milk is a fSood which has been compounded by the 
Creator for the support of the created ; its composition 
is ordained by a higher than human intelligence. We 
might expect, therefore, to find in it a perfect specimen 
of nourishment, nor shall we, on examination, be disap- 
pointed ; it contains .within itself all the substances 
requisite for the support of healthy and vigorous existence; 
far from being a simple, it is in reality one of the most 
compound articles of diet. Its curdy portion supplies 
the materials of our muscular flesh — its butter supplies 
the requisite amount of fat ; the sugar it contains fur- 
nishes the fuel for the warmth of our bodies, whilst the 
bone-making and other saline ingredients indispensable 
to young and growing animals are not omitted. Man 
himself has paid an unconscious tribute to the excellence 
of this combination, by imitating it more or less closely 
in his various admixtures of artificial food ; to his bread, 
which contains subfttances similar to the curd and sugar 
of the milk he adds butter; he fattens animals for his 
use, and then devours them, along with farinaceous sub- 
stances, thus mingling the three kinds of diet, viz., fat, 
lean, and vegetable, corresponding to the butter, curd, and 
sugar of the milk ; nay more, he even adds salt as a saline 



ingredient, so as to render the resemblance still mora 
close to the original. 

The chemical examination of milk, shows that its solid 
contents are about thirteen parts in every hundred ; that 
of the cow, for example, contains on an average the 
following quantities in every hundred parts : — Cxurd, from 
three to four parts ; butter, from three to four parts ; 
sugar of milk, from four to five parts ; saline and earthy 
substances, half a part ; and water about eighty-seven 
parts. These proportions are not the same in all ani- 
mals, and they even vary very much in the same animal, 
from a difference in the food, or from other circumstances 
affecting it. 

In accordance with the plan followed in our previous 
articles, we will examine separately the various substances 
forming milk, and then proceed to make whatever prac- 
tical and useful applications of the information that may 
be in our power. 

The ciird of milk, which is the casein or caseous 
matter of chemists, exists dissolved in fresh milk ; it 
somewhat resembles albumen, or white of egg, in its pro- 
perties, but unlike it, is not coagulated or hardened by heat) 
therefore no separation of curd takes place when milk is 
boiled; the presence of the smallest quantity of acid, 
whether added artificially or formed in the milk naturally, 
causes the separation of the curd in a solid form. Casein is 
a highly nutritious body, being similar in its nourishing 
properties to the flesh of animals. When milk is taken as 
food, the casein is immediately curdled by the acids of the 
stomach, and in this form is readily digested. When 
curd is formed artificially (cither by the use of rennet, as 
in this country, or of the acid called spirits of salts, as in 
Holland,) and mixed with a greater or less proportion of 
the cream of the mi lit, it forms, after having been sepa- 
rated by pressure from the whey, the well-known sub- 
stance, cheese ; in this form it is digested with slowness 
and difficulty. 

The quantity of curd existing hi milk varies very 
much ; it is greatly influenced by the kind of food and 
amount of exercise taken by the animal, being found in 
the largest quantity when the cows feed on poor land, 
where they have to take a considerable amount of exer- 
cise to procure their food, which increases the appetite 
and the quantity of food eaten. In Scotland, it is cus- 
tomary to give stall-fed cows a few pounds of beans 
daily, which is found to increase very considerably the 
quantity of casein, a result not at all extraordinary, when 
we bear in mind the fact, that in beans, casein exists, 
ready formed, to the extent of nearly one-third their 
weight. The use of beans in increasing the quantity of 
curd, and consequently of chcrse, is strongly commended 
to the consideration of cheese-makers. 

Butter exists in milk in the form of little globules, 
each of which is enclosed in a skin of curd ; these globules 
rise to the surface, on standing, and constitute cream. 
The quantity of the butter contained in milk is much in- 
creased by feeding on rich pastures, and by such kinds of 
food as grains, or wash — it Is very much lessened by exer- 
cise; hence the morning's milk, after the night's rest, is 
always richer in cream than that of the evening; driving the 
cows rapidly, or any distance, before milking, lessens the 
quantity of butter very considerably ; exposure to cold 
is another cause of its decrease, hence the importance 
of sheltering cows during the night, and in winter. 

Sugar of milk is, as its name implies, a sweet sub- 
stance ; it much resembles cane sugar in its properties j 
is readily digested, and capable, under certain circum- 
stances, of being fermented into an intoxicating beverage. 

The saline bodies of the milk are of the utmost im- 
portance ; they are, in great part, the substances called 
phosphates, and are the bone-making materials in the 
food of the young animal. Dr. Playfair (one of our most 
distinguished chemists), who has paid considerable atten- 
tion to the influence of the diet of animals on the quality 
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of the milk, suggests that the frequent oocurrenoe of 
rickety infants in the richer classes^ may be owing to the 
mothers feeding on white bread, from which the phos- 
phates hare been removed with the bran. 

Having considered the nature of the substances con- 
tained in milk, we pass to a consideration of the changes 
it undergoes naturally, or by exposure to the air. On 
remaining at rest for some time, the globules of butter 
rise to the surface, forming with their skin of curd and 
some of the milk, the substance termed cream ; this 
separation takes place even in the udder of the cow; 
it is well known to dairymen that the last portions of 
milk are by far the richest in cream, and that the cow 
should therefore be milked until quite dry. The skimmed 
mUk, which remains after the separation of the cream, 
contains all the dissolved casein, and the whole of the sugar 
of milk, with the saline particles. 

During the summer weather, milk by exposure to the 
air soon becomes sour, the acid, which is formed by a 
series of complicated chemical changes from the sugar of 
milk, acts upon the dissolved casein, and converts it into 
solid curd; this effect may be precisely imitated, as is 
done in cheese making, by the addition of any acid, or 
by the fluid obtained by soaking in water the fourth 
stomach of the calf (rennet.) 

During the cold of winter this change takes place with 
difficulty ; instead of the milk becoming sour it becomes 
rank, and b partly putrefied ; in this state good butter 
cannot be made from the cream that rises, as it has a 
rank unpleasant taste; this tendency to putridity is 
partly prevented by scalding the milk, a process which is 
always had recourse to in some parts of the country, as 
in Devonshire. The cream obtained by scalding is termed 
clotted cream, and from it butter is obtained with a much 
less amount of labour than ordinary ; as it is a process 
well adapted for small dairies, and is not generally known, 
we will describe it somewhat in detail; the milk, after 
standing ten or twelve houra in the usual flat metal 
milk-pan, is placed over a stove or clear Are, until a scnm 
rises to the surface ; a small portion of this is gently 
removed from time to time, until a few small air bubbles 
make their appearance under the scum; the whole is then 
immediately removed from the fire, and allowed to stand 
at rest for about twenty-four hours. 

The cream which rises after this operation is much more 
solid than usual, it may even be removed by the hand ; 
butter is readily obtained from it, by simply stirring for a 
few minutes, either with the hand, or with a flat stick 
with holes; after scalding- in this way, cream will keep 
good some days, but there is a considerable risk of failure 
& the operation be not carefiiUy conducted, espedldly if 
the milk is allowed to boil. 

In the operation of churning, the globules of butter 
have their skin of curd broken, and are made to unite 
into a mass ; it is of great importance to remove as much 
as possible of the casein, as it is apt to putrefy if it re- 
mains, and give a rank taste. In some parts of the 
continent, butter intended for keeping, is preserved by 
placing the vessel containing it in warm water; when 
the whole is liquid, it is allowed to cool, and on the re- 
moval of the solid mass of butter, the curd will be found 
to have settled at the bottom, and is readily removed ; 
butter so preserved will keep a long time without change. 

It should be mentioned that one great cause of putre- 
faction in milk, and consequent rankness in the butter, 
is the want of absolute cleanliness in the dairy; if but 
a single drop of milk faUs on the table, &c., and is not 
washed off with great care, it putrefies, and gives out a 
putrid gas, which sets up a similar state of decay in the 
whole of the milk. 

It may be useful to some of our city housewives to know 
that milk which is just on ike turn, may, by proper manage- 
ment, still be employed in puddings ; every cook knows 
that in summer weather, the milk left from the previous 



day, although not actually sour, will turn or curdle in 
boiling, and it is consequently useless for puddings and 
custards ; if however, to each pint of milk is added a 
piece, either of common washing soda, or the carbonate 
of soda of the druggist, not larger than half a pea» 
the acid which is then forming is nentralixed, and the 
milk may be boiled without curdling; it neither acquires 
any unpleasant taste or unwholesome properties from this 
addition, and may be used with coffee, or in custardfy 
without discovery. 

It is frequently a }K>int of some importance to be able 
to keep a small quantity of milk fresh for a few days : 
as for example, in short coasting voyages, or in travelliag 
with young children ; the best mode of doing this, is to 
boil the milk, and to pour it into bottles, (that have been 
previously warmed by hot water to prevent their crack- 
ing.) which are to be immediately tightly corked down and 
sealed over; treated in this way, milk will keep fresh 
many days. 

It was our intention fO have entered into an ex- 
posure of the diseased and adulterated liquid too often 
sold as milk, in London, but this article has already 
reached its allotted length ; one caution however, may 
be given, — ^never feed your children on the milk of cows 
kept in London; from the unnatural and filthy manner in 
which the animals live, they are, almost without an excep- 
tion, in a high state of disease, and the milk tiiey yidd 
shows constantly on examination by the microscope, that 
it contains particles of pus, or of diseased matter, similar to 
that discharged from an ulcerated surface; so well known 
are these facts to medical men, that many physicians 
deny their infant patients the use of milk in London, 
thinking it better to deprive them of the most natnrsl of 
all food, than to allow them to risk the obtaining of the 
diseased and adulterated fluid that flows from the dis- 
gusting and unhealthy situation of a City cow-shed. 

W. Bkanhard. 



THE BROOK. 

" Hen am I, and here PU stay," 
ExcUumed a Riddj, restlcM, gar, 
Blae, rippling wave that wished to play. 

And atraight into the pebblj bed. 
Of a dry pit, exulting aped, 
Aa weary of the life it led. 

Thua changed into a pretty pond. 
" Right gkd am I. I did abacond/' 
Munnurra the idle vagabond. 

" For now I've nothing more to do. 
Than look up at von aky ao blue, 
GlanciDg at me the green bongfaa through." 

With thia the pool, now calm, not deep» 
Without the power to run or creep, 
Gaied upward till it fell aileep. 

To dream it acarcely had begun. 

When—" I will have you," said the sun, 

" Young truant, since from home you're nm.'* 

And *eze that sultry morning flies. 
Hie pool in hasy mista doth rise. 
And floats beneath the vaulted aides. 

DelightinK in ita height and motion. 
And proudly conscious of promotion, 
It now began to taunt the ocean. 

Bow little then the bright thing thought. 
That in itself 'twas next to nought. 
But now at last '* experience taught." 

The doud rained down, and no endesrour 
Could keen aloft the thing so clever. 
It fell on oust and died for ever. 



Brta, 



HIRAM CRONK. 

About half way between Albany and New Yoik, on the 
left bank of the Hudson, stands the pleasant town of 
Poughkeepsie. Situated at the extremity of the line of 
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road which connects the neighbouring state of Connecticut 
with the frreat river thoroughfare, it became the tem- 
porary halting-plaoe of travellers bound either to the 
east or west, among virhom may be found every variety 
of character, from the steady-going citizen of Mas- 
tachosetts, to the strutting and slouching Kentuckian. 
Sometimes it happened that a promising opening for 
business or the attraction of a pretty face, converted the 
transient visitor into a permanent resident. Among those 
80 circumstanced, was tlie individual whose name stands 
at the head of the present paper. Although, as his 
name and features indicated, Hiram was of Dutch ex- 
traction, he had yet been bom sufficiently near to the 
borders of New England to be imbued with the Yankee 
acttteneas. Our acquaintance began in a cabinet-maker's 
workshop ; Cronk worked on the upper floor, while the 
ground-floor was occupied by myself and four Americans. 
I was a new hand, and had been somewhat at a loss to 
account for singular remarks uttered by my comrades 
from time to time, as a shrill whistle was heard in the 
upper room, followed by a heavy blow on the bench with 
a mallet, and an exclamation, " That's Sam." On such 
occasions my companions observed, " There's Hi again ; 
something Haw's cooked ;" and in the course of a few 
weeks, when I became better acquainted with the hands 
in the " top shop," I found that the whistle, with its at- 
tendant blow and ejaculation, was the means by which a 
broad-shouldered, flat-faced, and sandy-haired workman 
was accustomed to testify his satisfaction at having 
mentally completed the details of some new project. It 
was difficult to associate the idea of inventive genius with 
Cronk's stolid look, and angular and ungraceful out- 
lines; yet, there was a certain intelligent expression 
about his eye that compensated for all other defects, and, 
as time wore on, my shopmates communicated to me 
various portions of his history. Hi himself, when a little 
excited, found it difficult to continue his work ; he would, 
at such times, often come below, and, taking a seat on a 
tool-chest or sawing-horse, proceed to enlighten us vnth 
his new ideas, or relate fragments of his autobiography. 
On one occasion, as he informed us, his head was ftUl of 
a working-model of a machine for making mahogany 
dining-tables ; the rough plank was to go in at one end, 
and come out at the other with turned legs, and hinged- 
flaps complete. "There's only one hitch," he added, 
" or I should make a fortin by it : I can't scheme the 
fixin' of the brass castors to the bottom of the legs no- 
how, and if the thing won't do that, I guess if s as well 
to wait a bit." Hiram's next discovery was a new kind 
of glue, that could be kept fluid and in working condition 
without the aid of fire. He immediately set to work and 
made a chest of drawers to test its quality ; but, unfor- 
tunately for the inventor, the article fell all to pieces on 
the first damp day after it was finished. Hiram would 
never tell what the ingredients were. Another time he 
had a contrivance for setting down and taking up railway 
passengers without the necessity for stopping the trains, 
and this he realized in the shape of a model, with a 
number of rotund two-legged little figures, which he 
begged us to consider as passengers, and with the sliding 
platforms by which their rapid transference was to be 
effected. It was a proud day for Hiram when he invited 
xa to witness the first trial of his model; the passengers 
to stop, and those to go on, were duly placed on their 
respective platforms, — whiz went the little train, and at 
the same instant the whole of the little corpulent bodies 
went rolling in one direction, while their legs flew in the 
other. We all burst into a loud laugh. "I guess faint 
Sam," said the imperturbable inventor, as he walked off 
with his model, which was never heard of afterwards. 
Some of Cronk's inventions were, however, useful : the 
year before I knew him he had contrived a stove, which, 
with great economy of space and fuel, would roast, boil, 
and bake, and warm an apartment at the same time; and 



as, in the cold winters of the country, stoves arc univer- 
sally used, a founder in the town, who saw the merits of 
the invention, gave him a handsome sum in dollars for 
the design. His contrivances for abridging labour in his 
trade were, many of them, most ingenious and effectual ; 
enabling him, as he said, to " snake his work along real 
slick." And, as he made no secret of his inventions, 
always announcing them with the whistle, and " that's 
Sam ;" there was much to be learned from his restless 
ingenuity. Hiram had once started suddenly on a 
journey to Washington, some said to take out a patent 
for a new discovery, the model of which was placed in 
the " Patent Office," along with the vast assemblage of 
machines, of one half of which the inventors themselves 
cannot tell the use ; but, as he maintained a profound 
silence on the subject, the particulars were never known. 
There is a popular standing joke in the States about a 
wily Yankee who deluded a New York merchant into 
the purchase of a cargo of wooden nutmegs, and decamped 
before the fraud was discovered. This piece of knavery 
seemed to afford great pleasure to Hiram, who, though 
not dishonest at heart, as wiU afterwards appear, could 
not think upon it without many a merry chuckle over 
" them nutmegs." One day, when seated, as usual, 
upon a chest, he suddenly broke out : " I'll tell you what 
it is, boys, I know a dodge that's equal to the nutmegs 
any way." We expressed a desire to hear it, when he 
continued : " It's near about thirty years ago, and I was 
somewhere between fifteen and sixteen, and living with 
uncle Bigbee, along shore there in the Bay State — name's 
immaterial. Well, it was uncommon bad times ; uncle 
took his sloop everywhere, but couldn't get a freight. 
'This won't do,' he says to me one day, as we were 
steering across Sound for home, ' dollars must be realized 
before the winter somehow or other, that's sartin.' He 
didn't say anything else, but I could see something was 
a brewing. The next day he sharped the axes, and with 
me to help, chopped down half a dozen big button-wood 
trees that growed in his wood lot. We sawed them 
up into short lengths, and then split them into 
chunks, I wondering all the time whatever the old fellow 
was driving at. Well, after a bit, he took one of the 
chunks, and chopped away at it till it looked something 
like a pig's hind leg. 'What in mischief's that for?' 
says I. 'Nevermind,' says he, 'just you chop a few 
hundred after the same pattern.' I rather liked chop« 
ping ; the wood was soft and full of sap, so we had a 
considerable heap of the curious things at the end of 
a week or so. Then we carried them into the barn, 
and, while I was a speckilating about what was to be 
done next, uncle fetched a heap of old sail cloth out of 
the loft, along with his big shears and needles. Well, he 
sews up one of the wooden things snug and tight in a bit 
of the canvass, and then we both kept on until they was 
all covered, with a loop left at the little end. No sooner 
was this done, than the old man starts me for two 
bushels of lime, and made a considerable sample of 
whitewash ; then we soused all the canvass dummies till 
they was idl smooth-coated with white. We hung them 
up to drain all round the bam, and I couldn't think what 
made the old fellow so uneasy about keeping the door 
fastened, when all at once I found out the how of it. 
'Uncle,' says I, 'them's wooden hams.' 'Suppose 
they be,' says he, ' faint a circumstance to make procla* 
mation about : we must carry them all aboard the sloop 
to night ; they'll be dry by that time.' We got them 
on board, slick enough, and were out of the bay afore any 
of the neighbours was up : there was a stiffish breeze, 
and next morning early we were alongside the dock at 
New York. Well it was just the time as the country 
traders bring their hams to the city, and ours was the 
first cargo in the market ; seven hundred as sound-look- 
ing legs as were exer sliced. Uncle went ashore and 
called on six or seven provision merchants, who came 
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4own to view the hams ; they hefted them, tapped them 
with their knuckles, and pronounced them a fairish lot. 
Nobody ever thinks of cutting open the canvass ;* uncle 
waan't over hard about price, so the bargain was 
soon struck, the hams cleared out and paid for in 
Boston notes before noon. As soon as the last one was 
pitched on to the dock, uncle says, ' Up with the jib. 
Hi 1' I wasn't long about it, and as the tide was running 
Vp, we wero soon clear of the city. By sun-down we 
were fifty miles away, and while I steered, uncle set about 
cleaning out below, for there was plenty of whito dust and 
scraps of canvass got in, in our hurry to load two or three 
nights before, and he didn't want this to be found in 
case of any inquiries. He had sold the hams six cents a 
pound, and stuffed the notes into his jacket-pocket 
twisted up in an old canvass-bag. So he went to work 
lively enough and soon got all swept up below, and 
the rubbish pitched overboard, so that if we had been 
overhauled, it would have been hard to guess what was 
our cargo. He felt a little easier when this was done, and 
went below to count his notes ; he struck a light, but a 
minute afterwards ho was up on the deck again, and 
jumped like mad down the hatchway, where he had 
been a sweeping, and run up and down squinting into 
every bole and corner. At last, he stood still and yelled, 
Bs though he had got a knife between his ribs ; he 
skeared me above a little, and I let go the tiller, and 
run for'ard to see what was tlie matter. By the time I 
got to tlie hatchway, he was up on deck again, jumping 
about like a cat with scalded feet, feeling in all his 
pockets, and raving all the time; thunder ain't a cir- 
cumstance bv the side of the noise he made, lie whirled 
his hat overboard, tugged at his hair as though he wanted 
to pull it all out, called himself a thousand fools, and 
then searched about the deck with the lantern. While 
he was a bit quiet, I asked him what he was a hunting 
after ? ' The notes !' he screamed, ' I've lost the notes !' 
Then he blazed up again, and told me to go about and 
find the place where he had pitched the rubbish over- 
board; of course it was no use, but I went about to 
quiet him. He couldn't see anything floating ; it came 
on to blow, so we slanted away across the Sound for 
home. By the time we got ashore, uncle was a little 
cooler, but I didn't like to stop with him, he was so 
wrathy to think he should lose all his profit after doing 
the trick so clean ; so a day after that I got up early one 
morning and walked back to father's. That was the first 
lesson I ever bad in cheating, and if it hadn't been fur 
uncle Bigbee may be I should never have tried my luck 
at circumventing." 

In the next adventure which Hiram related, be figures 
as the principal actor. One hot afternoon he came in 
with a prodigious water melon, and after sitting some 
time sucking its juicy pulp, he began in reply to our 
request for another chapter of his history: — "Well, 
chummies, 'twas about ten years after that business of 
the wooden hams, I'd been at home working with father 
on the farm, when I felt a mighty inclination to go and 
lee the western country. Money was plaguey low in my 
pockets, and father wasn't willing to shell out the dol- 
lars; so after considering for a time, a thought struck 
me ; " thaf s Sam,"says I; and away I went to a sneaking 
chap as traded in bogiu,f and bought a thousand pewter 
dollars. There was an old grease jar in one comer of 
fiither'a stable, so I made it look considerably older, and 
then put the dollars into it, and bunged it down close. 
You would have qualified it was a hundred years old at 
the very smallest. I said good<-by to the folk at home, 
and went up the river as far as Catskill, taking the jar 
with me in a bag. There was a good few of old Dutch 
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settlers living thereabouts, so one night I went and 
buried the jar, bogus and sdl, in the green right in front 
of one old fellow's house, taking care to make everything 
look as natural and old as possible. I waited a day or 
two for the ground to get firm, and then set out bright 
and early one morning with a couple of hazel rods in my 
hand. I tied these together at the point, and walked up 
and down the green, as though I was fishing with both 
hands, and looking for something that wasn't easy to find. 
After a while the old farmer got up, and looking out of 
his window for a sniff of the morning air, saw me a sur- 
veying up and down the dewy grass. He hoUered at 
me, but 'twasn't any part of my plan to hear him, and as 
soon as he could get his big carcase into his clothes, down 
he came demanding ' Vat you make dere P ' Morning 
boss,' I answered, 'I'm just hunting for a fortin.' He 
kept on questioning me, and at last I made him under- 
stand that I was working with the divining rods in search 
of treasure. At first he said 'twas all a ' ham pug,' but 
when I told him that a good many people buried their 
money in the revolutionary war for fear of being plun- 
dered, he began to see some sense in it, but couldn't 
make out what the rods was for. So I explained that 
wherever there was a spring, or any gold and silver 
buried under ground, the rods always kind of dragged 
towards the spot, and anybody who knew how to use 
them could always tell when he had hit the place. I 
persuaded him to take the sticks into his own hands just 
for a try, and the old fellow actually believed that he felt 
them pull now and then as we were walking up and 
down. W^ell he got sort of pleasant at this, and when I 
took the rods again he kept close to me ; I guessed what 
he was thinking about, and told him that as the ground 
was his he should have half whatever I found. Then he 
laughed right out, and took me into breakfast ; we went 
at it again till dinner time, and after that to sundown. 
The old knickerbocker was afraid I should give him the 
slip in the night, so he gave me a bed, and got up first 
the next morning, when we began again. I didn't want 
to seem in a hurry, but the old farmer began to ask 
questions that showed he was doubtful and uneasy, so 
after about an hour I stopped and told him we was 
on the place, the rods pulled straight down. He wad- 
dled off as fast as he could go for a spade, and while 
he was fetching his breath, I dug down three or four 
feet, making believe that the ground was unnaturally 
hard. At last we came to the pot; old enough it 
looked, that's a fact, and the trouble wo had to get 
out the bung, there's no telling; but after a hoist with 
the corner of the spade we got it open : how the old 
sinner chuckled at the sight of the dollars. He tried 
to jump as I cai'ried the jar along to the house, but 
he couldn't. We counted the money out into two 
heaps of five hundred, 'twas the real old currency, — 
pillar dollars — and then sat down to breakfast. W'hile 
we was eating I told the Dutchman that I was going 
west; specie being heavy to carry, if he liked I'd rather 
have notes. He was too glad to grab all the silver, and 
went to his old bureau and brought out ten fifty dolUr 
bills on the bank at Albany. It wasn't long after that 
before I bid him good-by, in a quiet way, not seeming 
at all in a hurry ; but when I was out of his sight, I made 
tracks anything but slow across the country for Buffalo. 
After trading for a spell there and at Pittsburgh, I found 
myself at Cincinnati, where I bought a lot of horses, and 
put them on board a steamer for New Orleans, calculating 
on a handsome profit. I didn't feel quite easy at times 
when I thought of the old Dutchman, but whistled 
away the feeling as we streaked it down the river. We 
wero about half way when the boat went slap on to a 
snag ; she began to fill, and went down directly, hardly 
giving us time to scramble ashore. My trade in horses 
was all over, for they wen ail drowned. I had about 20 
dollan left, and made my way aoross to Vivginy* wozk- 
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ing or trading si tb6 fit took me. But I liad learnt 
some of the tricks of the hone-dealing trade, and 
couldn't rest till I tried how they'd work ; and, by the 
time I got to Maryland, I sold a horse, just vampMl up 
to look like a good one, for 300 dollars, to a Quaker ; 
'twasn't worth thirty. I thought now I'd go home and 
learn some steady trade, but, going on to Philadelphia, 
who should I meet at the turning of a street, but the old 
Quaker. Wasn't he savage ? the horse was dead. He 
comes up to me, ' Friend,' says he, ' if 'twasn't for the 
law and the gospel, I'd give thee a good licking; but 
neither law nor gospel shall prevent my pulling thy 
nose.' With that, he laid hold, with fingers like a 
vice^ and didn't he twist ? my nose has been a-skew ever 
since. Besides this, the lawyers made me plank down 
250 dollars, all that I had left. Well, boys, you see I 
thought it was now no use keeping on dodging the law 
in this way any longer, specially as there's chances 
enough to be dishonest without going out of your way 
to look for them ; so I came off home, and after seeing 
the old folks, settled down here, and here I have been 
ever since." 

Much more of Cronk's history might be told, but the 
above will serve as examples of his practical philosophy. 
That he was not dishonest at heart was proved by the 
fact of his once taking a journey to Catskill, to repay the 
Dutchman the sum of which he had been cheated, but 
the old farmer was dead, and no one could be found who 
bad any legal claim to the money. Hiram, therefore, 
bought a lot, and built a house upon it; subscribed 
100 dollars towards the building of a school, and con- 
ducted himself as a good citizen. When I knew him he 
had five or six children, who had all received a good 
education, and in due time were put to useful trades. 
Their father's peculiar character never afterwards showed 
itself in any other way than in the variety and multiplicity 
of his inventions. 



"REJOICE WHILE YOU MAY." 

" Rejoice while you may 1'* for in Winter and Summer, 
The roaea of joy bloom for those who may cull, — 

Though grief to life'a banquet's too frequent a comer, 
Joy brightens, by contrast with that which ia dull. 

** Rejoice while you may !" 'tis a maxim worth minding, 
Why nrde the brows with the cypress of grief. 

Like the famed poison fillet of Egypt, that binding 
The temples, — ne'er left them till Death brought relief. 

Observe happy childhood, 'neath mirth's joyous banner, 
How sorrow-defying the Truth of its look ! — 

And, if for a moment a thought change its manner, 
'Us gone I— like a cloud>shadow passing a brook. 

" Rejoice while you may I" — as the lark soars to heaven. 
And pours out his song to the fountain of light, 

6o seek ye life's sunshine, till weaned of its leaven. 
Ye " rejoice in that day-beam ne'er shadowed by night." 

R. G. Lawson. 



ELISA MERCCEUR. 

Poetry, like all divine things, has not only devoted 
votaries, but also enthusiastic martyrs. Few and far be- 
tween, they may not leave ua the most lofty and inspiring 
strains, but they hallow the cause of their passion and 
their death. They appear amongst us for a few moments 
only ; too frail, too exquisitely sensitive, not to be doomed 
to premature decay. Consumed by a quenchless longing 
for the beautiful, they soon pass away from earth : their 
destiny to sing and die. 

We may yield more admiration to other names ; other 
songs than theirs may be those we prefer; but we turn 
towizda them with a reverenoe uid love which are not 



paid to genius alone. In the suffering and earnestness 
which marked their brief existence lies the charm we feel; 
their immature productions are perhaps less read than 
any; but, poetry for them was not merely in song, it 
dwelt in every passionate emotion of their daily life. It 
is something to perish thus for a noble cause ; the spirit 
of sacrifice sanctifies all that which it touches, and those 
who die for loving poetry too fervently and too well, even 
though they leave little behind them, have not lived in 
vain for fame. 

Elisa Mercoeur, the subject of the present notice, was 
the Lucretia Davidson of France. Her genius was of a 
still higher order than that of the gifted American girl. 
It was more powerful and more developed, for she was 
twenty-six when she died. She suffered not merely from 
the poetical sensitiveness which renders to its possessors 
the load of life so wearisome and so sad, but also from 
the more bitter and homely sorrows which led Chatterton 
and Kirke White to an early grave. 

She was bom at Nantes, in Brittany, on the 24th of 
June, 1809. She was an only child, and her father died 
during her infancy. The paper money of the revolution 
had reduced Madame Mercoeur to poverty, but, even in 
her straitened circumstances, she preserved a love of 
former elegance, and a superiority of manner, which she 
naturally imparted to her child. That child grew up in 
beauty and moral worth, displaying a soul so ardent, and 
an intellect so penetrating, that her mother became ere 
long both thoughtful and alarmed. Many persons pre- 
dicted even then, that a being thus prematurely gifted, 
could never pass beyond the years of youth. One of the 
earliest feelings Elisa manifested was ambition, but it was 
the ambition which springs from love. She knew that 
her mother had once been rich and happy; she saw her 
reduced to poverty and care ; she longed to restore her 
fallen fortunes, and daily prayed with childish faith and 
earnestness that Grod would give her genius. She was 
not five years of age when the thought of poetry and 
fame, the poet's meed, already haunted her mind. At 
six she had read, and knew by heart, the translation of 
Shakspere's " King Lear," by Ducis; she was reading at the 
same time Florian's "Gonsalvo of Cordova." She resolved 
to compose a tragedy on the story of Zorai'de, to entitle it, 
" Boabdil, King of Grenada," and to have it represented' 
on the French Theatre of Paris. With kindling look and 
burning cheek, the child dwelt on her future success, and 
on her mother's pride and joy. Madame Mercoeur gently 
persuaded her to wait until she was older, or at least 
until her education was finished, for the realization of this 
project. Elisa reluctantly consented, she even appeared to 
forget her tragedy entirely, but the future revealed that, 
though she remained silent on the subject, the thought 
had never once left her mind. 

M. Danguy, an old friend of her family, kindly under- 
took to direct the education of Elisa Mercoeur. He 
taught her French, geography, history, Latin, and draw- 
ing. Her mother paid an English master to attend her, 
and he was so charmed with his intelligent pupil, that he 
taught her not only English but Greek. At a later 
period she learned modem Greek, Spanish, and Arabic. 
She was studying the Syriac and Sanscrit tongues at the 
epoch of her death ; English was, however, the language 
she preferred. She understood it thoroughly, and spoke 
it with elegance and purity. When she read Byron she 
confessed that she no longer thought herself French. At 
twelve years of age she had written a complete translation 
of "Young's Night Thoughte," and of Milton's "Pkradise 
Lost." The power and energy of her style reveal how much 
she owed to an attentive study of the great masters of her 
youth. So entire was the facility with which she learned^ 
that she never gave more than half the day to studies, which 
might be supposed to have absorbed the whole of her 
time. Her early attempts at authorship were marked by 
the Mune ease. She was onoe amusiiig acme of fair 
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childish compBnions by relating them fairy tales, for 
which she had a passion, when one of them asserted that 
she would not be able to invent a story like that she had 
just told. Elisa declared she could, and to prove the 
truth of her assertion, she sat down at the table, and 
composed and wrote the tale within an hour. She was 
then eleven years old. ,Her first poetical compositions 
cost her as little trouble, but, like most early efforts of 
the kind, they were extremely imperfect. 

There was evidently much cause of fear in faculties so 
active and so premature ; anything that could have re- 
tarded the development of her intellect would have been 
beneficial to Elisa Mercoeur; but, it was unfortunately 
her fate to be thrown on the active business of life at an 
extremely early age, and to have the keen susceptibilities 
of her nature daily wounded by those struggles with the 
world, which it requires judgment and resignation, not 
often given to youth, to endure patiently. The severe 
reverses experienced by her mother, compelled her to earn 
a subsistence by teaching when she was not more than 
twelve years of age. She procured several pupils, all 
much older than herself, and some of them even married 
ladies. She was recommended as a suitable finishing 
governess for the four daughters of a lady, who, not unna- 
turally, doubted her power. To give her proof of her 
capability, Elisa wrote in a few hours, a concise and lumi- 
nous essay on the study of grammar, and another on 
analysis and logic. The lady read them with surprise, 
candidly confessed her error, engaged the services of Elisa 
Mercoeur, and even shared the lessons which she gave to 
her daughters. The consciousness of these great in- 
tellectual powers imparted no pedantry to the simple and 
noble character of the young girl. She smiled at the 
compliments she received, and came, home from giving 
her lessons to play with her doll j a free and joyous child 
in heart and feeling. 

Elisa made her poetical debut in the sixteenth year of 
her age. She had been with her mother to hear a cele- 
brated singer then acting at Nantes. She came home in 
a delirious ecstasy. Haunted by the exquisite melody 
the had heard, and seized with a feverish inspiration, she 
wrote off nearly a hundred verses, in barely the time 
needed to commit them to paper. She corrected them 
the following day, and, whilst going to attend one of her 
pupils, called on the editor of the local paper, and naively 
requested him to insert the lines in the JeuilMon of his 
journal. The editor read the verses with evident inte- 
rest and surprise; he promised Mademoiselle Mercceur 
to encourage her precocious talent, and offered to make 
room for her poem in the *' Lyc^e Armoricain," a more 
literary publication than his journal. The verses of the 
poetess of sixteen created a sensation in Nantes, and in 
the whole province. They were rapidly followed by other 
productions, which, though crude and imperfect, bore the 
tokens of real genius and power. Elisa Mercceur was 
soon elected a corresponding member of the Provincial 
Academy, of which Chateaubriand was the head; she 
likewise belonged to the Academical Society of Nantes. 
For two years she continued to produce various poems ; 
they were greatly admired, but for none of them did she 
receive the least pecuniary consideration. She at length 
resolved to collect and publish her writings in one 
volume; subscribers were liberal and numerous, and this 
step considerably added to her reputation. The critics 
hailed her as a prodigy; Lamartine, on reading her 
poems, exclaimed, " This little girl will efface us all." 
Elisa Mercoeur was then in her eighteenth year. 

She did not allow herself to be dazzled by praise or 
success. She had too passionate a love of fame, too keen 
a sense of poetical excellence to believe that her premature 
improvisations possessed the perfection time alone can 
bestow, even on the productions of genius. Yet^ in one 
lens^ the praise she received was not exaggerated; if 
her poetry was still imperfect, it possessed the germs of 



future excellence. The breadth and vigour of her style, 
the lyrical rhythm and exquisite melody of some stanzas, 
the loftiness of thought, and the burning inspiration which 
breathed in every line she wrote, betrayed a genius of the 
very first order. The characteristics of Elisa Mercoeur's 
productions are not those of female poetry in general. She 
did not excel in the delicacy and gentle feeling which are 
thought woman's peculiar power. Her strains are daring, 
energetic, full of eloquence and passion; but of that 
passion only which a chaste and noble woman's soul can 
feel. She seldom speaks of love; when she alludes to it 
she does so with due feeling, but with a mournful severity 
that shows it had never come within her experience. 
The cares of a struggling life left little I'oom for the 
indulgence of the softier feelings in the heart of poor 
Elisa Mercoeur. Her poetry betrays a peculiarity of her 
character, which may be considered both its strength and 
its weakness : an extent and quenchless thirst of fame. 
It is when glory is the theme of her song that the poetess 
becomes truly inspired : words of burning eloquence, 
noble aspirations towards futurity, a proud contempt of 
the present, abound in stanzas of a felicitous melody, 
which, without imitation, often recalls that of Lamartine. 
Fame, for Elisa, was a second and nobler life. " Can he be 
said to die," she passionately exclaims, " who has left a 
name behind him ? " The same thought, though diffe- 
rently expressed, often recurs in her poetry. It wras this 
enthusiastic love of fame that drew her forth from her 
obscurity, that soothed and embittered her brief exis- 
tence, and, whilst it shortened her days, gave her a name 
which, in her native land at least, will not soon pass 
away. This proud love of approbation rendered her 
peculiarly alive to the slights she had to endure. She 
was bitterly attacked, not only in her productions, but 
also in her person. The character of a poetess sufficed, 
with some individuals, to draw down on her the most 
severe condemnation. A gentleman once requested in 
her presence the mother of one of her pupils to recom- 
mend him a teacher for his daughters. " Wh^ not 
take Mademoiselle Mercoeur," said the lady. " What, 
Madame," replied the visitor, in a fit of virtuous indig- 
nation, and little suspecting that the modest girl before 
him was Elisa Mercoeur, "confide my daughters to a 
young lady who writes poetry, who unblushingly offers 
herself to public notice 1 impossible." On learning 
that he had spoken in the presence of the poetess of 
Brittany, the gentleman became confused, and apolo- 
gized; but the blow was struck. Elisa left the house 
with feelings she was too proud to betray. She took to 
her bed in a high fever on reaching home, and it was 
during the delirium of a brief illness brought on by this 
incident, that she composed and <lictated te her mother 
her Ode to Glory, one of her best and most fervent com- 
positions. To that future fame which she idolized, the 
enthusiastic girl appealed for justice, and for vindication 
from the reproach thrown on her womanly nature. This 
poem was universally admired. Chamisso, French by 
birth, but whose name belongs to German literature, read 
it in Berlin to a select assembly, and in the presence of 
the Prince Royal, now King of Phissia. It won its meed 
of praise, but who thought 

When the strain was sung 
Till a thoOBftod hearts were stirred s 
What life drops, from the minstrel wrung, 
Had gushed with every word 7 

Elisa Mercoeur, perceiving that her poetical fame would 
not only subject her to undeserved insult in Nantes, but 
also injure her only means of procuring a livelihood, de- 
termined to go to Paris with her mother, and trust to 
literature for her support. She received from Govern- 
ment a pension of 1,500 francs (£60), which was re- 
duced to 1,200 francs in 1830; but though thia was a 
great help, and saved her from actual want, it could do 
no more. After many bitter disappointmentSi ahe per- 



rT^ 



ELIZA COOK'S JOURNAL. 



137 



cttv«d that, even with her undoubted talents and her 
npatataon (for she wad well known by this time)j she 
cookl not procure a livelihood. Her mortification was 
great, for Elisa Mercoeur was by nature proudj sensitive, 
and ambitious. It is too much the fashion to quarrel 
with these peculiarities of the poetical character. Is it 
not, moreover, requiring impossibilities, to ask of human 
beings to be self-confident, without pride ; alive to all 
that is beautiful and good, and not sensitive to evil ? Is 
it not folly to think that those who behold within their 
reach a fame so glorious as that of the poet, will never 
fall into the error of loving it too fervently and too well ? 
It is also fitting to remark, that even amongst poets, 
there are great differences of character, chiefly displayed 
ia their endurance of evil fortune. Those in whom 
intellect and imagination predominate — ^and they are un- 
doubtedly the greatest poets — ^know how to suffer with 
courageous patience. Men like Milton can live disre- 
garded ; they can dispense with the present ; the future 
is their own. But those poets, who are such chiefly 
through the exquisite sensitiveness of their temperament, 
do not possess the same power to resist the storms of 
Ufe ; that excess of feeling which invests their poetry 
with 80 great a charm, seldom fails to embitter their 
existence. It was to the latter class that Elisa Mercoeur 
belonged. 

So listr as appearances were concerned, she had no 
reason to complain of the reception she met in Paris. Her 
presence was courted in the most distinguished circles, 
and everywhere she heard her productions spoken of with 
the mpst flattering praise. Elisa Mercceur became the 
wonder of the day ; she was then in her nineteenth year, 
and the personal attractions of the woman gave a new 
charm to the gifted poetess. She was tall, elegant in 
figure, with dark hair and eyes, and features of a Grecian 
cast. The portrait prefixed to her works, and said to be 
a striking likeness, would do well for a Sappho or a 
Corinna. There may not be perfect beauty in that ex- 
pressive countenance, but there is genius and inspiration 
in those large dark eyes, that seem to be gazing on 
futurity ; in those smiling and parted lips, that look in 
the act of pouring forth some glorious song. It was cot 
long ere Elisa Mercoeur perceived the emptiness of her 
drawing-room fame. She was praised and admired, but 
she never received any remuneration for her labours ; the 
periodicals, who willingly inserted her poems, declined to 
pay the poetess. Disheartened by her want of success, 
she sank into a bitter despondency, and for a time ceased 
to write. Once, however, she was induced to compose a 
charming little piece, destined to a publication that did, 
for a wonder, pay its poets. She took the verses herself 
to the editor; he read them, was warm in his praise, 
readily agreed to have them inserted, and handed Ma- 
demoiselle Mercoeur the magnificent amount of 28 »otu 
(fourteen-pence) as the price of her labour. She looked 
up with much surprise — 

"Am I to understand," she said at length, " that you 
pay poetry a «oti a line ? " 

"No, Mademoiselle," he courteously replied, "we 
only give two liardt (^.) a line habitually ; but I doubled 
the price for you." 

Elisa fX)loured, she put back the twenty-eight iota, 
tore up the verses, and left the place, indignant at the 
insult offered in her person to an art she held divine. 

The ill-success of her fugitive pieces, in a pecuniary 
point of view, induced Elisa Mercoeur to devote herself 
more assiduously to the tragedy projected in her child- 
hood, and of which the thought had never ceased to haunt 
her mind. This tragedy abounds in dramatic incidents 
and in fine verses, but it is not equal ta her other efforts ; 
her genius was always more lyrical than tragic. The 
merits of " Boabdil, King of Grenada," were, however, 
inffidently great for the actors who heard it to pronounce 
in ita fisvour ; but fiiron Taylor interposed, and the 



tragedy was rejected by the French theatre. This proved 
the death-blow of Elisa Mercwur. She had been nine 
years before the public, and she had not yet been able to 
earn her daily bread. A pension of £iS, poetry paid 
at ^d. a line — when it was paid — were her resources for 
the future; she attempted prose, and succeeded indif- 
ferently ; generous friends came to her assistance, but 
she was too proud for dependence ; her heart failed her ; 
she saw herself circumscribed within the narrow circle 
she had vainly striven to pass ; she lost faith in her suc- 
cess, and with it the courage to struggle on. No doubt 
it would have been better for Elisa Mercoeur not to have 
yielded to despondency. It would have been more noble 
in her to brave the difficulties of her lot, as so many havo 
done before her, but we must make allowances for the 
sensitiveness of a poetical temperament, prematurely de- 
veloped. From the moment that her tragedy was refused, 
Elisa Mercoeur sank into a declining state. M. Guizot, 
then minister, granted her a small sum, which enabled 
her to spend a few months in the country ; but her dis- 
ease was past remedy, and, after an illness of thirteen 
months, she died on the 7 th of January, 1835, in the 
twenty-sixth year of her age. 

Her premature death excited an interest her obscure 
and struggling life had failed to create. She was no 
sooner in the grave than it was perceived her genius only 
needed encouragement ; verses were written in her praise, 
and a tomb was erected to her memory. It still stands 
in the Pere la Chaise, covered with inscriptions and 
regrets for her who lived forgotten, and won her fame in 
death. Poor Elisa Mercoeur had foreseen this, her poet's 
destiny. In several of her pieces we find the mournful 
conviction that glory is not for the living ; that, during 
life, slights and neglect await those for whom " the tomb- 
stone becomes the first altar of fame." 

And how passionately she thirsted for that fame ! How 
eloquently she defines her longing as " the forgetful- 
ness of present sorrow ; a glorious light amidst surround- 
ing gloom ; a divine glance in dim futurity." The con- 
sciousness that she died with powers undeveloped, and 
with a task unfulfilled, embittered her last moments. She 
was never deceived vrith regard to the real value of her 
writings ; she knew the imperfection of all she had pro- 
duced, but she also knew that it bore the tokens of a 
glorious promise, — ^a knowledge that made her feel more 
keenly the indifference of the surrounding world. 
Through all her sorrow she, however, remained faith- 
ful to the divinity of her art. In her eloquent piece, 
" Glory and Indigence," she defies the storm so long as 
her minstrel's harp remains. Whatever her fate may be, 
she glories in this — ^that she also was a poet. She 
proudly exclaims, "I have conquered, I have sung;" 
and there was joy for her in this thought, — joy even to 
the last. 

We have already alluded sufficiently to the charac- 
teristics of Elisa Mercoeu/s poetry; but great as are its 
merits, it will never prove so popuUur as her name is now 
in France. A few of her best pieces will live, but only 
a few. In the words of Mrs. Hemans, we may however 
observe of her, and of those who, like her, perish in 
their youth — 

** Oh I judg^ in thoughtful tendemen of those. 

Who, richly dowered for life, vc called to die 
Ere the soul's flame, through storms, hath won repose 

In truth's dmnest ether, still and high ! 

Let their mind's riches claim a tnutrul sigh I 
Deem them but sad sweet fragments of a strain. 

First notes of some yet struggling harmony. 
By the strong rush* the crowcUns iov and pain 

Of many inspirations met, and held 

From its true sphere :— Oh 1 soon it might have swcll'd 
Majestically forth !— Nor doubt that He, 

whose touch mysterious may on earth dissolve 

Those links of music, elsewhere will evolve 
Their grand fonsiimmite hymn, from passion gusts made 

free!" 

Julia Katanaoh. 
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CHRISTAUS. 

BY B. H. BUBRINOTON. 

Thongb the ajjcd year carries the cloud on hU wings, 
And the breath of his nostril makes yellow the leaves, 

Who would not rejoice with the joy that he bringrs, 
And shout for the triumph his presence achieves ? 

Tliough the blossoms and flowers have for coffins their bowers, 
And Hebe laments that they were not immortal ; 

Though Time's an Othello that kisses and kills, 
Yet Mirth is the watchman who w^aits by his portal. 

The minutes may speed like the fleet battle steed, 
But they trample not down all the sport where they run ( 

No I the world hath High Priests of the good Christmas creed. 
Who offer burnt-ash at the altar of fun. 

Then shout for the pleasures of Christmas— shout I 

Which in love with the heart makes the poor man a Iwd ; 

If he hath no gold chalice to push wine about. 
Yet the juice of tho brown apple gladdens his board* 

The time of gay Christmas is no time at all, 
For time makes us aged and Christmas makes young ; 

Even lips that are old half forget they are cold. 
And with warm ones salute where the Mistletoe's hung. 

A truce to salt tears when the white berries come 1 
In a prison shut Grief, with its flood-making weather ;" 

The Christmas was sent as the dying Year's drum, 
To call all the troops of affection together. 



PACTS FROM THE COUNTY HISTORIES. 

BT DUGDALB THB TOUNOBR. 

PEDIGREES IN THE HARLEIAN MSS. AND IN 
NICHOLS' HISTORY OF LEICESTERSHIRE. 

THE LOVE STEPS OP DOROTHY VERNON. 

Nearly three centuries are past and gone, nearly three 
hundred gttded snmmers waned into the hoary frosts and 
arrowy sleet of winter, and winter weak and old met 
trimmest May; nearly three hundred times have stately 
elm and be^ch took gratefully their garments from kind 
April's hand, and yew and cypress had their greenest 
mantles on, when drifted snow lay thick beneath their 
boughs ; nearly three hundred springs hare small birds 
built anew their little homes, and reared and twitted to their 
callow broods, within the nestllug shadow of the ivy ; and 
for all this time, the snow and rain, the sunlight and the 
shadows, the green leaf and the sere leaf have fallen, the 
damp and moulder and the lichen grown, and yet these 
eight old garden-steps of Haddon Hall are as new as yes- 
terday, through the lingering sanctity and tradition of 
human love I 

On the left side of the flagged hall or passage which 
leads from the lower to the upper court of Haddon Hall, 
m Derbyshire, and directly opposite the screen which 
separates it from the banqu3ting hall, are four large 
doorways with high pointed arches. The first of thei« 
still retaining its massive oaken door, has clearly been the 
pantler's room, as the little shutter within the door still 
shows that through this were doled the different sorts of 
bread then in use ; the next leads by a dark, descending 
passage to the still finely preserved baronial kitchen ; the 
third into a sort of vintry or wine room ; and the fourth 
with an iron girded door opens np to a great steep 
staircase, quite distinct from the grand staircase of the 
house, on to a large landing, still containing a huge linen 
press or cupboard of v«ry rude workmanship, and from 
thence to the right to a wilderness of chambers, more 
ranirkable for their extraordinary number, than for sixe 



or ventilation, whilst to the left and front of this landing 
lie two chambers possessing much interest. The one the 
old nursery of the "proud ' Vernons and the belted 
Manners ; and the other the reputed bed-chamber of her, 
who, blending the royal or of the boar's head with the 
blazonry of the peacock, brought such a regal dowry to 
grace the Earldom of Rutland. 

According to the authority of Camden, for the varied 
dates given in these pedigrees are difficult to recondie, 
it was somewhere late in the autumn of one of the early 
years of the reii^n of Qoeen Elizabeth, or between 1558 
and 1564, or 1567, that preparations were begun already 
to be made for the hospitality of Christmas-tide, for 
before its holy days were passed, Margaret Vernon, the 
elder daughter, and co-heiress of Sir George Vernon, of 
Haddon, was to be married with much pomp and cere- 
mony in the chapel of the ancient ball, to Sir Thomas 
Stanley, a younger son of the ducal and royal house of 
Derby. 

More than the usual nnmber of steers were fistting in 
the stalls to supply the huge salting trough ; the rustic 
water mills of Nether and Upper Haddon, already turned 
their dripping wheels solely in the "lord's service ; " orders 
were aln^y out in twelve of the twenty-eight Derby- 
shire manors, for a fair supply of venison by St. Thomases 
day ; two wains had already toiled across the moorlands 
from Derby laden with condiments and spices for the 
confectioner and cooks ; and scouts were already outlying 
on tho wilderness of the East Moors, for the better pre- 
servation of black-cock and ptarmigan for the *' lord's 
table." 

It was on an evening in this late, yet fair and sweet 
season, that a young girl crossed the banqueting hall 
from the *' lord's parlour," and ascending the staircase 
we have already spoken of, entered the low tapestried 
chamber which fiiced the landing. A fire of wood burnt 
cheerfully on the wide old hearth, and its light flickered 
up and down the many coloured tapestry, but though the 
hour was close upon that for retiring to rest, the young 
girl neither called her tire-woman, nor summoned other 
assistance, but crouching down upon a stool beside the 
iron dogs, buried her face in her hands upon her knees, 
and sat a long while in silence. At length aroused by the 
sound of her tire-woman's voice in an adjoining room, 
and the heavy closing of doors in th£ courts below, she 
summoned Joan, and after making her tmpin her 
stomacher, her hanging sleeves, and remove the kerchief 
from her flowing hair, lay fresh fuel on the dogs, and set 
the night lamp on the silken toilet cover, she dismissed 
her for the night, and then slipping on a sort of loose 
nightgown of Toumay velvet, stole from the room and 
sought with gentle foot the ancient nursery. Though no 
tiny feet pattered now up and down its oaken floor, though 
no little new-bom limbs were cherished by its glowing 
hearth, though no little faces peered with curious gaze 
through the diamond-pancd casements into the lowor 
court below, all the signs of its olden use were still pre- 
served ; and the go-cart«, the rocking-chairs, the canvass- 
lined cradles, and the pewter pap-boats, with a world of 
curious toys, showed that some ancient crone venerated 
and preserved the insignia of her office. And this did 
Luce, the nurse, for her young " madam's " wcaning- 
days, and teething-days, and birth-days, were, with the 
addition of Candlemas and Christmas, the white days of 
her calendar. 

A pewter cup of " lamb's wool,** furnished nightly by 
the vintner at my " lord's request," stood with its creamy 
top upon the hearth, whilst Luce sat drowsily beside it 
as the young girl entered, and moving to-and-fh) in the 
old rocking-chair, was mumbling over some reckoning 
appertaining to her ancient service. 

" I was reckoning how many weeks to thy birth-night. 
Mistress Doll — and how many nights to Mistress Margery's 
wedding, for- 
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Bat here she stopped with consternation and alarm, for 
the young girl had ahready knelt beside her, and now with 
buried face upon the nurse's lap was weeping. 

"Why lady, sweet-heart, child, nest-bird," spoke 
Luce, thus running over her nursery alphabet, " what is 
the matter. Has my lady been cross, or made thee call 
her madam with a double curtsey, or Nance not yellow 
starched thy double ruffles trimly; eh — ^be quick, my 
fiunb " 

" Oh 1 Lnoe, it's he, it is John, it is Master Manners 
come again. My lord has been holding talk in the hall 
with Will Shaw of Upper Haddon, so that I know he's 
come again, so round to a hair was his description." 

"Cheer up, sweet lady-bird," spoke Luce, just sipping 
as she did so her nightly cup, "the true hawk never tires 
when on wing for his quarry ; though now I bethink well, 
Tom Dawes said something liken this when I fetched my 
sippets from the bakery this evening, and that some 
knavelings who could no longer steal my Lord of Ld- 
oester's venison in Chamwood, for the hue and cry was 
loud upoA them, had crossed the moors to fly a shaft in 
Haddon. But I could tell thee featly, pretty one, for 
Tom Dawes 'an by this time stirred barm into the morn- 
ing's dough, and could tell me across the bakery hatch, 
where the hind sleeps that came in from the moors with 
Will. Perhaps there is a love token, pretty one, for love 
IB not nice to messengers." 

" Gro, go, go," was repeated twenty times before the 
andent nurse bad ended, " and I will wait thee here. Be 
quick — by blessed St. Agnes, be quick, the minutes will 
be hours, and time the slowest clock till thy return." 

So saying, Dorothy Vernon crouched down in the low 
chair, from which the ancient nurse now uprose, to put 
on her " sad wimple," lest my '* ladjr's eye might 
spy her " from her chamber casement ; for this second 
wife of Sir George Vernon, the I^ady Maude, kept strict 
watch over her household. 

Bidding her " bird be still," as she drew aside the 
tapestry, and opened as softly as she could the rough- 
hewn door, the ancient nurse crept down the staircase 
to the wide passage by the hall-screen. Here she en- 
countered the grave chamberlain, in his furred doublet 
and woollen cap, going round, on his nightly duty, with 
a massive bunch of keys strung on his girdle-hook. But 
Luce had a ready wit. 

" I want to say a word," she said, " across the bakery- 
hatch, by thy leave, master chamberlain, if thou wilt 
have courtesy to draw the bolts and turn the key." 

" Over late, over late, mistress nurse ; and my lady's 
orders be strict concerning bolt and bar after the night 
meal." 

" Gramercy, ay, well-a-day," replied Luce ; " when 
my lady comes to count as many Lenten-tides as I, she'll 
fain say a word about softer sippets. Ay, well-a-day, in 
dame Margery's time no house-bolt in Haddon would 
have been drawn upon its nursery crone." 

The chamberlain had loved the taidj Margery, and 
he know that Luce was privileged in many things besides 
sippets and "lamb's- wool;" so undrawing bolt and bar, 
he held open the door for the nurse to pass through, 
bidding her as he did so be back speedily, ere he made his 
night's last round. Thus in the upper court. Luce crossed 
to its north side, near King John's Tower, and descend- 
ing two or three steps, leant over the lower hat«h of a 
rude door, and peered into the huge chamber, used as the 
bakery. Some of the smouldering embers, swept out 
before the baking of the last batch of bread, yet twinkled 
on the hearths of the two huge ovens ; whilst in the space 
between, some long faggots, reared end-wise up the 
chimney, glowed brightly, and before these sat the bead 
baker and two of his assistants, reckoning up the bakery 
tallies, and occasionally relieving this abstract work, by 
inroads on the contents of a black-jack of " one- 
month's" beer. Luce called Tom Dawes, who quickly 



came ; and then there was much whispering of a confi- 
dential kind. Then, as a cover to what they had talked 
of, lest the chamberlain might be near, the baker said 
loudly, "Ay, dame, it's well thou remindest me, for 
between my knaves heating the oven o'er fiercely, and 
my forgetting that the brood hen can lose a feather, 
thy sippets have been over crisp, but they shall be as soft 
as a full-ripe plum. Now let me guide thy steps." So 
saying, Tom unlatched the hatch, and coming forth, took 
the nurse's arm ; but as soon as they were in the shadow 
thrown from this northern angle of the court, he pushed 
open a half-latched door and went in, where, on straw, 
and with no better covering than a sort of horse-rug, 
some ten or twelve of the lower menials had already lain 
down for the night. After stooping and examining the 
faces of several, the baker at last shook one who heavily 
slept, and whose unkempt hair and half-savage features 
bespoke a man from the hills. But after some few 
minutes had dissipated his soddened drowsiness, he 
answered the questioner, leaning over him, briefly to the 
purpose, and then turned his head round to sleep, leaving 
Dawes to hurry to the nurse in the shadow of the buttress, 
and there to whisper " Yes, 'tis master Manners, and the 
hawk will fly round Haddon three hours after curfew." 

" By St. Agnes, then. Master Manners loveth rarely, 
and the young bird's heart will flutter; but there be 
Smith, the chamberlain." So saying, the nurse bid her 
friend be secret, and hurrying to the ponderous doorway, 
gained the staircase just as the chamberlain passed into 
the passage by the hall-screen from the nether court. 

" Oh I what a while, oh I what a while," spoke Do- 
rothy trembling, and a-cold, as she stood by the tapestry 
of the doorway, and caught the nurse's hand. " What 
news. Luce, of Master Manners ? Quick, oh quick I 
You are so slow of tongue — be quick, be quick." 

" The hawk will fly round Haddon three hours past 
curfew," spoke the crone, with a smile. 

" Ay I well I now 1" spoke the girl, half incoherently ; 
" it's late, it's cold, it's time you were a-rest. Luce. I 
must to my chamber. I — I ," 

" But oh 1 be careful of the creaking casement, lady- 
bird," half wept the nurse, as she fondled her darling's 
hands ; Dame Maude is so watchful, and my Lord so 
wrathful against all that be of her Highness's religion. 
Sweet heart, sweet heart, take heed." 

But no other answer than a half-kiss on the beldam's 
hands, and Dorothy was gone. 

A woman's first thought is to dress for her lover, and 
this was so with Dorothy Vernon ; but when she looked 
into the ebon mirror, and saw that the loose gown of 
Toumay did sit so winsomely, when her beautiful fair 
hair fell down and looked so richly without pin or coif, even 
the was satisfied, and unwilling to unset the setting of her 
beauty. She therefore blew out the flickering lamp-flame, 
and dropping one of the faggots by the door, so as to 
grate the floor and warn her if opened, she went into a 
sort of little oratory, or closet, lighted by a very lai^e 
half-oriel casement, set in one of the gables of the 
northern front of Haddon Hall. 

The night was lighted by the richest moon, which glim- 
mered over trees and fern, and sloping bank of sward ; 
for here the banks close in upon the Hall, and the ofl*- 
skirts of the braken clothes them. As the night-clouds 
crept across the edges of the moon, and lengthened out 
the shadows of the trees, her watching gaze fell more 
intently still, her ear grew quicker than a hiding 
fawn's, and her heart beat to-and-fro as a hurried 
larum bell. 

At last, from the lengthened shadow of a bosky 
elm, a man stole forth to view ; in years far older than 
her he wooed, and habited in no courtly or gallant's dress, 
but in the common rough hose and jerkin of a forester. 
But scarcely had he bared his head, or gazed once upon 
the beautiful, though half-hand-veiled, fitoe of the girl, be- 




fore the noise of quickly opened doors, and the glimmer 
of an approaching light along the corridor, met his quick 
ear and sight, and so risking all for the instant, he said 
loudly, "to-morrow at seven of the clock, by the third 
elm of the avenue," and then waving his hand, plunged 
back into the brakcn of the Park. Dorothy knew by this 
that there was approaching danger ; so hardly had she 
hurried to her chambar, closed the door between that and 
her closet, put on her night coif over her hair, and lain 
down in bed, before the chamber door was opened, and 
Dame Maude, her si ep- mother, came in, and up to the 
hanging-curtains of the bed. 

" What, not a-bed," she asked. 

" Yes, Madam," replied Dorothy, as calmly as she 
was able. 

" Bnt why are open casements ; I know there is such 
by the draught, and why a fastened door?" 

" Joan is somewhat careless. Madam," replied Dorothy, 
crouching down into the bed, in order to hide the day- 
dress she still wore. 

Bnt the vigilant dame would not be satisfied till she 
had stepped into the half-oriel, half-closet, and closed the 
casement, and returning, examined whether that which 
had slightly obstructed her hasty entry at the door was 
really so harmless a thing as a brand-faggot. Thus far 
satislied, she once more opened the curtain, and saying, 
with the severity of an Abbess, " I shalt expect thee. 
Mistress Dorothy, by eight of the morning clock to three 
hours of tenter-stitch, and an hour to the virginal, in 
my lady*s parlour," departed with a stately step. 

But there was one more humane and more motherly, 
whose breast had fed her and whose heart well loved her, 
who soon stole in to hear the sweet confession of her 
" lady-bird," to administer some soothing drink she bore 
with her in a taper drinking-glass, and to croon and nestle 
to her rest the young and gentle beauty ; still yet, and yet 
for aye, a nursling to her heart ! 

The morrow's tunes upon the virginal were strummed, 
the stitch-work done ; and now the last and brightest of 
October's suns descended on the terraces of Haddon 
Hall, and trailed its golden length across the moors. 

The supper-bell was not yet rung, though it was nigh 
unto seven ; but all were safe, as Dorothy Vernon stole 
up the terrace steps, for Sir George was snugly closeted 
with a Franciscan, who bore a mission from the Earl of 
Derby ; my lady was superintending the distillation of 
some infallible cosmetic; and Margaret, the prouder 
beauty than sweet DoU, was reading, by the light of her 
own chamber hearth. Sir Thomas Stanley's new-come 
letter. 

Part of the rery shadow of the third elm was he who 
loved her, and Dorothy no sooner stood there than Master 
Manners took her hand, and drew her out of the linger- 
ing strips of sunlight into the shadows of the trees, and 
here he urged his suit, and bid her flee with him. 

" You know my Lord will never yield his fair word for 
our troth, my lady sweet, for he holds too ill her High- 
ness's laws against Papists, to brook for a son one who is 
at favour at her court. Nay, listen, — the peacock and 
the boar are proud and lordly, lady-heart, but their blood 
will mingle gently." 

" Nay, Master Manners, I love thee, and am a-cold at 
the risk thou runnest ; but — ^but — my Lord is somewhat — 
old — and when Meg be gone across the Irish Sea to 
Man, with brave Sir Thomas Stanley, he would mbs 
his Doll, at hawking, and on the virginal, and up and 
down the broad walk of his bowling-green." 

Perhaps Master Manners would not have, even now, 
pleaded in vain, but the hall bell was rung for supper, and 
lights glided to-and-firo along the western and southern 
fronts of Haddon, so a hasty farewell had to be made ; 
but not before sweet Doll had half consented to think of 
what Master Manners had spoken. 

But the lovers, even with the secret help of Luce, and 



missives sent more than once by the connivance of Tom 
Dawes, who loved not over well my Lady Maude, for find- 
ing fault with his manchet bread, were unlucky, partly 
because Sir George had heard, from more than one ver- 
derer, that the gossip about outlaws was a mere feint of 
some Manners, or some Eyre, or some Foljambe, who 
wanted to sprite away the beauty and the gold of hia 
youngest and his sweetest heiress. So strictiy guarded 
by lAdy Maude, Dorothy Vernon for days heard little of 
her lover, or but few of his sweet words, except the 
moon was dull, and her casement-springet not o'er rusty 
with the winter's rain. 

But the web that was thought to keep the bird, was 
the one which urged it to flee ; for worn by the harsh 
custody of her step-mother, the haughty airs of proud 
Margaret, and won by the perils of Master Bianners, 
lurking for her sake with the coarse hinds of the forests 
round, her heart had now well consented before this St. 
Thomas's eve, when she contrived, accompanied by Luoe, 
to meet Master Manners on the shadowy terrace of the 
ancient bowling-green. It was a still and lonesome spot 
now in winter time, and yet not unfitted to the epithaJC' 
tniumt or nuptial song of two wedded hearts ; for the 
moonlight fell upon the twisted roots of the dark and 
hoary trees, so that they seemed to vein the earth with 
silver cords. 

Fiercely, more resolute, more determined, he took the 
young maid's hands. She wept at his fierceness, at his 
wild strange manner; so much so, that Luce drew nigh. 

" Gramercy, Master Manners, recollect that when thou 
askest a maid to be a wife, thou askest a drooping violet 
o' th' spring to turn a full face to th' sun. Nay I Master 
Manners, be gentle with my lady-bird, for her cradle is 
not old, and her swathing banda yet sweet 1' th' laven- 
der of her first baby flower month." 

" But I do not ask her to be the mate of a churl; the 
peacock can show as many blazons as the boar, and as 
I've sworn to thee once by the Holy Rood, the knight's 
sore chafing will soon calm down when he leameth that 
his wail b bootless, and that the mingled current can run 
smoothly. Yet, Mistress Doll must say the yea, or nay ; 
for I've lived in these savage woods from Michaelmas to 
now St. Thomas' day, on the chance of being struck down 
with a shaft-yard, like a sleepy raven on the umbles of 
a deer, so if Mistress Doll wiU not say yea, I go ; the 
peacock must not trail his last plume in the dust." 

But man never won woman by a threat, much more a 
haughty Vernon, proud of Norman blood ; and so Dorothy 
looked up proudly, though her eyes were blind with tears, 
for she was true to this touch of nature in her sex. But 
when she saw Master Manners, proud and haughty too, 
move with a quickened step to the shadow of the braken, 
all that was pure, and true, and human in her woman's 
love, made her half fly forward like a lapwing to its 
hidden nest, and clasping Master Manners by the ami, 
cry " I will, I will, I will." 

All was now said ; and like the lion and the lamb oouch- 
ant side by side, the pbacock and the boab blazoned their 
arms in one. So clasping her to hb heart, there she 
rested, whilst he, the loving gallant, prayed out a fraction 
of his love, and partly whbpered to the beldam hb plan 
of flight. But thb must be an after thing, for time was 
passing quickly ; so when he had willed that they should 
fly the night of Margaret Vernon and Sir Thomas 
Stanley's wedding, he embraced his happy mistress onoe» 
and once again, and suffered her to descend with Luce, 
the downward pathway to the hall. And here they 
luckily entered beneath the northern tower into the 
upper court, in the wake of some horsemen riding in j and 
favoured by the shadows of the walls, and the turmoil 
and hurry, and preparations going on, Dorothy and Luoe 
gained the nursery, where safe the youngest of the 
Vernons listened to the beldam's repetition of Master 
Manners' words with an untiring and a greedy ear I So 
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tnte is it, that loying words can feast without satiety the 
ear which listens ! 

Thus the Christmas of this year of Qaeen Elizabeth wore 
on with s;.ch wonderful hospitality of open house, in hall, 
in buttery, and in my " lord's chamber," as to be noised 
abroad by travellers over many an English shire. Seven 
score retainers sat in hall each day, two hundred guests 
feasted at my lord's table, and their five score retainers in 
the hall and bnttery with the rest ; and the multitude that 
came and went, tasted ale and pasty, and chine, at will, 
whilst a dole of mighty fragments was served daily at the 
gate. 

And now was come the day of Margaret's wedding, to 
be solemnized that eve in the chapel of the Vemons, 
with as much nearness to the Popish ritual, as her Uigh- 
ness's penal acts against Catholics would permit. 

After the long protracted dinner-hour of noon, Dorothy 
repaired to Margaret's chamber, where the tirewomen, 
some half score in number, had already commenced their 
office ; for before a large oval mirror, sent as a present by 
the Earl of Derby, sat the proud beauty, whilst around 
was strown a world of fashionable gear. 

*« WeU Doll, well chit, well child," spoke the beauty, 
with a malice prepense that ill suited the hour, " thou 
wouldst like to be a bride, eh? thou wouldst like the 
minstrels in hall to troll thy nuptial song? thou 
wouldst like to give garters and scarfs pricked with the 
boar's head, and have back the marriage presents; but 
nay, thou art such a callow fiedging DoU, that it be well 
I leave thee to old silly Luce's toy-strings, to Madam's 
virginal and my Lord's walk.** 

•' Nay Meg, be not o'er saucy and o'er proud," pleaded 
Dorothy, hiding her tremulous hands with the laced 
kerchief she had just lifted up. 

"I laugh, but do not chide. Laugh, that gallants 
should play the mumming of an outlaw, wLon my lady 
designs thee to strum at prick-song, instead of hold a 
bridle posy. La I to make thee hold thy quavers, in- 
stead of a Christmas rose." And as she laughed, the 
beauty took up a sprig of white flowered hellebore which 
blows at Christmas, iVom off the garnished toilet. 

But when she saw DoU's tears, Meg relented, and bid- 
ding one of the tirewomen open a cabinet drawer, bring 
forth two veils of Mechlin point, alike, and very costly, 
which, when they came to hand, Meg separated, and 
drawing DoU towards her, threw one around her face. 

" Nay, see," she said, relenting in her raillery, " I 
mean but this, that thou wearest this on thy bridal Doll, 
for though madam bid the chapman bring but one, in 
her order for London mercery, I bid him secretly bring 
two, even if my own lord pays for it. Now, one thank, 
my pretty one, then hie thee to thy chamber, and mind if 
Joan doth not her office well, I'll rate the wench soundly." 

And now Doll's tears flowed fleet and fast, for her 
heart reproached her ; yet, still beyond all other things 
was Master Manners to her. But this relenting on the 
part of Meg, changed Dorothy's resolve to flee without a 
word ; so now ascending to the nursery, or rather to the 
turret closet just beyond it, where Luce was secretly 
packing a smsil mail for her mistress's use, she charged 
her with a message to the bride, praying her to soften the 
old man's wrath with gentle speech, and to tell him that 
Master Manners was no churl, but of the house of 
Rutland. 

So the day wore on, so evening came, and the long 
train of gallants and ladies went forth across the nether 
court, strewed with carpets, to the chapel, where by 
Popish ritual, barely concealed, the nuptial knot was 
tied, and the elder co-heiress of the Vemons became a 
daughter of the Stanleys. And now the minstrels played, 
and the steward clad in a robe, and adorned with a gilt 
chain, bore in, with the flourish of trumpets, the huge 
boat's head; so huge, that the wildest forest of the 
northern shires oonld alone produce its like. And when 



this feasting was over in my "lord's chamber^' and the 
hall, the latter was cleared of benches and tressel-boards, 
and chairs of state set for the high company on the dais ; 
which, when assembled, the bride and bridegroom gave 
garters and scarfs, embroidered with the devices of their 
respective houses ; and then it came to the guests' turn 
to give marriage presents, and costly ones they vrere, of 
divers kinds. 

Thus the time wore on, till it was an hour beyond the 
curfew's toll ; and the younger guests began to give the 
presents. 

" And might I hie me to my chamber, madam," asked 
Dorothy, standing up reverently before Dame Claude's 
chair of state. 

'* Sit thee still, the menials can wait." 

" Nay, do not over chide, my lady," said Sir George, 
-drawing his beautiful daughter towards him with a loving 
caress. " Doll must not be an over-mewed hawk, now 
she'll be her dad's sole comfort. So hie thee, my pretty, 
to hall or bower, or where thou wilt— only come back 
again, for thy sweet face is my jewel." 

Doll stooped and kissed the old man, for the merry 
junketings amused the other guests, and then hurried 
across the hall, up the staircase into the nursery. Here, 
as it was the hour, and the signal already given to Luce 
that all was ready, Dorothy Vernon hastily changed her 
dress, for one of coarse materials and sad coK^ur. and 
hiding the veil in her bosom, and accompanied hj 'nee, 
bearing the mail, she tremblingly crept through curriuur 
and chamber, by the northern tower to the west front, and 
at last reached safely the garden parlour. And now with- 
drawing bolt and bar, she kissed the weeping beldam ; 
and like a frightened bird upon the wing, made eight 
small prints upon the eight stone steps, light as snow upon 
a flower, as dew upon a rose, and the prize was caught 
as a leaflet by a wintry wind, and borne away ! 

So then, as yet for aye, those little tiny steps were 
graven and set down ; like iron in a rock, like a mountain 
on the land, like an ocean on the earth, for Time can 
be no victor over Human Love ! And so the shadows and 
the sunlight fall, the winter winds roar round, the sere 
leaves drop, the damp and moulder lingers, and the lichens 
grow, but yet the sweet tradition hallows Haddon Hall. 

The fugitives rode through forest and over moorland 
that night and next day; and the day following that were 
married at Ayleston, a village two miles from Leicester, 
and in Leicester forest. The feud consequent on 
Dorothy's elopement was of no long' continuance, for at 
Sir George Vernon's death in the 7tli of Queen Eliza- 
beth, Dorothy Manners was seized with twenty-six 
manors ; amongst others Lower and Nether Haddon in 
Derbyshire. She died in 1584, and her husband Sir 
John Manners, (knighted at Worksop, by King James 
the 1st in 1603,) in 1611, leaving issue three sons and a 
daughter, from the eldest of whom. Sir George Manners, 
the ducal house of Rutland inherits Haddon Hall. 



GEOLOGICAL OUTLINES. 
Part V. 

NSW BED SANDSTONE GROUP. 

Red Conglomerate — is formed of the substance of the 
older rocks, which have been rolled about in a powerful 
current, or subject to the action of the sea along the 
shores, sometimes called pudding-stone, from its con- 
taining • numbers of round and smooth pebbles. The 
action of the waves, assisted by great currents, wind, and 
tides tear down immense masses of rock which overhang 
the sea-shore, these are washed away and rolled about 
till they are deposited in layers in deep water. 

Variegated Marls — these rocks are coloured red, blue, 
or grey, and are composed of the remains of small shell* 
fish cemented together. 



Rock Salt — ^ifl probably a saline deposit, afterwards 
crystallized, it is fonnd sometimes mixed with beds of 
chalk« generally of a red colour, caused by a mixture of 
oxide of iron ; when purified, it is fit for domestic pur- 
poses. In the county of Chester there are large salt* 
mines. 

Red or Variegated Sandstone — composed of clay and 
silica deposited in fine particles, ancf is of various colours. 

In this group and the superior ones we find the fossil 
remains of extinct species of enormous reptiles, of the 
crocodile and lizard kind ; the former species of shell-fish 
and vegetables almost entirely disappear, but as there are 
as yet no traces of the mammalia order of animals, we may 
suppose that the earth was not fit fur their support at 
the time this deposit occurred. 

Very fine specimens of the skeletons of the most 
remarkable of these animals or reptiles may be seen 
in the British Museum, and they appear to have been a 
strange combination of fish, crocodile, and lizard* The 
tiiree following are the most remarkable. 

Ichthyosaurus or Fish Lizard — this animal is about 
thirty feet in length, with a head and jaws like those of 
a crocodile, and teeth of the same kind inserted in a 
groove. It is supposed to have been so rapacious as to 
have worn out several sets of teeth during its life-time, and 
a young generation of teeth sprang up to supply 
the old ones when broken or worn out. The pupil 
of its eye was twelve inches in diameter (the pupil 
generally increases in size in such animaU according to 
the depth of water where they have to collect their prey). 
It had a long snout, a body vertebrated, and formed l>ke 
that of a fish, and a long, broad, and powerful tail ; in- 
stead of feet, it bad paddles like those of the whale. The 
smaller intestines are wound round in a spiral manner 
soastoaddto their length and quantity of absorbing surface 
without impeding the animals in the pursuit of their 
prey. They were so ravenous as to prey on each other, 
and must have been the terror of the ocean. 

Flesiosanrus — this animal has the head of the croco- 
dile, the neck like a serpent, and the body like a fish, 
with a short tail ; it had lungs for breathing of huge di- 
mensions ; its hind and fore paddles rather approach in 
shape the limbs of >a human being, ending in fingers and 
toes, though of uncouth shape. It must have been very 
timid, though voracious, and appears to have been ill- 
provided with the means of escaping from its enemies ; 
it was of immense size, and probably floated about on 
the surface of the water in shallow marshes, procuring its 
food from the bottom. 

Pterodactyle — a wonderfully formed animal, with the 
wings of a bat, the head and body like a lizard, with 
jaws and teeth like those of a crocodile; its eyes were of 
enormous size, and it is supposed that it preyed upon 
immense dragon-flies in the dusk of the evening. It 
had a kind of fingers at the end of its wings, (enabling it 
to dimb up trees,) which were furnished with hooks 
like those on the wing of a bat. 

The Iguanodon — (an extinct species of crocodile), and 
the remains of several extinct species of tortoise, are also 
fbund in this group. 

CHALK AND OOLITIC GROUPS. 

These groups are remarkable for the wonderful quan- 
tity of carbonate of lime which enters into their com- 
position. 

Loaa — is formed from deposit, partly calcareous, partly 
clayey, varying in proportion. 

Oolite — so named from its resemblance to tiie roe of a 
fish ; it is a carbonate of Ume, and is found intermixed 
with other strata of clay, limestone, gravel, sandstone, &c. 

The fossil remains are nearly the same as those in 
the preceding group ; with sea-weeds, marshy vegetables, 
and extinct species of the fern and pine tribe. 

The Wealden Rocks — occur at Wealden, in Dorset- 
shire, resting on a bed of oolite, about 800 feet thick. 



The upper part is very ridi in remains of f^sh water 
shells, but contains no deep sea shells ; trees having been 
found in it in their natural position, it must have been 
formerly dry land. Beautiful remains of fossil fern, and 
the sago palm, have been found perfect in it, also of some 
terrestrial animals of the herbivorous kind, furnished with 
teeth for bruising and tearing vegetable food. 

Chalk — ^this appears to be entirely formed from the 
remains of living creatures. The beds of soft chalk 
mixed with flint, in England, vary in depth from 600 to 
2,000 feet (under this 600 feet of green sand, consisting 
entirely of carbonate of lime and marine shells). The 
flints do not abound in the lower strata* In Scotland 
the flints are found, but the chalk has entirely disap« 
peared, probably by absorption from underground springs* 

Chalk must have been formed in the deep sea, and far 
away from the shores or the mouths of rivers ; as it is 
never found mixed with detrita of other rocks, but per- 
fectly pure. It is sometimes mixed with fragments of 
coral, and coralline insects will not live in impure water. 
Supposed to be formed from the debris of coral rocks, 
washed away and reduced to powder by the action d 
the waves, and deposited in deep water ; this fact is partly 
proved by finding chalk at the base of coral islands, in 
Bermuda, which examined by a microscope proved to be 
the same substance as common chalk. The flints found 
in chalk are the remains of very minute species of in- 
fusorial animals. 

TBRtlART SERIES. 

The Tertiary Series is fbund only in small patches or 
hollow basins, and does not cover large portions of the 
surface of the earth. It is remarkable for alternate 
deposits of salt and fresh water formations. Paris 
stands upon three marine and two fresh water alternating 
deposits. 

Plastic Clay — used in potteries, generally lies on the 
chalk surface; it is composed of fine particles of clay of 
various colours, intermixed with beds of sand, shale, or 
coarse gravel. 

Coarse Limestone— found in beds, and is generally 
separated from the clay by beds of sand. 

Gypsum — supposed to be of fresh water formation, is 
of various colours, and is a combination of lime, sul- 
phuric add, and water. Sulphur is given out in vast 
quantities during volcanic eruptions; mixed with sea- 
water and percolating through limestone, would convert 
it into gypsum. It is then crystallized and becomes 
transparent. This substance was formerly used instead 
of glass 

Marl—alternates with Gypsum, and is composed 
entirely of the remains of fresh water shells. Fresh 
water and marine shells are sometimes difficult to dis- 
tinguish, but the difference between marine and fresh 
water plants generally found deposited in the same 
stratification serves to determine the formation. 

Vienna, PariSj and London, are each built on tertiary 
formations. 

The age of the tertiary rocks can frequently be ascer- 
tained by the per centage of extinct fossil animal remains 
as compared to remains of spedes now in existence ; the 
older the rock, the greater the per centage of ektinct spedes. 

Not so much the case with shell-fish, because the de- 
pressions of land from volcanic causes, would frequently 
not affect them ; but would destroy whole genera and 
species of land animals. 

In London Clay — there are only 3 per cent, of living 
spedes; later formations produce 17» 55, and even 95 
per cent. ; the latter is the per centage in Sidly. 

The Apennines — are covered with tertiary strata, to a 
hdght of twelve hundred feet, and must have been lifted 
up by volcanic action after thdr original stratification. 

The fossil remains of the tertiary series, commencing at 
the bottom, show the extinction almost of the gigantic 
saurian, or reptile tribe, and the substitution of enormous 



ELIZA COOK'S JOURNAK 



14S 



gpecies of the pachydermata (thick-skinned) aoimals, of the 
elephant or rhinoceros species. These animals, feeding 
on the roots of marshy plants, &c., show the vast 
extent of marsh, and shallow seas or lakes, at the period 
of their existence. 

The Palasotheriam — ^was an animal about the size of 
a horse, but shaped like a hog, with a very prolonged 
upper jaw, like that of the tapir. There were many 
varieties, now extinct. 

In the same . stratification we first meet with fossil 
skeletons of birds, and of some of the carnivorous 
animals, fresh water tortoises, crocodiles, and several 
species of fish. Higher up in the stratification we meet 
with the skeleton of the Dinotherium, a huge animal of 
the tapir kind, with a shotdder formed for digging up 
roots like the mole, and large tusks ; also animals of the 
cat tribe, as large as a lion ; an animal of the bear species, 
another allied to the dog, and many others ; also dolphins, 
walrus, whales, &c. 

Still higher, and in a later formation, the palseotherium 
and its allied tribes disappear, and the extinct species of 
(X)lossal elephant takes its place. 

The Mastodon — was a colossal kind of elephant, 
twelve feet in height, and of such wonderful proportions 
that the lower jaw of one was found to weigh upwards of 
seventy pounds ; its teeth being of the same structure as 
those of the hippopotamus, leads to the conclusion that 
it fed on roots in marshy soils. These animals posHessed 
a much larger body than the elephant, in proportion to 
their height; and their limbs were thicker and more clumsy. 

The Megatherium. — A sluggish, but pow^erful animal, 
capable of crushing a lion with a stroke of its paw; 
cased in armour, like the armadillo species. It was 
about eight feet high, twelve feet long (exclusive of an 
enormous tail), and five feet across the haunches ; its feet 
were a yard in length. 

The Mammoth, or Fossil Elephant — is found in vast 
numbers at the surfiEu^e of the tertiary series of rocks ; it 
is about the same size and structure as tlie elephant of 
the present day, but distinguished from it by a warm 
hairy coat, and a neck furnished with a long mane, and was 
adapted for living in the coldest climates. The beds of 
the Russian rivers contain myriads of fossil remains of 
the mammoth ; vast numbers also are found in Siberia. 
The upper portion of the forehead of the Siberian fossil 
elephant is formed like an inclined plane ; that of the 
African elephant is concave ; that of the Indian elephant, 
convex. The mammoth has also been discovered in 
America. 

SUPERFICIAL gBRIES. 

This series of rocks and soils is supposed to have been 
deposited since the Deluge, and appears as if brought 
down by a current of water, and deposited on the surface 
of the other stratifications. 

Diluvium — is a thick bed of clay, mixed with rolling 
stones and gravel; some are rounded, others not; and 
they have, in some instances, been carried to a great 
distance by floods, or the action of the glaciers. There 
are large blocks of granite, or gneiss, in Cumberland, 
which must have been transported from the Scottish 
hills; the beds being marked in parallel lines during 
their transport. 

Glaciers — bring down vast quantities of rock, sand, 
and gravel from the higher regions. Snow falls on the 
tops of mountains and is thawed into ice ; this is con- 
tinually repeated, until the gravity of the vast mass of 
ice, on an inclined pUne, brings it down into the valley. 
Immense masses of rock and gravel fall into it, and arc 
carried along in the ice. These collections are called 
moraines. In Norway there was one discovered two 
hundred feet in height, and two thousand feet in length. 

The destruction such a mass might cause, failiug, 
perhaps, from a height of twenty thousand feet, must 
be tenific 



In the extensive sandy plains of the North of Europe, 
immense masses of granite rock are found, called Erratic 
Blocks, which must have been brought across the Baltic 
Sea from the Hartz mountains by glaciers, and perhaps a 
flood ; the angles of the stones are quite sharp, and the 
bottoms scratched in parallel lines, showing rubbing, but 
not rolling, which would have rounded them. 

At Glasgow, erratic blocks, composed of mica schist, 
and containing zeolites, have been found, which must 
have been transported from Ben Lomond, a distance of 
30 miles. 

Alluvium — is composed of fine particles of clay, sand, 
&c., held in solution by rivers, and deposited along their 
baifks during floods, or at their mouths. 

Peat — is an accumulation of vegetable matter, which, 
by capillary attraction, holds water in solution, and 
contains considerable quantities of tannin, which by its 
astringency preserves it from decay ; it is used extensively 
for fuel when cut and dried, both in Scotland and Ireland. 

Vegetable Soil — is too well known to need description. 

The fossil remains, in the Superficial Series, are prin- 
cipally those of species now in existence. Vast quantities 
of bones of carnivorous animals have been discovered 
in the caverns and fissures of limestone rocks; a rock 
very remarkable for its cavernous nature. Lough Corrib 
and Lough Ma>«k, in Ireland, are connected by subter- 
raneous caves, containing many fossil remains of animals. 
Some caves in Bavaria have been found to ctmtain fossil 
remains of bears, lions, hyienas, tigers, &c., proving 
Europe, at some former period, to have been inhabited 
by these animals : evidence of a hotter climate than at 
present, probably 2,000 years ago. 

No skeleton of a human being has ever been dis- 
covered below the diluvial be<l ; but specimens of the 
quadrumana (or monkey ti'ibe, the nearest approach to 
man amongst the mammalian tribes), have been dis- 
covered in limestone deposits of the upper series of the 
tertiary group. A skeleton was discovered some years 
since, called (Homo Diluvii Testis), or the man who 
witnessed the Deluge, supposed to be human, but, upon 
closer examination, proved to be merely a species of 
gigantic newt. 



NATURE AND LOVE. 

He who educates his mind. 

More by Nature than by Art, 
Will by that instruction find, 

Love is Nature's counterpart. 
Forms are Love's eternal preachers. 

Preaching for it everywhere i 
What is Love's is also Nature's, 

What is Nature's Love will share. 
— E. H. Surrington. 

THE MAGNOLIA. 

Th^ pencil can give but a faint idea of the splendour 
of the Magnolia grandifiora ; and the pen altogether fails 
in the effort to describe its charms. The South may well 
be proud of the possession of a tree of such noble bearing. 
The leaves are glossy, and of a most luxuriant softness. 
The young branches are of a fine purplish brown, pro- 
ducing flowers at the extremity of each ; and, when the 
tree rises to the height of sixty or seventy feet, and each 
branch holds up its petJilled vase of ivory whiteness, as 
if presenting incense to the sun, it affords an appearance 
of beauty and grandeur that rivals the proudest productions 
of man. Many of the nations of the earth have chosen a 
flower for their emblem. The roses of England are weU 
known in story. Ireland has chosen the lowly shamrock. 
Dear is the thistle to the heart of the Scotchman. If 
ever the United States should choose a symbol from the 
vegetable world, let that Symbol be the magnolia 1— 
E, Peabody, 
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HERE'S "CHRISTMAS! 

Hsmc's " Chri9tmM"'-let us boldly greet him, 

We may as well, for none can cheat him r 

He will steal on, and slily sprinkle 

The first grey hair and first faint wrinkle. 

And yet methinks it little matters 

What seed of Ruin'moss he scatters, 

So that amid it we contrive 

To ke^p Truth's HearUeaae stiU alive 

Within our breast. 

Here*B Christmas, and it seemeth wcU 
That Conscience to our deeds should tell 
The just result of all we've done, 
And trace the way our sands have run. 
Let us peruse the closely sealed, 
The volume ever unrcv«aled, 
And see if we have said or thought 
No evil thing that shall have brought 

Blots on our crest 

The heart is but a ledger sheet 

Where Right and Wrong in balance meet 

And well it is that we should see 

Full often how " accounts " may be. 

Old Christmas has a trick we find 

Of bringing bills of every kind, 

So ere we drain the festive cup 

We'll look within, and reckon up 

The debts we owe. 

Too many of us get so wrapt 

In *' own dear self," that we are apt 

To dwell much more on what our brothers 

Should give to us than we to others. 

Our grasp is quick to seise and hold 

The kindness paid in moral gold ; 

But Equity, that bids us pass 

The same again, oft sees, alas. 

Our palms more alow. 

Let US not idly shirk the task, 
But face ourselves and boldly ask 
Our conduct whether it has trod 
The path of Mammon or of God 7 
A more important '* day-book " lives 
Than that which worldly commerce gives. 
Some brighter figures must be found 
Than those which make the golden rovmd 

Of Profit's dial. 

Let us take heed that no arrears 
Are due to those whose silent tears 
Are calling on us night and day 
For debts which Mercy ought to pay ; 
Let us be sure that we have heard 
The claims of Misery's lowly word. 
And that our lips have never driven 
The helpless and the spirit-riven 

With harsh deniaL 

Let us think how " accounts " may stand 
When the " recording angel's " hand 
Adds up our columns — turning then 
To the " great book " not kept by men. 
No yellow dust will serve to hide 
The errors made by selfish pride' ; 
False items, though on vellum page. 
Will never bear the searching gauge 

Of holy sight. 

So take good caution how we let 

Delusion lead us into debt ; 

And let Old Christmas find us willing 

To pay Humanity's las» shilling. 

We'll pile the log and drain the cup, 

But not before we reckon up 

The " balance-sheet " that Conscience draws, 

And God e'er keeps by his own laws 

Of Wrong and Right 
Eliza Cook. 



DIAMOND DUST. 

The friendships of the vrorld are often confederacies In 
▼ice or leagues of pleasure. 

Life is the hyphen between matter and spirit. 

A BREAKING wave is the on]y thing in natnre which is 
most beautiful in the moment of its dissolution. 

The fetters of rhjrme are no more than a bracelet to 
the true poet. 

As well pass a kaleidoscope from hand to hand, and 
expect no trembling touch will alter its aspect, as to think 
to hear a story from mouth to mouth literally and accu- 
rately repeated. 

When hearts are filled with holy affections, and home 
is happy, then do the young dwell in a charmed circle, 
which only the naturally depraved would seek to quit, 
and across which boundwy temptations to error shine out 
but feebly. 

The most strict and severe, and suspicious persons, 
are precisely those who are most often deceived. Suspi- 
cion is so rarely directed aright, that cunning is more 
than a match for it ; and oppression ever begets cunning, 
which is the dwarfed and deformed cleverness of the 
slave. 

The young should be spared from sorrow as much 
as possible. Never dim the sunshine of hope and joy, eo 
as to leave them without even the memory of its glory. 

Rob charity of its name, by the delicacy of your be- 
quests, and you give it a fair chance of proving the 
divinity of its origin. 

Teach self-denial, and make its practice pleasurable, 
and you create for the world a destiny more sublime 
than ever issued from the brain of the wildest dreamer. 

Patience is very good, but perseverance is much 
better ; while the former stands as a stoic under difficul- 
ties, the latter whips them out of the ring. 

Falsehoods, like distorted reflections from an un- 
even mirror, suffer death by contact with each other. 

He who wonders, is ignorant in the same proportion. 

CovETOUSNEss, like a candle ill-made, smothers the 
splendour of a happy fortune in ita own grease. 

No friends are more faithful, more inseparable, than 
hard-heartedness and pride, humility and love, liea and 
impudence. 

Of all the actions of a man's life his marriage does 
least concern other people, yet of all actions of our life, 
it is most meddled with by other people. 

People seldom improve, when they have no other 
model but themselves to copy after. 

Nature so intertwines the grave with the gay, that 
the colour of the web is dark or bright according to the 
humour of him who handles it. 

Our follies are our most effectual instructors ; and the 
strongest resolutions of manhood flourish best in that soil 
in which the extravagances of youthful hopes have found 
a grave. 

Human society can only be a perfect thing when it is 
the matured exponent of man's nature fuUy developed 

in it. 

In poetry, as elsewhere, those who forget themselves 
ore the last to be forgotten by others. 

To estimate justly the faults, as well as the merits of 
the truly great, is a duty which we owe not only to truth, 
and to ourselves, but to them. 
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EMPLOYMENT OP YOUNG WOMEN. 

It soems still to be ■ condition of our ■ocial sfitem 
Woman like Mui, ihould work for her bread, and hire 
benelf out to Uboiu at daj'a mget. Though it Is ad. 
miUad bj all who write and speak an this subject, that 
the proper tphere of waman is tbe Homo— that her 
highest dnt; Is to miaifter to the domestic well-being 
then — that, as the nnrse and moral teacher of Toutb, 
the refiner and comforter of man, the mother, the wife, 
and tbe honsekeeper, she is labouring in her tnunt and 
holiest Tocation,— still it must lie confeisaed that, for a 
large Dumber of women, this is but a beautifol theory, 
and yet verj far from being realized in pnctice. 

Among the working chuses, the children, male and 
female, are all sent out to work as soon as possible. 
The wages earned b; the father are barelf sufficient to 
keep tbe fkmilr, ao that the necessity is earl; forced 
npoD them af hiring out their children far wages, in 
Older to eke out the famil; meant. They are sent to 
the ftclory end tbe workshop, and though the competition 
is very great, there is usually little difficulty in times of 
good trade, in finding temunerctiie employment for 
them. They would doubtless be better at school, learu- 
ing to read and write; and allowed 1« play by themselves 
occasionally, until their physical frames became well- 
grown and better adapted for laboor. But onr social 
oondilion is argent, and work the children must, for their 
parents will ha*e it so. 

In all the mann&cturing districts, women are abna- 
dantly employed, sometimes at good wages. The 
domeeUc training of these young women ia not of the 
beat. Employed in the factory, they learn nothing of the 
art* of domettie life. Bemored ftom the inflnences of 
home, and beyond tbe reach of parental influence and 
eiample, their affections towards father and mother, 
brothers and sisters, become weakened and blunted. 
They work for wages among a number of other girl.., like 

prared, infecting (hem minousty by bad e<Bin|ile. Such 

classes in many of our large (owns, and they must be 
admitted to be of (be mo^ injurious tendency. 

There is hiiwever, a brighter side to this- It is not a 
necenary condidon of factory Ubour Itaat it thould be 
demoraHiing, On the contrary, the opportunity which the 



concentration of number gitcs for moral oversight, mighl 
render factory labour one of the most dearable of all 
occupations for yonng women. It is so at Lowell, in the 
United States. The respectable and well educated 
daughters of New England farmers aniioasly seek admis- 
sion to the mills of Lowell. After working Ibers for a 
few years, they are enabled to save suffident for a mar- 
riage portion. They deposit their gains in the saiings' 
banks, though their wages are not higher than many 
classes of female operatives in this country. Their de- 
meanour is extremely modest and lady-like ; and < 
moral character is high. They eiercise a rigid, moral 
supervision among themselves; and no female of immoral 
character is allowed to remain among them. They em- 
ploy their leisure hours in self-education, and are i 
of them members of religious societies. Now, i 

ican yonng women can be and do, so can English 
young women. Our great obstacle is in the want of edu- 
I of onr labouring class; we have no common 
schools such as they have in New England i Ihe deplo- 
rable stale of elementary educolion among us being suffi- 
intly proved by the Registrar General's returns, which 

nl in England yearly, cannot write their own names. 
Mr Hickson. a late handloom commissioner, speaks 
ry favourably of the tendency of factory labour to ele- 
vate the social condition ot tbe women of the working 

in Lancashire. He says — " One of the gi«« 
advantages resulting ^m the progress of manufacturing 

iduatry, and from severe manual labonr being SUj 

seded by machinery, is its tendency to raise the condition 

women. Education only is wanting to place thi 

}men of I^ncoshire higher in tho social scale than ii 

y other part of the world. The great drawback t< 

female happiness among the middle and working classes 

is, their complete dependence and almost helplessnesi 

securing the means of subsistence. The went of other 

ipinyment Iban tbe needle cLeapeni thiir labour in 

re profitable employment for femolej is abundant. 

imotic serrsnts are in con^m|Ue^re i • s.-ai-ce. Iliat they 

I only be obtuued from tho neighbouring counties. 

yonng woman, prudent and careful, an[l living with 
her parents, from tlie age of aiiteen to twenty-Avr. may, 
in that (ime. by factory employment, ssve jtlOO aa ■ 
wedding portion. 1 believe it to be the int.. .est of ths 
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commanity that ereiy yoang woman should have this 
in her power. She is not then driven into an early mar- 
riage by the necessity of seelcing a home ; and the con- 
■dousness of independence, in being able to earn her 
own living, is favourable to the development of her best 
moral energies." 

The greatest deficiency of employment is experienced 
hy the young women of the middle classes. Of course* 
they a?oid domestic service as well as factories; and 
almost the only sphere of occupation which presents 
iteelf, it teaching. Hence the intense competition for 
governess' situations, of which we have spoken in a 
previous article.* Dressmaking and millinery also 
attract a considerable number, and here the compe- 
tition for employment is so intense, that many young 
women are found willing to work, during " the season/' 
for eighteen, twenty, and even more hours, out of the 
twenty-four. About fifteen thousand are thus em- 
ployed in London ; and their labours are of a kind more 
irksome, toilsome and incessant, than are to be found in 
perhaps any other description of labour. " The pro- 
tracted labour of the milliners and dressmakers," says one 
^ t)ie Commisfioners of Inquiry into this subject, *' is 
<|i^ite unparalleled in the butory of manufacturing pro- 
cesses. There is nothing in the accounts of the worst- 
conducted factories to be compared with the facts elicited 
in the present inquiry." Sir James Clarke says — ** I 
ean scarcely believe that the system adopted in our worst 
regulated m^pufactories can be so destructive of health 
as the life of the young fl^essmaker." Yet the compe- 
tition for such situations is always great. So soon as the 
ruined constitutions of one set of dressmakers compel 
them to retire, another set, fresh and healthy, are found 
ready to take their jplaces. The doors to these chambers 
of death are always crowded by applicants, eager for ad- 
xnissiqq. When a life of indi^try is attended by such 
toils and sufferings, is there rpom for wonder that the 
wages of idle dissipation should so often lure these poor 
firis from virtue, and that they should start aside sud- 
denly into the paths of vice ? 

It is probable that were young women better educated 
t^iao they are et present — mo^e solidly, with an eye to 
utility rather than to exhibition, — they would find many 
more profitable methods of employing themselves than in 
govemessing and dressmaking. Without education they 
are necessarily weak ; for the weakest and most helpless 
classes of the population, of both sexes, are invariably 
those which are the least instructed. A cultivated, well- 
trained mind always serves to givp a woman, as a man, 
greater resources, enables her to turp her industry to 
the "best account, and to employ it with the greatest ad- 
vants^ to herself and to others. The French and Ame- 
rican women have decidedly the best advantage over us 
in thie respect, because of their better education, and 
their social position is more advanced accordingly. In 
France, women of the middle classes are highly productive 
labourers. As modUtet, they lead the taste of Europe, 
and supply the markets of fashion with their wares. 
They are the principal shopkeepers, and are fkr more 
expert in displaying and selling wares than men are. 
They have a quickness, skiU, and tact, which render them 
invsJuable as shopworoen. And shop work is generally 
far more of the diaract^r of women's work, than men's. 
It seems to us out of keeping to see a tall, broad-shoul- 
dered fellow of six feet, measuring ribbons, folding net, 
exhibiting flannel, or displaying glovea. 

The Parisian women are not only employed exten- 
sively as shopwomen ; they are also employed as book- 
keepers, copying clerks, conductors of journals, and 
writers of books, to a large extent. They engage exten- 
sively in business on their own account; and the num- 
ber of French women now in London, who are engeged 

* No. 90. 



in business, is very great. A Paris correspondent of the 
Dublin Nation thus refers to the subject : 

" It is amazing the aptitude for business which French 
women display, and the efficient aid they give their fathers 
and husbands in their aifairs. In the majority of houses 
they keep the books, and write the letters. Foreign cor- 
respondence is almost invariably carried on by women^ 
vho are better linguists here than the men. An incident 
illustrative of their business habits which lately came to my 
knowledge, will give you some idea of how much more 
practically these Frenchwomen employ their intelligence 
that our own countrywomen. 

** Mademoiselle D , a highly educated lady, to 

whom I was introduced at the house of her brother-in-law, 
a distinguished member of the bar, was questioning me 
one day on the sort of education Irishwomen get, and 
whether they were brought up with independent habits 
and ideas. I was obliged to confess how miserably 
dependent our women were, and, with all our poverty^ 
how few modes of industry we had. During our con- 
versation, she mentioned how grateful she was to her 
father who had brought her up usefully. He had been 
an extensive agent for purchasing fabrics in muslin, silk, 
and all the luxuries of dress, for the large merchant 
houses which supply the East and West Indies, and 
South America. In making his selections from the 
wholesale warehouses to suit each market, (an exploit 
requiring the nicest judgment and long experience,) he 
invariably brought his daughter with him, to have the 
benefit of her correct taste; and thus by degrees she 
learnt precisely the species of goods that would sell in 
each market. Her father had heen dead many years, and 
his business abandoned, but her services were eageriy 
solicited by houses whp knew the value of her long disci- 
plined judgment, and by devoting a portion of her morn- 
ings occasionally to these selections, (she had not even 
the trouble of writing a letter,) she earned somewhat 
about JtZOO a year." 

Many of the young Frenchwomen are enabled to make 
a respectable hvelihood by furnishing designs to the 
manufacturers. There are special schools for drawing 
and design in the principal towns of Frances which are 
well frequented l^y girls of the artisan class, who there 
practise drawing from "the round," copying simple natural 
objects set before them, and combining them in graceful 
and artistic forms. A sure foundation b thus laid for accu- 
rate knowledge and judicious improvements in whatever 
trade or pursuits in life they afterwards may adopt. Indeed, 
there is little reason to doubt that the special education 
which the French artisans receive at these schools, Is 
the true cause of their, greatly superior skill in the art of 
design, and in the manufacture of all objects of taste and 
decoration, as compared with the English producers. Our 
best patterns are borrowed from the French. Some of 
our leading houses keep agents in Paris for the express 
purpose of selecting the best French designs, and copying 
them in our Engliui manufactures. But our prints, our 
castings and mouldings, our fomiture, are all dumsy and 
ugiy compared with the French. What grace we display 
in such articles, is for the moat pert bocxowed firom them ; 
though, even in borrowing, for the want of taste, we not 
unfrequently spoil their finest patterns. We yet want the 
polite graces of manufacture ; we want in cultivated taste 
and fisncy ; hence we run great risk of losing our hold of 
the markets throughout the world, though tUs is what we 
cannot at all $S6rd to do. But, were our young men and 
young women educated as they ought to be, this ineqaality 
would not fail soon to disappear, while the exercise of 
taste and skill in the arts of design, would, by stimula- 
ting the demand for our manufactured productions, 
largely increase the field of employment for the skilled 
labourers of both sezee. 

Other departments of industry night be named, ia 
which women might be profitably occupied. The act of 
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wood engraving u now already pursued by young women 
with considerable success ; and it is a kind of occupation, 
from the neatness and finish of execution required, in 
which they are peculiarly calculated to excel. In Swit- 
zerland, the women are watchmakers ; and their labours 
in this beautiful art, in their cottage homes, tend greatly 
to add to the comfort, independence, and respectability 
of themselves and famib'es. In the United States, many 
yoiing women are employed as compositors in printing 
offices, and in this vocation they earn high wages. Neat- 
ness, expertness, and intelligence, are the main qualities 
required ; the physical labour being of the lightest kind. 
It might be said that the employment of young women 
in snch occupations in this country, would only displace 
so much men's labour, and tend to lower wages ; and to 
some extent this must be admitted to be true. We are 
already, in most trades, overstocked with labourers ; and 
there are more' men seeking employment than can find it. 
There remains then, lastly, for those who would find 
remunerative employment, the consideration of Emigra- 
tion as a means towards that end. All our colonies are 
calling out for female help. The young men emigrate in 
increasing numbers from year to year, leaving the young 
women at home. A male population thus accumulates in 
the colonies, and as they get settled, and accumulate 
property, they want servants, they want housekeepers, 
they want wives. Every ship which arrives from Aus- 
tralia brings intelligence of the dearth of female labourers. 
Servants become difficult to manage in consequence of 
the host of competitors for their services. They get very 
high wages, from Jt20 to jtZQ a year, with board ; and 
sempstresses, milliners, governesses, and female teachers, 
are also eagerly sought for. Young women, of intelli- 
gence and moral courage, might reasonably look to this 
field of profitable employment, with hope and joy. There 
are many whose circumstances would at once be im- 
mensely improved by emigration. We know personally 
of many cases of success. The voyage is long, it is true, 
but the femalo emigrants are carefully attended to on 
ship-board, and on their arrival in the Australian colonies, 
they are taken in charge by a committee of ladies, until they 
are carefully settled, or provided for. There is the same 
demand for female labour in the United States, but prin- 
cipally for domestic servants. A large portion of the maid 
servants in the New England States are Irishwomen, who 
receive from five to eight dollars a month, and they are 
generally enabled to save out of their wages sufficient to 
bring over the rest of their poorer relatives from old 
Ireland. In the interior of the country also, and in the 
Western States, the demand for female servants, for 
dairymaids, and suo^ like, is still greater, and they are 
certain of obtaining high wages. The sodal position of 
woman in the States is considerably higher than amongst 
us. America has been called " the pandise of women ; " 
and the inducementa which that country, as well as our 
own colonies hold out to the thousands of unemployed 
young women in this country, are certainly worthy of 
their serious regard and consideratioii. 



A GRANDMOTHER OF THE SEVENTEENTH 

CENTURY. 

It is a profitable study to trace the life, the trials, and 
the successes of those who have triumphed over difficulties 
and raised themselves to eminence and honour. But it 
is often equally profitable to mark some humbler 
character, and meditate on the quiet virtues which have 
endeared their owner in his generation, and enabled him to 
lead a happy and a useful life, even under circumstances 
which the world esteems unprosperous. There could 
hardly, in the racords of private life, be a more striking 
and touching history than that recorded in his auto- 
biography by Sir John Blamston, of his grandmother. 



Mary Hill. This exemplary lady was descended from a 
highly respectable English family, but her parents having 
been driven from their home by the terrible pei*secutions 
of Queen Mary, she was bom and baptized in the year 
1652, at Antwerp, where Mr. and Mrs. Hill had taken 
sheltei. 

In the second year of Queen Elizabeth's reign they 
returned to England, and here the young Mary was 
educated, and brought up to love that church for which 
her parents had suffered persecution, and for the sake of 
which she herself must have undergone considerable in- 
convenience, during their exile in Flanders, and their 
tedious voyage on returning. 

At the age of six she lost her father, Nicholas Hill, and 
Hie ensuing year her mother married again, to Bishop 
BuUingbam, but of the character of the father whom she 
lost, or the step-father who supplied his place, we have 
no record in the memoirs ; but we are told that she waa 
carefully and piously educated, and so well grounded in 
her faith, and so firmly attached to that Communion for 
which she had been born an exile, that neither threats, 
arguments, or entreaties could draw her from it, though 
she was assailed on every side, and lived in what were 
truly troublous times. Reaching the uncommon age 
of ninety-four, a glance at English history, at that period, 
will show us the changes she witnessed, and the political, 
moral, and religious convulsions which shook England 
in her life-time, when the monarchy and the church were 
alike overthrown, and the triumphant enemies of both 
pointed exultingly to their demolition as a certain 
evidence of the wrath of Heaven. 

The date of Mary Hill's marriage is not mentioned, 
but her husband was one of the first physicians of his 
day, and was descended from an old and honourable 
family, being the younger son of Sir Edmunde Mounde- 
ford, of Feltwell, in Norfolk ; from this marriage sprang 
four children, but, though it appears that their talenta 
and virtues gave promise of being a comfort to their 
parents, they were all cut ofT early in life. The two sons 
died unmarried; the elder, who was distinguished at 
College as a young man of great promise, being drowned 
in his travels, and the younger dying of a decline; 
all hope of their name being transmitted to posterity was 
taken away, and the affectionate tenderness of the 
mother must have centred itself in the surviving 
daughters. But here again her affections were destined 
to be invaded : her eldest daughter, in the bloom of 
beauty, in the enjoyment of .an excellent husband's love, 
and surrounded by a numerous young family, was sud- 
denly torn from every tie, and her eight little children 
were made motherless at a stroke. 

But they were not left desolate, for it was now that 
their grandmother aroused herself, and resolved on 
sacrificing time and ease, and (what the old value so 
much) quiet, for the children of her daughter. She who 
had trained the mother they had lost, now took her 
place with them, and quitting her own house in Milk 
Street, resolved to reside entirely with her son-in-law. 
Nor must this be esteemed a trifling sacrifice, for, in addi- 
tion to the care of eight children, she had her husband, 
old, infirm, and sightless, dependent on her for comfort 
and attendance, and she was herself at the time advanced 
in years, as she must have been at leait 62 or 63. 

Her cares, however, were not confined to her ovm 
grandchildren, for Sir John records to her honour, that, 
"after the death of his uncle Stephen, (who bad married 
his father's sister) his father. Sir John, was left by him 
chancellor and overseer of his will, and the care of the 
children being left to him also, this Mvy took the care 
off my father and the trouble to herself, and bred up the 
boys with my brother Francis, and the girls with mj 
sisters, which they very gratefully acknowledged during 
their lives, calling her grandmother, though she was 
allied no otherwise than in her cares." 
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And well did she deserve the title of " grandmother ;" 
that title which unites so much of tenderness and vene- 
ration in our feelings. Nobly did she perform her 
duty ; it was no half work with her ; it appears that every 
sacrifice which duty required was readily and cheerfully 
made ; such as resigning her own home, and the inde- 
pendence of hours and habits, which are inseparable 
from it, and at once plunging into all the bustle, noise, 
and discomforts attendant oii a large and very young 
family, at a period of life when many, perhaps most 
women would consider that their life's labour was 
over, and that they were entitled to a rest before sinking 
into the grave. 

So thoroughly did she fulfil her task, and so deeply 
were her wards comvinced of the benefits they had derived 
from her, that the elder Stephen, when he was left a 
widower, would not be denied, but persuaded her to take 
his daughter under her care, that she might enjoy that 
maternal attention by which he and his own sisters had 
80 greatly profited. 

Many also of her other relatives left their children to 
her guardianship, and her house must have somewhat 
resembled an orphan asylum, save that its happy inmates 
enjoyed a tenderness and care which no hired protectors 
could be expected to equal. 

We can picture her sitting amidst her youthful com: 
panions ; her countenance retaining the traces of 
youthful beauty; her figure, firm and upright; her 
step, steady and elastic; engaged in some elaborate 
piece of needle-work, such as was then the fashion of the 
times, and for prosecuting which, even to the last year of 
her life, she required not the use of spectacles ; cheerful 
and lively in her manner, pious in her habits, and in- 
variably charitable and kind to all about her. 

But, though suffering few of the inconveniences of 
advanced years, she was accustomed to say that she did 
not consider long life a blessing, for it entailed a 
lengthened separation from the dearest friends, which, to 
her affectionate disposition, seemed the severest evil. 
Well, indeed, can we imagine that she had learnt to 
look on life as a weary pilgrimage, for great had been 
her trials and he. toils. She lived to see her country 
desolated by a cruel war; her king murdered; her 
church overthrown ; she survived her children, her 
husband, and her income. She was forced, in old age, 
through the political and religious convulsions, to become 
a pensioner on the bounty of her descendants; and, 
after a life of usefulness, such as few can equal, she spent 
an old age of poverty and restriction. Doubtless she 
had well learned the lesson that life is not a holiday, to 
be trifled away in idle and vain pursuits ; nor is peace of 
mind here, and a good hope for the future, to be won by 
folded hands, and half-formed projects or wishes. 

How well she must have learnt to husband her time, 
and make the most of the flying hours, we may gather 
from the fact, that, even in heedle-work, her active 
fingers equalled the boasted industry of our modem 
women ; for, notwithstanding the pressure of business 
attending on the educating and keeping house for so 
numerous a family, the necessary attentions to her blind 
husband, and her extensive^ charities, she found time to 
embroider for her eldest grandson a set of sofa cushions, 
seats, and chair covers; a similar set for his brother, 
Moundeford Blamston ; and also for every one of her 
grandchildren, she prepared some piece of her own 
handiwork. It is in these words her grandson speaks of 
her : — 

" She wa9 charitable to the uttermost, nay, beyond 
her estate and ability. Her huibiind left her what he 

m 

had, namely, the lease of the hou^c she lived in, and her 
life in the Ica^e oi* the lythi^s of St. Bjtolph, Aldersjrate, 
held under tlie church of Westminster for three live*. 
She outlived the leaie of her house ; yet the Mercer's 
Company, of whom it was held, neither rabed the rent 



nor did suffer it to be let to any other (though it was 
necessary to be repaired, or rather new built). The 
tythes of Aldersgate failed much in the wars, insomuch 
that she could not pay the church rent ; Quakers, Ana- 
baptists, and Presbyterians, too, refusing to pay, and the 
Mayor of London would not give the remedy by law ap- 
pointed ; she was, therefore, enforced to go into Chancery, 
where the remedy was equal to or worse than the disease ; as 
I, by experience, found, who, being her executor, and hav- 
ing my life jointly with Thomas Randes, in that lease, we 
pursued a suit in Chancery, begun by her, and ready for 
hearing at her death, for four pounds, due from a joiner 
and a smith. It cost us to recover that four pounds, 
two hundred at least ; I having bills by me for so much, 
though most of the counsel would not take fees of me. 
But the tythes failing, as I have said, my aunt and my- 
self paid the rent to the church ; and yet she must have 
wanted, had she not been otherwise assisted by my father, 
my aunt, and myself; and yet, in her lowest condition, 
she was cheerful and helpful to her poor kindred, 
especially to her ne^ihew, Richard Archbold, one of the 
younger sons of her sister." 

Taking into consideration all the circumstances attend- 
ing on this remarkable woman, her age and her exertions, 
her early and her latter situation in life, her sufferings, 
her sorrows, her bereavements, her straitened Income, 
and her increasing infirmities, we cannot but consider 
that this picture of her cheerftdncss, liberality, and con- 
tent, presents an admirable example to women of all ranks. 

She had educated, with maternal care, upwards of 
twenty children, besides some who did not grow up, and 
her own sons and daughters. Many of these did due 
honour, by their virtues, to the careful superintendence 
of the active grandmother, and thus did the influence of 
her superior character spread abroad its good effects in 
every direction, like the divei^ng circles on the water 
which continue to extend even after the stone which gave 
them motion has sunk beneath the wave. Surely, such 
an example may be safely pointed out to those mothers of 
modem days, who, by their situation, their occupations, 
or their tastes, imagine themselves freed from the obliga- 
tion to superintend the education of their families. Let 
not the grandmother of two hundred years ago rise up 
in judgment against the women of our day of boasted 
enlightenment ; let it not appear that we are less capable 
of exertion and endurance than the matron of the 
seventeenth century. May there be many in our own 
land of whom it shall be said, as it might justly be so of 
Mrs. Mary Moundeford : 

" Her children shall rise up aad call her bleaied ; 
Her husband also imd he praiseth her. 
Many daughters have done virtuously ; 
But thou exceUest them oU." 

C. A. H> 



THE SEASONS. 

Nature revives,- the ice-throned King 
Resigns his tyrant's powers 

And, like a happy mother. Spring 
Weeps o'er her first-born flower. 

Tlicn does the tender roseling blush 

Beneath the summer sky ; 
But scarcely drinks the tears that gush 

From Morning's golden eye t 

Ere Autumn with his am'rous brcathf 
Comes his voung bride to woo. 

And braids her tresses with m wreath 
Of amber-coloured hue. 

Alas '. she finds his bosom cold, 
She droops with shivering sigh | 

And Aotumn lives but to behold 
His lov'd, his fair one die. 



Edmund. 
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MRS. PECK'S PUDDING. 

A CHRISTMAS ROMANCE. 
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Trs disappointment will be dreadful," said Mrs. Peck, 
speaking to herselfj and looking from the dingy floor up 
to the bare walls and the blank ceiling. " But how to get 
one, Uearen only knows ! " 

It was the afternoon of the 2ith of December. 
Christmas Day was at hand, and for the first time in her 
existence, Mrs. Peck was without a plum -padding. For 
years past she had been reduced in life; but never so 
reduced as that I She was in despair. 

With Mrs. Peck a plum -pudding on Christmas Day 
was an article of her faith. 

Yes — ^she must have one, though it should prove but 
a dumpling of larger growth. But how ? Buying was 
out of the question — she had not half a farihing in the 
hou5«e — a widow without a mite! — ^and stealing was not 
to be thought of — she must borrow or beg. Once arrived 
at this conclusion, she acted on it without delay. There 
were plenty of little emissaries at hand, in the shape of 
her own children for the necessary errands — namely. 
Careful Susan, Dirty Polly, Greedy Charley, Whistling 
Dick, Little Jack, and Ragged Peter, so called from a 
fragment of linen that usually dangled behind him, like 
a ship's ensign from its stern. 

" Children I " said Mrs, Peck, " I am going to have 
a Christmas plum-pudding." 

At such an unexpected announcement, the children 
shouted, jumped about, and clapped their skinny hands. 
But their mirth was of brief duration. Second thoughts 
for once none of the best, soon reminded them that the 
cupboard was as bare as Mother Hubbard's ; while the 
maternal pocket was equally empty. There was a dead 
ailence, at last broken by Little Jack. 

" But, mammy, you have got no phimsJ 

" And no flour," said Careful Susan* 

" And no suet," said Dirty Polly. 

*' Nor no sugar," said Ragged Peter. 

" And no almonds and orange-peel," said Greedy 

Charley. 
No eggs," said Careful Susan. 
And never a saucepan," said Whistling Dick. 

" As to almonds and orange-peel," said Mrs. Peck, 
" we must do without. Our pudding will be a very plain 
one. That is to say, if we get it at all, for there is not one 
ingredient in the house. We must borrow and beg ; so 
get ready, all of yon, to run on my errands." 

" Let me go for the plums, mother," said Greedy 
Charley ; but knowing his failing, she assigned to him to 
plead to Mr. Crop, the butcher, for a morsel of suet. 
Dirty PuUy was to extract a few currants and raisins, and 
some sugar if she could, out of Mr. Perry, the grocer ; 
Little Jack was to wheedle a trifle of flour from Mr. 
Stone, the baker $ and Careful Susan was to get three 
eggs of Mrs. Saukins, who did mangling in her parlour, 
and kept fowls in her cellar. Whistling Dick under- 
took to borrow a saucepan ; and, as Ragged Peter in- 
sisted also on a oomminion, he was sent to hunt about 
the streets, and pick up a little orange-peel — candied, if 
possible. 

So away went all the children, without a moment's 
delay, in search of a pudding, by instalments. Charley 
succeeded at the jolly butcliePs ; he begged and got his 
lump of suet. A good beginning I 

The success of Dirty Polly was less decisive. The 
grocer, before whom she presented herself, asking for 
" raisins, currants, and brown sugar," on learning 
that it waa " all for charity" that she asked, looked the 
little girl in the face, and taking up a square parcel of 
something, thrust it into her hand, saying — " There, 
take that, and tell your mother to make a good use 
of it." 

Little Jack next tried his experiment on Mrs. Stone, 



the baker's wife — ^a woman with a nose so sharp-pointed, 
that she mi^ht have drilled with it the holes in her butter- 
biscuits. The flour — ^a quartern of the best — was mea- 
sured out, but when Mrs. Stone found that no money was 
forthcoming, she emptied back the flour, and tossed the 
empty flour-bag into the face of the urchin. Seeing the 
misery of the child, however, she took him into a bsck- 
room, and thrusting a paper parcel into his hand, said — 
" There, there's spiritual food — go home, and tell your 
mother to feed you well with it." Jack ran home, won- 
dering what the gift could be. 

Careful Susan could squeeze no eggs from Mra. Sau- 
kins, the egg-merchant, but got from her a receipt for 
making a pudding — " rich, yet economical." 

Ragged Peter found no orange-peel; but a kindly 
butler, observing a rent in the hinder part of the boy's 
trowsers, beckoned him to come in, and shortly pro- 
duced a lar«;e bundle, which he presented to Peter, 
saying, ".There, take that, it's good stuflf; tell your 
mother to do her best with it." " We'll liave a pud'ling 
any-how," thought Peter, running home, his rags fluttering 
in the wind. 

Whistling Dick's voyage of discovery proved a failure : 
he only succeeded in getting a tetotum instead of a sauce- 
pan. We now return to Mrs. Peck, v/ho was waiting 
anxiously at home for the materials of the Christmas 
pudding. 

The widow Peck has been described as a woman of 
.<anguine disposition. We left her sitting with her elbows 
on the table, and her chin between her hands, with a 
dreamy steamy plum-pudding in all its glory before her 
— ^a vision not at all dispelled by the arrival of Greedy 
Charley with a real substantial lump of suet. He was 
closely followed by Dirty Polly, but, alas 1 without those 
conical paper bags associated with sugar and spice, and 
all that is nice in grocery. 

" What 1 no raisins — no curranta — ^no sugar — no no- 
thing ! " 

"Yes, — that?" said Dirty Polly, throwing her 
packet on the table; "and you're to make a good use 
of it." 

The mother caught up the packet, and impatiently 
tearing off the envelope, in a faint voice proclaimed the 
contents. 

" A square of yellow soap 1" 

" A square of yellow soap !" repeated both the 
children. 

" I should like to know of Heaven," said the widow, 
holding up the article towards the ceiling, " how I 
am to use that in a pudding ! " But Heaven made no 
answer. 

" It's for washing my face with 1 " cried Dirty Polly 
very indignantly. " I saw him stare at me !" 

" Well, there can't be a plum-pudding without plums," 
said the widow, looking the very picture of despair. But 
her lamentations were cut short by the entrance of Little 
Jack : he had brought the flour, of course. 

" No, mammy," said Jack, " I've got po flour at all; 
but there's grits." 

" Grits ! " exclaimed the widow. " Who wants grits .>" 
But the case, when opened, appeared even worse. " Grits, 
indeed ! It's a parcel of religious tracks \ " 

" It a'n't my fault," said little Jack, blubbering, and 
having recoturse to an old night-cap for want of a 
handkerchief. " It was Mrs. Stone's. She said it was 
for spiritous food, and I thought she meant gruel, with 
rum in it." 

'• Well, well," said the widow, forgetting, mother-like, 
her own troubles in the grief of her Uttle one. " Don't 
cry. We shall, perhaps, have a pudding yet — who knows ? 
Susan, may be, will have better luck." 

As she spoke, Susan stepped into the room, and 
walking gravely up to the table, began to search under 
her frock. 
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•♦Why, In Mercy's nftmc!" etclaimed the alArmed 
widow, " what is the girl fumbling at I Yoa sorely have 
not brought the eggs in your pocket ?" 

" I haven't brought the eggs in anything/' said Susan, 
■till groping among her petticoats. 

** No ! Then what have you brought ? " 

" A receipt for a plum -pudding." 

*♦ A receipt !" screamed the excited widow — " a receipt! 
Why it's the only thing I don't want ! I can write a 
receipt myself — take a pound of suet, a pound of cur- 
rants, a pound of plums — but how am I take 'em.' 
Where's my materials ! " 

" Here they are, mother," shouted the well-known 
Toioe of ragged Peter ; as he bounded into the room and 
threw a good-looking bundle on thb table. ''There's 
the materials ! " 

"Then we're in luck after all!" said the widow, 
nervously tugging at the knots of the old handkerchief, 
which suddenly gave way, and allowed the materials to 
unfold themselves. 

" O lor ! O cri ! O criminy I ejaculated Peter, and 
Charley, and Little Jack, the girls using similar inter- 
jections of their own. 

" Hold me ! " cried the widow, " lay hold of me, or I 
ihall run away. I'm going off my head — I'm half crazy — 
take 'em out of my sight ! — A pair of old red plushes 1 " 

" I thought," whined Peter, " they was things from 
the pantry. But that comes of turning my back to the 
porter and exposing my rags. I wish, I do, that I was 
aU front ! " 

"There's Dick," exclaimed Susan; " I hear his whistle 
in the distance. I wonder if he has got the saucepan ! " 

" Oh, of course we shall have that," said the widow, 
with great bitterness; repeated disappointments had 
brought her to the mood for what she called arranging 
Providence. — "Yes, we shall have the saucepan, no 
doubt, just because we've nothing to put in it." She 
was wrong. In another minute, Dick was standing 
amongst his brothers and sisters, but empty-handed. 

" Why, bless the boy 1 He hasn't brought the sauce- 
pan after all ! " 

" No," said Dick, — " nor even a tin-pot. But I've 
brought this," and he chucked his present on the table. 

" As I live," cried the widow, — " It's an ivory to-tum !" 

" Yes," said Dick. " It was given me by the young 
Brittons. They seemed to think as we had no pudding, 
we should like to divert our hungers." 

" Divert a fool's head ! " cried the poor widow, throw- 
ing herself back in her chair, and laughing hysterically. 
" The world's gone mdd ! — the world's gone mad, and 
everybody is crazy ! The more one wants anything, the 
more they give one something else — and the more one 
don't want anything, the more they force it upon you 1 
Here am I, going to make a plum-pudding — or rather 
wanting to make one — ^and what have I got towards it 1 " 

" A lump of suet ! " muttered Charley. 

" Yes, that's something," said the widow. " But 
what else — tell me what else have I got towards my 
pudding? Why a square of yellow soap — a bundle of 
tracks — a written receipt — a pair of red plushes, — and a 
tetotnm 1 " 

At this juncture a knock was heard at the door. The 
diildren roshed to the latch, and let in a tall thin man, 
in black clothes and green spectades — a " Perambulating 
member of the District Benevolent Visitation Society." 
He had seen Whistling Dick looking eagerly in at the 
window of a cook-shop, and followed him home. He 
came, he said, to " relieve all their wants." The family 
were in ecstacies of joy. The man wrote something in a 
red book, tore out a leaf, folded it up, and presented it 
to the widow, saying, "There's an order, ma'am, for 
what yon want." He then made his exit, deluged 
with blessings. The order was unfolded, and read. It 
was an order for "six ta&db of flamnsl!" The 



widow was almost frantic, and was like to choke. The 
first explosion was in a fierce voice — " Wipe Jackey*! 
nose ! " The second, " Tear up that devilish paper !" 
Here anothT knock came to the door; and a strange- 
looking, humourous old gentleman entered. 

" I believe, ma'am," said the stranger, " you bava jnst 
had a visit from an agent of a Benevolent Society ? " 

"Yen, and be hanged to him I " thought the widow; 
" and perhaps you're another ! " but she held her tongoe. 
The stranger, therefore, repeated his question to Susan, 
as the eldest of the children, and was answered in the 
affirmative. 

"I knew it," said the stranger. "And he asked if 
you were not in distress ; and yon said thai yon were, and 
he told you he was oome to relieve it." 

" Yes, with six yards " burst from several voices. 

" Hush — hold }dur little tongues I I know it all— with 
an order for six yards of flannel — wasn't it so? Six 
yards of flannel for a Christmas pudding — ha I ha 1 ha I " 

The children would have laughed too, but they w^re 
afraid. The stranger bad suddenly turned into a con- 
juror, who knew their thoughts and wishes. 

" You are right, indeed, sir," said the widow. " He 
called himself by some hard name." 

" Yes, an ambulating menober," said the stranger, " of 
the District Visitation. I know them well. Six yards of 
flannel — just like them. That's their way. There was 
poor Biddy Hourigan, an Irish Catholic, ma'am — they 
visited her too, and found her in deep dis^«ss, not about 
a pudding though, but because she had not a farthing in 
the world to get her husband out of pulsatory. And 
how do you think, ma'am, they relieved a poor sonl in 
purgatory ? Why, with a bushel of coals 1 " 

"Is it possible ? " exclaimed the widow ; adding> in 
the simplicity of her heart, " that perhaps it was in the 
winter ? " 

" No, ma'am, there's no winter Merc," scid the 
stranger. 

" But what are all those heterogeneons articles on the 
table, neither eatables nor drinkables— have you been 
visited, ma'am, by half a dozen Societies ? " 

The widow, with the help of her family, related their 
adventures in search of a pudding, at the end of which 
the stranger laughed so long and immoderately, and 
choked, and got so black in the fiue, that the children 
shrieked in chorus for fear he should go to heaven before 
his time. But ready-made angel as he was, heaven 
spared him a little longer, by letting him come to; at 
which, however, instead of seeming overjoyed, be looked 
very grave, and shook his head, tiU the widow feared he 
had " bust a vessel." 

" Too bad," he said at last, "too bad of me to laugh 
at such distress. I must make amends on the spot — 
and the best way will be to make you all, if I can, as 
merry as myself. There ma'am " — and he placed in the 
widow's hand a purse, tbroagh the green meshes of 
which she perceived the glitter of sovereigns, like gold- 
fish among weeds. " Property laid out, that money will 
purchase ail the requisites for a Christmas plum-pudding, 
and some odd comforts and clothing besides. Hush — ^no 
words, I guess them aU by sympathy 1 Only a shake of 
the hand all round, and a kias from the little one. 
There I Be good boys and giris 1 God bless yon alll 
Good-by 1 " 

The children watched the exit of the generoos stranger 
till the last bit of him disappeared, and then, as if 
" drowned in a dream," still continued gazing on the 
door. 

" He was a real gentleman 1 " cried Dick. 

"A saiuti a saint l" exdumed Mrs. Peck, "a real 
saint upon earth — and I took him for ■ bailiff 1 but no 
matter. He don't know it, that's one comfort ; and if he 
did, such an angelical being would forgive it. But com6» 
children, what are yon all staring at? Why ionft yon 
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htusa, iiow> as you Hid sibre, and whistle, and take 
hands, and dance round the table ? Vent yourselves how 
you like — only don't quite pull the house down — for 
we^Te got h Cluristmas pudding at last 1 " — Thoituu Hood. 



A FEW THOUGHTS ON HISTORY. 

HifltOftT Is the world's experience. What is experience ? 
It is not the Icnowledge of any hxit, but of the prin- 
ciples of whush each fkct is the Ulnstratlon. A child sees 
the melting scenes in a peep-show, and each new wonder 
obsciires the last ; he gnsps a new toy, and forgets the 
peep-show ; the more numerous the new objects that 
attract him, the weaker is the hold of one upon his me- 
mory. And thus many an old man, who has seen much 
of life, is but a child in mind | and he who has stored all 
history in an unthinking head, goes down to his grave 
not a partisle the wiser. It is to him like a gaudy picture 
to a baby, something attractive by its glitter, yet without 
a meaning. 

But suppose we haTe read history with thought — ^have 
identified what we were with what we are — ^have recog- 
nised in the men of old, our own desires and hopes, only 
deepened by strong resolve, and aim and trust — have 
clearly traced the course of progress through the ebb and 
How of power — ^tending to the distant perfect-^es the silver 
river tending to the sea: assuming this, what does 
history teach us f Some former times and nations hare been 
superior to ours in a few particulars, so were there mo- 
ments of thought in our younger days, pui«r and brighter 
than those we now experience; yet has not reason 
Increased, and sense expanded by the approach to 
maturity. Many lower animals have senses more acute 
than ours; yet man is "lord of the creation." The 
Master- voice once said — "Consider the lilies of the field. 
Solomon in all his glory is not arrayed like one of these." 
Yet was Solomon, without one atom of his glory, greater 
than the whole multitude of lilies. We are nearer the 
fhll knowledge of God than we were when children ; and 
BO is the race of man, than when that race began. Our 
present condition is surely the result of former physical 
force I but this prepared the way ere a nobler force was 
known. Nature ever does her cruder, rougher work, 
first, then rises to the greater and the finer; as Bums 
says jocularly — 



'* Her 'prentice h«&' the tried on man, 
And then she made the laaace O i" 



There is an infancy in all Nature's works, and in that 
stage we must expect what is low — material^^arthly. 
The foundation-stones of our noblest buildings we do 
not polbh and engrave. God's fidrest flowers rise from 
the most corrupted soil ; therafore is progress every- 
where the main-spring of life. We have nothing to be 
proud of in the present — ^nothing to complain of in 
the past; the same motives influence us; but we know 
better how to serve them. Man of old was an heroic 
butcher^ for his own interest ; and in the present day, 
greets his brother in the market-place* and the foreigner 
In the mart, for the same reason. 

But it is the fashion with some to sigh for " the times 
gone by," as others do for childhood ; they think them- 
selves glorified by their fiithers — not from themselves — 
that the world is degenerate, because it is wiser than 
brutal ; tiiat the stone of the temple, lying nearest heaven, 
is honoured only by the basement. That &Uacy is evident ; 
it springs fit>m enyy, and want of self-respect, and lack of 
energy. You deify things of the past ; — Shakspere, 
Bacon, and Newton shall never be equalled — Grecian 
art approached — Egypt's lore and relics rivalled. Pretty 
prattle of earth's babyhood I Had ever the time arrived 
when it had grown perfect, would it not have laid its 
mission down, signed by its finished power, and melted 
ioto hecven? No i we may look back in love upon our 



little native town, but, turning from it, see before us the 
blue receding hills ; while, steadily keeping the path be- 
fore us, we march on to better, broader fields. 

Another fallacy that leads to the worst results of hatred, 
prejudice, and sin, is that flower of egotism — the pride 
of country, whose fruit is war and exclusion. Why is 
it honourable to be Emclishmen, unless such are, and dO} 
better than others ? If our favourable institutions are 
the fruits of our forefathers' energy, that is not our 
credit, but our hinting ; we may as well plume ourselves 
on our position in great Nature, for we can but do with 
these, as with her gifts — ^use them as means whereby we 
may grow better. Bach mmd is its own source of pride ; 
and its being better or worse than others determined 
its worth. Are our petty factions so divided by strips of 
land or sea, scarce appreciable in the dread immensity, as 
to blot out nature's brotherhood ? Let Us pray for a tim^ 
when man shall set his foot upon this little earth, but as 
a stepping-stone in his eternal course through all crea- 
tion, to the " unmeasured perfect'* which opens before his 
CTer-growing soul. Yet to love our land is natural ; we 
know it best ; it is nearest ourselves, and through it alone 
can we see what is more distant ; the way before us must 
be clear, ere we may pierce the farther glory. To know 
ourselves is the great conquest of humanity, if we do not 
gain which, all other stody is futile. But inasmuch as 
it is a meoHM, it must not be our emf. Our aim is God, 
who " looks with equal eye on all" because He is near 
to all and knoweth alL 

History teaches us the great relationship, and the 
use and power of every part of character ; in great results 
it shows us the springs of daily life ; but to gain this 
teaching we must overcome some difficulties. Histories 
are imperfect records, depending on the character of the 
times and persons which produced them. The earlier 
were written when mind was very young, and thus detailed 
only the strong-coloured and wonderful in event — coro- 
nations, wars^ pomp and show ; while, as time advanced, 
we had more of home-thoughts, giving rise to popular 
movements, and swaying, by their growing force; the 
enei^ of nations. Were history perfect, there would be 
no wonder in it, for it would be but a tale of lamiliar life 
and hope. Such will be the history of future days — nay 
of ours ; for each mind records its own convictions, and 
the press is stamping them upon the rich history our tim^ 
is building for futurity. Yet, as such is not the record 
from which we learn, we must think the more ; having 
but the gross materials, we must connect the structure 
for ourselves ; and, as the chemist is unable to form a 
substance by synthesis, until he has found its elements 
by analysis, so we can form no standard of ancient mo- 
tives and mind, until we have known our ovm. So let 
us not be buried in the Past; one thing lights us to 
another ; we must seek to be omniscient. The past is 
littleness — the future, boundless mystery ; in one we live 
to nothingness — in the other, to inaction; for he who 
waits for the future, is like the man who lay waking to 
mark the time of his sleep. That is ever far. It is ours 
to work, to learn from retrospect and hope'in the power 
of a present Now ; for by encouraging the widest view and 
hope, we are rising nearest God. A limited thought ia 
brutal. 

There is another difficulty, and that is the misty no- 
tions of pride and glory with which all history is choked. 
These things belong not to creative action, but to per- 
fected being; the glory of one age is the disgust of 
another; one man's pride is anoth^s scorn. Therefore 
these are of the mind, dependent on its state, and ^on- 
fiised by its ignorance. Who can tell where glory lies ? 
Is creation glorious ? it is only when some amount of it 
appears to our short senses. We call a fair landscape 
glorious, but find it composed of objects by themselv^ 
uninteresting; the pencilled flower is gl'^rious, but its 
smallest particles we cannot see. It were idle waste of 
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life to watch each grain of sand drop in the hour-glass ; 
yet, when the globe is emptied, we say a glorious power 
has acted, for an hour of time is gone. Where was the 
glory ? Tbe thought of God, that moved the hour, was 
present ere the first grain dropped down. " Time was 
made for slaves," and man is slave to his position; he 
needs to see a glaring result, before he can be conscious 
of a moving Cause : thus he sees the strong-drawn past 
as glorious, and his own life, of which he has to feel each 
moment, as poor and common-place. Would that man 
would love the pure and homely, hunting not gross glory, 
which would teach him to seek crossing the ocean at a 
stride, deeming the gradual means contemptible. Glory' 
is perfection — it is in our aim, but not our grasp, we must 
struggle up to it by slow and quiet steps. W^hat we learn 
from history is this, — ^in what our fathers have done well, 
let us follow — where they have failed, let us seek a better 
path ; for when by certain means we have often and vainly 
striven for an end, we know the means are wrong. 

Nations have grown to power, and died away — bat this 
will not always be ; as every failure has had its cause, 
so, when that cause is removed, the failure will not be. 
Greed induced the stronger Communities to overcome and 
swallow up tbe weaker, until others rose, strong enough 
to bind the strong nations, and spoil their goods ; thus 
verifying the prophecy of old, " What is wrenched by 
force, can by force be restored ;" and where there occurs 
irregularity, nature will shortly right herself. Thus old 
nations rose and fell ; glitter shows not strength, for 
when the sun shines brightest the cloud is big with rain. 
We have an under-current of life; they shone, but we 
burti, and the heat that renovates us, radiates all around 
us ; it flows from land to land, giving life to all : it must 
be eternal, for it completes the magic circle ; embracing 
all the earth, it flows ever round. It is certain that 
where there is not between nations free intercourse, trade 
and knowledge, there must be prejudice, partiality, greed 
and passion, which are the seeds of ruin. 

The world has a quiet lustre now, spite of its recent 
revolutions : these are but the outward signs of turmoil, 
the efforts by which nature throws off accumulated 
injustice and wrong, which, were it carefully removed 
on its first dawning, would need no such violent expulsion. 
War may rage around, while peace is ripening within 
it ; customs, still acting, are already dead, and we feel 
but the flutter of the unconscious nerves ; the lightning 
flash is never seen till the fluid is gone by, nor actions 
till the thoughts that bore them. Life shall progress with 
a full tide, but noiselessly as the electric stream passes 
from link to link of an unbroken chain; it is only in 
rapture there is noise and show. Let us be great in 
our single worth, renewing ever the law of God. It is 
yours and mine to work the way of charity, and remem- 
ber, " Charity begins at home." 

E. M. S. 



DELUSIONS. 

It is generally considered matter of regret that the sun- 
shine of life should be composed of delusions — fantasies 
too good to be real — and not only mocking the judgment 
and understanding, but commonly inflicting upon us most 
UQWonted visitations of heart-ache. The question is, 
however, whether, admitting this to be the fact, htiman 
life would not be both very dull and very unprofitable if 
its realities were not interwoven with even the most ridi- 
culous delusions we can comphun of. That they are 
necessary to our condition as human beings, is an infer- 
ence which may reasonably be drawn from their mere 
existence, and the only question is as to the degree of 
misery or happiness they create. Lord Byron, whose 
most splenetic writings even are far from deficient in 
true philosophy, has told us that " the best of life is but 



intoxication ;*' and if we take tne intoxication as mental 
instead of purely physical, the soundneaa of the remark 
requires little elucidation. 

The very commencement of our lives is franght with 
delusion — ^that is, an innate and firm conviction, derived 
from what we not only deem to be, but what really is, 
ocular demonstration ; that nothing but the very sunshine 
of happiness sheds its genial rays around us. And, 
doubtless, it were well that we should commence our 
acquaintance with the world under this conviction, other- 
wise we should be utterly unfitted to withstand or make 
the best of the realities to which these very delusions so 
strangely introduce us. They engender a faith in what is 
good, to enable us to contend against what is evil, teach- 
ing us at last that good and evil are not only intermixed, 
but necessarily creative of each other; and that the great 
secret of happiness depends materially upon use and 
choice. 

It is a stale but true saying, that our youthful days are 
far the happiest, the reason being, that we are more or 
less in a state of delusion. It requires the very perfec* 
tion of human wisdom to get hi^piness out of knowledge ; 
but the delusions of our childhood are a positive happiness 
in themselves, many of them far more delightful than 
that which knowledge and wisdom can bestow. We look 
back upon them with ivgret, and finding they have lost 
their influence over us, secretly lament that the freshness 
of our spirit has been broken, and that, as it too often 
happens, realities have brought us care and sorrow in 
place of the most rollicking, exuberant joyousness. 
Realities require a strong and healthy miad to profit by 
them, while delusions are a profit in themselves, provided 
we are not led to act too seriously upon them. Children 
both think and act upon delusions ; and however, in after 
years, we may laugh at such juvenile absurdity, the delu- 
sions we then -cherish, though, perhaps, knovtnng them to 
be such, are far more outrageous than those which formed 
the natural atmosphere of our ignorance and innocence. 
It was a fine thing to be able to put faith in fairy 
tales and all sorts of marvellous fictions, to believe that 
every body about us was perfectly happy, and that our 
presence was as welcome and delightfuras the kisses and 
caresses that were lavished upon us led us to suppose. 
But even this was a mere milksop sort of happiness, 
compared with the grand delusion of love, the first time 
it stole upon us — we mean in our childhood, 

" When sctfce we knew what was 
The flame wc felt ; when as we sat and sigh'd 
And looked upon each other, and conceived 
Not what we ail*d, yet something we did ail ; 
And what was our disease we coidd not tell." 

Until we speedily discovered that we and our maiden 
playmate were never happy unless together, and that 
kissing and sighing, sitting hand in hand, and thinking 
of each other, day and night, were the invariable symp- 
toms of that state called *'love;" and then we thought 
of marriage, and made vows of mutual constancy, such 
constancy that nothing on earth should overcome, and 
then we were suddenly whisked off to a boarding- 
school in the country, and soon entirely forgot even the 
name of her to whom we had plighted our troth with 
such fervent and unbounded devotion. This was Love's 
first lesson— the initiatory ordeal, that should school and 
strengthen the mind, preparatory to a more severe and 
disappointing trial. And thus it has been with almost 
all of us ; to the end, doubtless, that we may learn to 
love wisely rather than too well, the delusion forming 
the mere phase, in perspective, of a reality which by 
virtue of the training we have received, may resolve 
itself into many years of most unalloyed happiness. 

The delusions of riper years not only lead the way to 
seme species of valuable kuowledge, but, like those of 
childhood, are in themsselves almost invariably of most 
fascinating character, which is more than can be said for 
the majority of matters of fact. When serioua and 
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important delusions incite the mind to thought and in- 
Testigation, leading us from the mere semblance of tinith 
to truth itself, and when light and ^volous — the true 
character of them being known — they tend materially to 
our happiness^ if indulged within the bounds of good 
sense and discretion. Society rails against, and at the 
same time encourages them, simply because it cannot do 
without them. They are used as incentives to the 
achievement of great deeds, to the acquisition of know- 
ledge, to displays of perseverance and energy almost 
unwearied, and are, to a certain eitent, amalgamated 
with everything both good and great, bod and mean, 
that appertains to human nature. They are to be found 
in creeds of all kinds, whether political, religious, or 
moral ; we oftentimes rely upon them as the foundations 
of solid happiness, and commonly adopt them when de- 
sirous of forgetting the world and plunging into a state 
of felicity alike evanescent and unreal. Where are there 
greater, and, practically speaking, more self-evident de- 
lusions than those which the stage usually presents to us? 
many of them as unlike the realities of life as the most 
violent exaggerations can be; and yet wo cannot help 
being delighted with them, because they give us what 
may be termed, the very poetry of matters ot fact, and set 
before us nobler actions and principles tluin human 
nature, under the social corruptions ot the present age, 
is capable of displaying. It would be very absurd and 
mischievous, nevertheless, to follow such examples; but 
everybody knows them to bo mere delusions, and al- 
though they may have a strong, and, perhaps, rather an 
enduring influence upon youthful minds, yet such influ- 
ence will rather tend to shield them against any contami- 
nations to which they may be exposed from gross realities 
of a degrading and demoralizing character. 

Human beings would lose much of their happiness, 
and much of their wisdom too ; in fact, the felicity of the 
whole world would be greatly retarded, could we entirely 
shield ourselves against the charm of delusions. Hope 
and faith would be dispelled by doubt and distrust, and 
it might almost be said, that in a very little time we 
should scarcelv have a spark of noble or generous feeling 
left. PrudendTdictates to us the necessity of guarding 
against all delusions of a serious nature, and it may be 
regarded as a wise ordination of Providence that our 
caution and forethought should be thus called into 
action ; but in matters of little or no moment, delusions, 
especially such as spring up in the minds of the young, 
may safely be left to an uninterrupted course. Vfe 
admit the danger of being dazzled and misled by mere 
appearances, but whatever may be the consequence of 
our error, it will tend to teach us greater caution, and 
thus enable us to judge of the extent to which we may 
indulge in delusions without injury. No one would re- 
gret a delightful dream merely because it had ended in 
bitter disappointment; and the waking delusions we 
have been speaking of possess this solid advantage, that 
there is invariably much pleasure, and generally some 
practical wisdom, to be derived from them. 

H. 



EDUCATION. 

Education will not cr^te mind, but it will elicit and 
bring it out. It will do more — it will refine, correct, 
enlarge, and invigorate it. 

CHARACTER. 

Character will always operate. There may be little 
culture — slender abiliti^^— no property — no position in 
society; still, if there be a character of sterling excellence, 
it will command influence. It will secure respect, and 
produce impression : besides, who knows in what it may 
result? therefore, let all pay the utmost attention to 
chancier, nothing is more important. 



THE EARTH AND THE MOON. 

A MATRIMONIAL SONG. 

The darkness of grief o'er my heart was fast stealing, 

I little thought you, love, would cheer me so socu ; 
Wlien a rision swain over my fancy, revealing 

A spirit of love 'tween the Earth and the liloon. 
The Earth and thr Moon were united together, 

To journey through time, like a pair join'd in one, 
And to temper the darkness, and comfort each other, 

With light, sent to each from the bright beamini; Sun. 

The tempest will rage, and the wandcrinje comet 

Will menace disturbance affecting them sore ; 
But a powerful guardian is shielding them from it, 

And they will be constant till Time is no more. 
Then let you and me, oh ! my own dc«tin'd planet. 

Still trust that our dangers will all pass away, 
And be yet interchanging as first we began it. 

The light we received from the fountain of Day. 

The air is made healthful by storms that alarm us, 

And fruitful the Earth by the cloud's gloomy shower ; 
Thus, the troubles and sorrows that now seem to harm us. 

May strengthen our hearts by some mystical power. 
Though black the eclipse at the moment we sever, 

We soon shall rejoin where it always is noon, 
And, though worldly affections must perish for ever. 

Be loving and lov'd as the Earth and the Aioon. 

T. W. Baker. 



PAULINA; A STORY OF SIBERIA. 

The hrilllant light of the xiurora Borcalis, was gradually 
paling before the approaching dawn, which was soon to 
call from their couches the inhabitants of Irkutsk. The 
pure air, the unclouded sky of a deep blue lint, con- 
trasting with tlie dazzling fields of snow. The com- 
fortable looking rows of houses, all painted of some light, 
but, pleasant colour— the regularity of the streets, and 
the appearance of the country people as they were hurry- 
ing to the to^vQ vvith provisions for the great market, all 
formed an exhilarating and grateful spectacle. There was 
no want of promise for future feasting. Loads of meat, 
game, and fish, were borne in a frozen state to the city, 
and it was evident from the low prices, that even the 
poor might here enjoy ilesh diet during the season of re- 
joicing now approaching. 

It was the Christmas and New Year feast which they 
were now to celebrate ; and busy alike were the hands, 
the tongues, and the thoughts of the young women of 
Lrkutsk. 

In one of the comfortable wooden houses, belonging to 
a family of ancient settlers, there rose that day a young 
girl of the name of Olga. Her father was a merchant, a 
dealer in a variety of articles, trading alike with the 
Chinese, the Siberian, and the European ; they were well 
off in the world, and much respected by their fellow 
townsmen. Olga rose from the cushion where she had 
passed the night, and glanced round the family bed-room. 

There lay her father, mother, two brothers, and one 
sister, a little younger than herself; and above, suspended 
from the wall, were three hammocks, or, cradles of 
different sizes, containing the younger children, Olga's 
own peculiar care. 

It was Christmas eve — ^but, as the inhabitants still 
adhere to the old style, the days had already begun per- 
ceptibly to lengthen. This, however, did not make much 
difference to those in the interior of the Siberian house^ 
where the windows are found as few, and as small as pos- 
sible ; for they there prefer heat to light, and though the 
latitude is the same as that of London, the clin.ate is so 
much more severe, as to render such precautions abso- 
lutely necessary. Olga, as we have said, gLanceu round 
the room — ^then rising and adjusting such parts of her 
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dress as had been displaced, she proceeded to awake the 
others, and attend to the wants of the children. The men 
aoon disappeared from this apartment, and the women 
were left to their own occupations and chat. 

" Dearest Paulina," whispered Olga, whilst she dressed 
one of her yoang brothers, "I have had such loyely 
dreams ; such wonderfully sweet dreams." 

" Ah, indeed, my dear," that is charming — tell them to 
me without fail." 

" Paulina," cried the mother, looking up from the 
stove which she was heating. "If you stand whis- 
pering there, who is to get the breakfast. Idle girls, 
make haste; you are thinking of your loters without 
doubt." 

Olga blushed. Paulina laughed. " I don't know who 
mine is yet," cried she gaily ; " dear Madam, I hope to 
find out this Christmas, if the blessed saints will but help 
me at the ' table songs,* or ' listening.' " 

'* I trust he will be a gallant youth, Paulina, one who 
drinks no brandy, takes no snuff, and utters no blasphe- 
mous oaths," said the mother. Olga meanwhile had led 
off the young children into another apartment, where 
kneeling, they repeated aloud their morning litanies, 
before the pictures of the saints which hung there. 
There were still some articles needful for the great feast 
of the morrow, and it was necessary that the mother 
should go out to market. Paulina was her companion. 
Carefully picking their way through the crowded market- 
place, they succeeded in accomplishing their purcha.«e8, 
and were returning home, when some one pushing past in 
a hurry gare Paulina a blow, which stertled the maiden, 
and her foot slipping, she was thrown backwards, and 
would have fallen to the ground, had she not been caught 
and supported by a good-looking young man, who was 
dose behind her. He was a stranger, and apparently a 
Russian from his dress and comple^don ; but, his pleasant 
countenance, and the graceful zeal with which he assisted 
the pretty girl, whom fortune had thus thrown in his 
arms, made a lively impression in his favour, on the mind 
of the blushiuff girl ; in her young bosom were already 
stirring those indefinable wishes, which will agitate with 
a desire to be loved, the female heart, whether under the 
clear cold skies of Siberia, or the glowing suns of the tropic. 
Admiration spoke forcibly in the blue eyes of the Russian, 
and Plaulina was as quick as any girl at reading this natural 
language. During the minute that she leant upon him, 
the crushing crowd forced her mother from her ; for she 
was unaware of the accident which had befiUlen her 
daughter, and did not miss her from her side, so much 
was she engrossed in considerations and calculations 
relative to her household affairs. It became therefore 
absolutely necessary that the agredable young stranger 
ihould accompany Paulina to her father's house, more 
particularly as she fancied she had sprained or twisted 
her ancle slightly, and could not therefore walk without 
assistance. 

This was an adventure to fill her mind and her month fbr 
the rest of the day ; the young unknown, his handsome face, 
his pleasant smile, and courteous words formed a seasoning 
to the culinary labours which now engrossed them all, 
fully as ptquofU and agreeable, as the spices and condi- 
ments they mingled for sauces or soups. Conjectures as 
to her chance of meeting him again, at mass, on the 
grand slide, or at any of their evening parties, during the 
Christmas fisast, were whispered by the sisters, with the 
more energy, as there was no possibility of answering 
them. The frosts of Siberia do not repress the feelings, 
or congeal the vivacity of the young natives; perhaps 
their natures partake something of the warmth of orientals 
generally, and like the vegetation of their own country, 
only require encouragemeat to burst at once from the bud 
to the expanded blossom. 

The labours of the day were at length concluded, and 
tiie whole flunily having assembled to partake of a plen- 



tiful dinner in the room already mentioned, they con- 
tinned there clustered round the stove, waiting and 
listening for the bell which was to summon them to early 
mass. This joyful sound broke upon their ears at mid- 
night, and immediately were heard the dear sweet voices 
of young boys singing in the frosty air, chanting the 
carols appropriate to the joyous festival. Soon all was 
stir and bustle, preparatory to the assembly in the church 
to hear the early mass. Paulina had whispered her 
morning's adventore to her fisvourito brother; and as 
snch stories are not likely to lose in telling, when the 
narrator is an enthusiastic girl; Yacobi was nearly as 
anxious as herself to meet the interesting hero of the 
adventure. 

It must be acknowledged that the fair Paulina's eyes 
more than once stole round the church in hopes of meet- 
ing with the young Russian, and she was soon rewarded 
for her search by seeing him, but she did not feel certain 
that she had caught his eyes; nor was she altogetber 
assured that even if he did, he would regard this second 
interview with any degree of interest at all to be compared 
to hers. Once he seemed indeed to look their way, but 
again his eyes were turned in an opposite direction, and 
she felt doubtful if he would retognise her. Her visions 
of romance were melting away — the interesting stranger 
was apparently not destined to be her hero, and half- 
veted, and half ashamed, she tried to fix her attention on 
the hymn they were just then chanting. 

As they were issuing from the buUding, a yoice sud- 
denly sounded in her ear. " I hope you are none the 
worse for your acddent, fair maiden." 

Quick smiles and blushes played on her cheek, as she 
greeted the object of so much solicitude. With read^ 
and grateful answers to his enquiries, she turned to direct 
her brother's attention to him ; but, when she had 
succeeded in drawing Yacobi to her side, and was about 
to point the stranger out, she found he had vanished in 
the throng, and left her more than ever excited, and 
wondering on the subject of his name and character. 

It would no doubt have been extremely difficult for her 
to have given any rational account of hef ^wn sensations ; 
she could not analyze them accurately, or ascertain ho# 
much of pique, interest, and admiration were mixed vrith 
the gratitude and curiosity to which she was quite willing 
to own. 

The family hurried home, and there being joined by 
some other branches, who, at this occasion all resorted to 
the paternal roof, they began in good earnest the festivi- 
ties of the season, by partaking, immediately after day- 
break of a most luxurious feast, well seasoned with the 
favourite national drink hnu. 

The banquet enjoyed to the uttermost, the next object 
was to repair to the grand slide, where the amusement of 
slipping down a steep and icy hill, in a light sledge^ 
offered an increasing fund of enjoyment to the whole dty. 

Paulina looked with something like envy on her sister 
Olga, who, being already betrothed, was attended by her 
lover, and she could not suppress a sort of idea that every 
time she upset upon the snow, the hero of the market 
ought to spring forth again to her rescue. He did not 
come however, and she made up her mind to think no 
more about him. Still it became a very important matter, 
since it appeared certain that ke was not destined to be 
her lover, to ascertain at once who was ; and for this end 
she determined to lose no opportunity afforded by this 
festive season for diving into futurity ! 

It is always supposed that at the general evening meet- 
ings which occur about Christ aas, the watehful observer 
may obtain some prognostics of her futTire fate. It was 
therefore with a beating heart that Paulina repaired with 
her sister to a neighbouring house, to meet all the young 
people of her acquaintance. There seated on forms, 
round the wall of a dimly lighted apartment, the whole 
assembly waited in a sort of uneasy suspente for foi&e- 
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thing to enable them to guess at future events. Each 
young woman occupied bj her own private wishes, anq 
listening only to what passed around, in the hopes of| 
meeting with some hint which might coineide with her 
thoughts, #as too much self-engrossed to join in conver- 
sation. The smallest trifle at such a moment is con- 
sidered indicative of fate, if it can in any way be twisted 
into a prophecy relative to marriage ; for to this point it 
is that their wishes tend. It may easily be supposed 
therefore, ^hat the unexpected entrance of the secret 
object of her aspirations, the Russian heto of the marketf 
was hailed by poor Paulina as a most auspicious omen. 
He came in company with one of the principal personages 
of the assembly, and she discovered that he was a young 
officer travelling on some mission connected with the 
government. His appearance created a great sensation 
in the room, erery young woman being anxious to ascer- 
tain what was his object in coming there. Apparently it 
was with the simplest curiosity ; and as Siberian etiquette 
forbade the young men mingling with the females on these 
occasions, there was of course no opportunity for distin- 
guishing any individiud amongst the company. 

Yet. PauUna went home that night with a happy heart, 
for her brother had made bis acquaintance, and warmly 
pressed him to partake of the hospitality of her father's 
roof; an invitation to which he readily acceded. 

Now she was sure of their friendship continuing : he 
might join their sledging party of an afternoon, and they 
should see him likewise at dinner, and during the evening 
when the whole family assembled in the upstairs room ; 
or he would accompany them of course to the soirees at 
their neighbours' houses. These were not always so dull 
as that where they had first encountered. Singing, 
dandug, and pantomimic representetions, diversified their 
evenings, and helped to promote intimacy between the 
young people. Constantino, the young Russ, soon learnt 
to read in the animated eyes of Paulina, how much she 
admired him, and he was quite as ready to keep up the 
good impression, as any young man of the most polished 
society in Europe. 

" Dearest Olga," whispered Paulina in confidence to her 
lister, "I am -80 delighted with Constantine Matteo- 
Titeh ; do you know, I think he must be fated to be my 
husband, I was thinking of him, just as he came in — 
and you know how lucky that is. I think I shsll listen 
to-night ; what do you advise." 

" Oh, no don't dear Paulina," cried the timid Olga, 
"for fear you should hear something bad. Don't yon 
remember how Anna Fedoroviteh listened on Christmas 
Eve, and received a warning never to think of the youth 
she loved most — the brave, and handsome Michael ; and 
how she gave him up, and never held her head up af^^^r- 
wards, though she married that old rich Alex Grodnowof, 
but pined away and died within a twelvemonth ! " 

" Oh, but Olga dariing, she was born to it j and if t 
were bom to die of a broken heart, ^1 the listening in 
the world would make no difference. But, if 1 am bora 
to be loved by that handsome Constantine, only think 
how wonderfully sweet it would be to know it ! " 

" Nevertheless I would not venture — " 

"Oh, you are so excessively timid, so wonderfully 
cautious, Olga," and Paulina determined to follow her 
own wiU. 

The listening in question was simply to lay her head 
against the wall near a window, and cateh the first sen- 
tence she could overhear amongst the passers-by, which 
was to be looked on as prophetic of the fate of the listener. 
It was not, however, in her power immediately to carry 
this plan into execution, as household mattera required 
her attention. 

The next day was the last of the old year, and a very 
gi^nd soothsaying party was to be held at a neighbour's, 
where the young maidens of the meeting were to divine 
their fate by a diversion called Table-songs. 



It was with great regret that Paulina learnt that Con- 
stantine could not join their party at night. Early in 
the day he mounted a pretty sledge, and drove ofT^ an- 
nouncing that he should not return for several days. 
Paulina's spirits were much affected by his departure, 
yet she determined to attend the meeting, and learn her 
fate, if possible, although her young admirer was not 
there to profit by the knowledge. 

The ceremony consisted in placing in a covered dish, 
a ring from the finger of every maiden present. Then, 
whilst an old traditional song was chanted by the whole 
party, some one of the elder ladies drew forth from the 
depository ring by ring. Each strophe of the song carried 
with it a prophetic meaning, some good, some bad ; and 
the divination was effected by the same order in which 
the rings were drawn forth, serving to appropriate to 
their owners, the particular stanza just repeated*, 

With a beating heart and trembling hand« Paulina 
drew from her slender finger her most fortunate ring; 
one which from having been lost, and subsequently re- 
covered, was therefore esteemed particularly lucky ; and 
with ill-concealed agitation, she watched ring after ring 
drawn forth and claimed, amidst smiles, or melancholy 
glances, as the attendant predictions chanced to be 
favourable or the contrary. Her voice trembled and 
became inaudible when attempting to sing the threaten- 
ing lines, and her cheek flushed with agitated hope when 
some peculiarly lucky predictions were repeated. Of 
all the young maidens there assembled, none so firmly 
believed in that mystic lottery as Paulina, and none had 
such occasion to triumph in her belief, for the most fbr- 
tunate of all the couplets was the one which chance 
appropriated to her ring. 

National dances followed this amusement; and they 
were in the act of accompanying these dances with some 
appropriate songs, when they were suddenly interrupted 
by the entrance of a large masqued party. Some of 
these new comers wore the costume of China, some were 
disguised as Astiak or Buract peasants ; and one of these 
latter soon singled out Paulina, and drew her aside. 
This was an old woman, bent almost double, aiuS sup- 
porting herself on a crutch, with her head and fisce almost 
eutirely concealed by a large veil, only one comer of 
which she lifted to allow Paulina a momentary glimpse 
of the long dark locks which still shaded her sunburnt 
face, the bushy eyebrows, and the roughened skin. Her 
eyes were concealed by thin gauze guards, something the 
siiape of spectacles, which are used in Siberia to protect 
the sight from the glare of the snow; and her voice, 
which was harsh and cracked, seemed yet to harmonize 
with her singularly unpleasant exterior. " Fair young 
maiden," whispered she to Paulina, " wh? is thine eye 
unsatisfied, why struggles thy young heart m thy bosom 
like a wounded bird wanting strength to fly away." 
Pbulina sighed, blushed, hesitated, and trembled, but 
ventured not to answer. " iMaiden of Siberia," continued 
the old sybil, in an imposing tone, " I need not words to 
tell me thy thoughts. The gay sledge, with the loud 
sounding bell, and prancing white horse, carries it not 
thine heart?" Paulina started; "Good mother, how 
shall I call you, I know not your name," said she. 

" Trouble not thjrself for my name," pursued the 
jfyrophetess, " it U naught, it is naught to thee 1 I am 
but a bubble, a spirit, a mystic being, a daughter of the 
wind and cloud, here to day, to-morrow invisible to 
mortal eyes. Ask not thou for my name, oh most 
beautiful Paulina, ask rather to know thy own fate 
from one who knows all except what concerns herself." 

Paulina gazed in trembling wonder, not unmixed with 
horror, at the mysterious stranger, but she dared not 
speak. 

" Hast thou no question to ask, daughter of an an- 
cient people," continued the Buract, "is ihy young 
mind satisfied to doubt, or longs it for the comfort of 
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certainty? Who bore forth thy heart this morning, 
for whose sake dost thou count the hours tedious^ for 
whoHe return dost thou impatiently wait ?" 

"Honoured mother/' said Paulina, exerting herself 
to speak, "If you know my feelings so wonderfully, 
tell me also what are his !" 

" Well I know ho thinks thee fair ; well I know 
thine image alone has filled his mind since your first 
meeting in the market." 

Paulina's heart throbbed with pleasure, but with a 
mixture of awe and curiosity she eagerly inquired, what 
would be the result of their acquaintance. 

" Ask not of me, ask it of fate ; seek thy destiny in 
the way appointed; thou knowest the means. Seek 
the bath-room alone at midnight, there shalt thou see 
the figure of thy future husband. Does Constantine, 
the Russ, appear to thee — venture not to address — seek 
not to detain him — dare not trifle with the mysterious 
shadow, lest the far-distant living man should be the 
sufferer." 

" And may I trust him, mother ?** 

"Trust him as thou wouldst thy father's love; but 
mistake me not, I say not, it is not given me to say, that 
he will certainly appear, the means arc thine ; use them 
with a steady heart and unflinching nerve, and all will 
go well." 

"And, mother, tell me once more, how will he ap- 
pear? — what vrill he do? — I shall die with terror if he 
approaches — will he see me?" 

" iSilly maiden, why these fearful questions, suppose he 
should approach 'tis but a shadow, could it injure you ? 
suppose he should touch thee, believe it is ho reality, it 
springs but from fancy, even if thou thinkest thou shouldst 
grasp his form. Fear not — ^shrink not — speak not— and 
above all, name not to mortal ears thine intention, and 
all shall go well with thee ; but now call thy sister here, I 
desire some conference with her." 

Paulina obeyed ; but returning with Olga, found with 
surprise that the mysterious soothsayer had vanished, 
not only from the room but from the rooms. Intent on 
fulfilling her injunctions, Paulina anxiously desired to 
to return home in time to allow her to enter the bath- 
room before midnight. The event answered her wishes, 
and five minutes previous to the magic hour, she had 
concealed herself in a corner of this apartment, and with 
quite as much of terror as curiosity waited the result. 
Presently a pale light appeared opposite to her, which 
gradually becoming more distinct, the outline of a man's 
form became accurately defined against it. Paulina's 
breath came quick, her throat felt dry, and her heart 
beat almost audibly. It was not the remembrance of the 
mysterious Buract's injunctions that kept her silent, it 
was the total inability to speak. The sounds died upon 
her lips, as she made a feeble attempt to scream ; for now 
the outline was clearly marked, and she recognised the 
figure of Constantine, whom she believed far away. Her 
dismay increased even to agony when she saw him glide 
forwards towards her ; and when stooping over her shud- 
dering form, as she crouched on the ground, he impressed 
a very palpable kiss upon her brow, her terror was so 
excessive as to deprive her of perception and reason. 
She closed her eyes in desperate fear, and when she 
opened them again all was dark and silent as the tomb. 
It was long before she acquired sufficient courage to 
move, but when she did, she stepped trembling and 
fearful back to the sleeping apartment, which she had 
quitted an hour before with such eager haste. The rest 
of her family were buried in profound repose, but there 
was no sleep for Paulina that weary night. She lay 
trembling on the cushions which served for their bed, 
hardly daring to think of what had passed, yet unable to 
direct her thoughta from the consideration of it. The 
words of the Buract woman still echoed in her ears, she 
had assured her that it would be but a shadow she would 



see, but was it not something more? His kiss still 
seemed to glow upon her forehead, and she very naturally 
was inclined to doubt whether shadows were capable of 
giving such very impressive kisses. She felt far more 
inclined to believe that the mystic goblin, the guardian 
of her father's roof, the equivalent for the household 
fairies of Western Europe, had either assumed her lover's 
shape on the occasion, or that by some incomprehensible 
and awful means Constantine in person had been com* 
pelled to appear. The idea that the visit was natural, 
and not miraculous, never for a moment occurred to her ; 
the belief in such mysterious omens and sights being 
firmly planted in the minds of Siberian damsels. 

All night she lay reflecting ob this strange apparition, 
and each moment to her shaken nerves it seemed about 
to re-appear : the faint light and indistinct shadows cast 
by the feeble lamp, as the flame flickered in the socket, 
recalled his first appearance; a motion of one of the 
sleepers at her side made her start with apprehension ; she 
gazed at the children's cradles hanging above her, till in 
t!ie gloom they took to her eyes the form of Constan* 
tine. A hundred such fancies possessed her mind, and 
kept her restless and feverish until it was time to rise. 
The busy bustle of the day dispelled these haunting ideas, 
but her mother noticing her unusual languor and sleepy 
eyes, questioned her so closely relative to her motions the 
night before that she could not evade answering her, and 
confessed the whole. 

Her mother did not torment her with reproaches or 
useless remonstrances, but she was determined to find 
out who and what their Russian visitor really was, and 
to guai-d her daughter and compel her to caution, she 
took down from the wall in another room one of the 
figures of saints which they most reverenced, and sus 
pended it in the public apcutment where alone she 
thought Paulina was likely to meet her lover. This pre- 
caution satisfied her motherly fears, as she well knew 
that there was no risk of her daughter's remaining an 
instant alone with Constantino in the sight, as it were, of 
this holy witness. 

That afternoon the young Russian very unexpectedly 
arrived at Irkutsk : he had met with some impediment 
which had delayed his journey, and he was forced to 
return from his excursion. The pleasure which flushed 
Paulina's cheek and sparkled in her eyes, was an agreeable 
welcome to the lively young officer ; but consciousness of 
the past kept her silent ; she glanced furtively at him, 
and fancied that there was an air of triumph in his 
look, as if he guessed and rejoiced in her afiection. Waa 
it possible that by any mysterious sympathy he had 
obtained cognizance of her efforts to dive into the future ? 
This question she asked herself twenty times. Con-^ 
vinced as she was that he was fated to be her husband, 
she rejoiced in his evident partiality, and really by 
thinking of him so much, listening to his flattering 
words, and watching his captivating ways, her own 
affections had become fixed on him. It seemed no 
imprudence on her part to allow her heart to escape 
from her own keeping, because her divination bad con- 
vinced her the passion would be fortunate ; but for this, 
indeed, she would have blushed even to own to herself 
that she loved* a man who had spoken no word of 
explanation, made no demand for her hand of her pa- 
rents; but. as this must certainly follow, she felt no 
uneasiness. 

Constantine had never yet been able to secure an 
interview without witnesses with the fair Paulina, but 
at length, in a propitious moment, he encountered her 
alone in the public room ; and as the aistom of the 
country allowed great license in their manners, he took 
the favourable opportunity for attempting to kiss her 
cheek ; to his great surprise, no sooner did she per- 
ceive him than with a suppressed scream she attempted 
to evade his approach and quit the room. 
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"What d*'J you fear, Paulina," cried he, still ad- 
Tancing to\rards her, but keeping between her and the 
entrance so as to prevent her quitting him. She shrank 
back farther, and only answered by pointing to the 
wall. He saw there the picture which her mother had 
suspended, but unaware of the peculiar reverence in 
which it was held, he did not comprehend her fears. 
Snatching her hand, he entreated some explanation, and 
tried the most persuasive words to calm her fears. Still 
she glanced with evident fear at the picture. 

" I dare not," she whispered, " I dare not remain 
alone with you, whilst she gazes from the wall ; let me go, 
lest some evil befall us." 

" Is that all," cried Constantine, gaily, ** let us hang a 
screen before the blessed saint, and then she will occasion 
you no inconvenience." 

No sooner said than done; his cloak was suspended 
above the picture, and although Paulina still trembled 
a little, she consented to remain with him. She insisted, 
however, on the conversation being carried on in.whispers. 
lest the saint should hear; and Constantine was suffi- 
ciently reasonable to agree to this, though it is probable 
he thought there was far more danger of being heard, 
and interrupted by some living member of the family, and 
that it was the fear of this that induced him to lower his 
voice. Paulina soon gave herself up to the pleasure of 
seeing and conversing freely with the young Russ. They 
talked as all young lovers are apt to talk. Flattery and 
fine phrases on one side ; a little coquetry, a little shy- 
ness, and a very great deal of satisfaction on the other ; 
and a great many kisses between them, authorized by the 
warmth and openness of Siberian manners, to a far greater 
extent than amongst the more polished but colder man- 
ners of the regions we inhabit. 

Poor Paulina — from this time the whole of her little 
fluttering heart was engrossed by the handsome stranger ; 
and every day she hoped he would make overtures to her 
parents for her hand ; but day after day slipped by, and 
though, when alone, his manners became daily more im- 
passioned, they were gradually growing colder in public. 
Though he talked of love, he never spoke of marriage, 
and she being entangled by the clandestine interviews 
into which he had beguiled her, feared to mention the 
subject to her mother, or even to open her mind to her 
sister about it. 

At length, in one of their stolen meetings, he abruptly 
told her that he was obliged to return at once to Europe. 
Paulina trembled and turned pale — only ejaculating 
" When V 

''Immediately; my parents summon me away, and 
were I to disobey that summons, who knows but that 
they might obtain an order to condemn me to remain for 
ever." 

"Blessed saints, but that would be delightful — we 
need not part." 

" But if I were banished to a distance. Siberia is 
wide. Kamtchatka is very distant ; or the Mines — they 
are very dark and deep." 

" Ah, I would go with you, to lighten and cheer you." 

" Would you ! nay come now ; come with me to 
Ekathrinoslav." 

" As your wife ! Oh, willingly — most willingly ! — 
only demand me in form of my parents — they will not 
refuse." 

" Alas no, Paulina ; I dare not now make you my wife; 
my parents, my whole family would object, were it known 
that I had wedded yon," 

•• Then, what do you propose ?" enquired she red- 
dening. 

•• You must fly in disguise, if yon would fly with 
me. 

" Tn disguise!" repeated ahc, drawing herself up; 
•* for whom, or for what do you take me ?" 

" Nay, sweetest Paulina, do not be angry ; do not 



frown ; what else can you suggest ? To quit you breaks 
my heart; to -..cd you ruins my fortune. What alter- 
native remains for me, but what I propose?" 

" I should be sorry to break your heart. Sir," said she, 
with an energy still more surprising to him than his pro- 
posal had been to her, — " it would grieve me, indeed, to 
break your heart, and still more, to ruin your fortune. 
This, however, appears to me the worst and greatest 
danger of the two ; let us, therefore, avoid that at all 
events, and trust to the strength of your mind for es- 
caping the former. Yes, Constantine," and her eyes 
flashed with indignation, " let us part ; for, since you 
deem it reasonable to avoid the degradation of a mar- 
riage, you cannot wonder if I am determined to shun still 
deeper degradation and infamy ! The holy saints be our 
witness, how entirely you have deceived me;" — and 
tearing down the cloak which he had always carefully 
hung over the picture, she rushed out of the room. 

She had conquered ; but the agitation, excitement, and 
disappointment cost her a serious fit of illness. She did 
not, however, die of a broken heart, but after much sor- 
row and suffering the evil was overcome, and she regained 
her contentment. 

A few years afterwards, when Constantine was passing 
through Irkutsk, on his way, as one of the w\foriunai€S, 
to undergo hard labour at a manufactory for convicts in 
that neighbourhood, he saw Paulina in a sledge, driven 
by a handsome and happy-looking Siberian. She was 
plump, fair, and engaging as ever, and he had the satis- 
faction of learning, that she not only had survived his 
departure, but was now a happy wife and mother. He 
bit his lips in anger, as he reflected on their change of 
circumstances, and vainly wished that he had acted in a 
more honourable way. Then he wondered whether she 
ever thought of him, and whether she had discovered the 
trick he had put on her at the masque and in the bath- 
room. 

He never had the means of ascertaining ; but we can 
assure our readers, that the simple-minded Paulina never 
doubted the truth of the apparition, and used to mention 
it in after years, as a check to the credulity and curiosity 
of her daughters, when she detailed how nearly she 
had been induced, by her superstition, to throw herself 
into the power of a worthless and profligate young 
foreigner. 



THE DAYS GONE BY. 

The daya gone by, the days gone by, 

How, in their holy min»lrcUy, 

They tell ui of our fairy hour*, 

Of laughing glee and wild wood flowen. 

They tell us of our rambles wide, 
Mow by the sparkling brooklet's side, 
Or in the deeply dingl^d dell. 
Where notes of wild birds sweetly swell. 

Those days are gone, those days are gone. 
And cares and toils have since come on : 
But memory treasures, unbeguiled, 
The thought of ** when I was a child.** 

The days gone by, the days gone by, 
How swift their growinK numbers fly, 
They trll us of our boyhood's prime, 
And friends that loved in that glad time. 

Some live and \o\e and cheer us still, 
While faith and hope our spirits till; 
Tut some have let aff^ectiun die. 
Nor love ua as in clays gone by. 

Tlie days gone by, the days gone by. 
They'll never leave fond memory ; 
Uc'.il we Hnd upon tlir sod. 
The pillow smoothed for us by God* 

P. a 



I 



118 



ELIZA COOK'S JOURNAIi. 



Hctkin^i Guide to Htaltky Homes.^John Moiray, 

Albemarle Street. 
JUanuai qf Public Health, — John Churchill, Princes St. 
Onb of the most cheering signs of the times in which 
we live, is undoubtedly, the constant republication of 
copyright works of the highest character, at such prices 
as bring them within the reach of large numbers of 
the people. If we bear in mind the known axiom in 
political economy, that the demand creates the supply, 
we shall at once perceive that this fact is exceedingly 
creditable to the industrious masses, being indicative of 
an appetite on their part for something more solid, in 
the way of mental food, than the diluted trash with 
which, until within a few short years, it has been the 
custom to serve them. And which may be regarded as a 
gratifying set-off against the large circulation of the 
wretchea garbage of the Newgate school, with which 
(thanks to the authors of Oliver Twist and Jack Shep- 
pard, who first set the fashion) our periodical shops are 
now constantly inundated. The work of Mr. Hosking 
19 one which has thus been re-issued in a new and 
cheaper edition; proceeding as it does, from the pen of, 
one holding the position of Official Referee of Metropo- , 
litan Buildings, and Professor of Engineering Construc- 
tions at King^s College, It comes stamped with a semi- 
official authority. A large portion of the book b devoted 
to a consideration of the Regulation of Buildings, as to 
their safe structure in respect to permanence, and their 
security against fire ; to the members of building societies 
and all persons about to purchase or build houses, these 
chapters will be found more especially valuable. Those 
which follow upon the drainage and ventilation of houses, 
are sound, sensible, and above all, practical. The Author 
speaking in his official capacity, complains strongly of the 
utter ignorance of the first principles of ventilation, wltkh 
he finds to exist in all classes of society. In speaking of 
the erection of churches, chapels, concert-rooms, &c, he 
states, that seldom has he met with an instance in which 
a knowledge of the most obvious principles of ventilation 
was shown, and he further adds : — 

" But it is not alone such public buildings in which 
attempts at ventilation are made in a manner wholly de- 
void of all useful purpose. In club-houses and in public 
offices, in banking-houses and in taverns, the lufTered 
glass ventilator may be seen in the windows, producing 
in summer no useful effect in which a partially opened 
window will nut excel it, whilst in winter it is screwed up 
tightly, that it may not admit a cold draught. Sometimes 
in private houses, and in other buildings too, sly ways 
for the escape of spent air are made in the curbs of sky- 
lights, or by an ingenious disposition of the glass to that 
effect ; but the potent fires demand air, and a cold down- 
draught points out that the sky-light, or lantern-light, or 
somethixi^ about it, is defective. Sometimes, again, an 
opening may be found to have been cut into a chimney- 
flue, to take advantage of the up-draught of the fire, 
but here again no way has been provided for air to feed 
the fire, and the valve is close shut ; or the fire, like the 
inmates, would seek to respire again the air it had already 
destroyed. The very absurdity indeed, of providing for 
the exit from an apartment of spent air, without provid- 
ing for air in some condition or other to supply its place, 
cannot, perhaps, be more aptly illustrated than by sup- 
posing a barrel of beer to be tapped, and no vent made ; 
whilst dependence upon the opening of a door or win- 
dow to give the requisite ' vent' to an apartment, may be 
likened to giving vent to the barrel, by drawing the bung 
every time a jug of beer is wanted." 

Mr. Hosking is rather in favour of what has been 
called mechanical ventilation, by the aid of flues, pumps, 
&c.f than of the natural system by the action of. ordinary 



chimneys and fire-places. In thecaae of large buildings, 
used for the convenience of numbers of people, there is 
no doubt about its superiority ; but in private dwellings 
and sleeping-rooms, especially in the smaller houses de- 
voted to the poorer classes of society, there is but little, 
if any hope of seeing the system introduced. If these 
places are to he ventilate4 at all, it must be by thq natural 
movements of the air, caused by variations in tem- 
perature. The principles and practice of this mode of 
ventilation (which we believe to be efficient for i|ll private 
rooms) are equally easy; the impure air, caused by 
breathing and by the burning of lights, is at first warm, 
and therefore lighter than the pure air, it therefore rises, 
and an exit should be provided for its escape ; this is most 
effectually accomplished by an Arnott's valve fixed in the 
chimney-flue ; but as the foul air cannot escape unless 
fresh air flows in to supply its place, an entrance must 
be made for that purpose ; this is most pleasantly done 
by means of a sheet of perforated zinc, which, by div^ling 
the entering air into minute jets, and mingling it with 
the warm atmosphere in the room, prevents a draught, 
and which should be placed in the window or door at as 
great a height and distance from the fire as possible. All 
Uiis may he accomplished for a few shillings, and t}iose 
who require further information on the matter, are referred 
to a tract on the ventilation of rooms, contained in the 
" Manual of Public Health," which may be obtained sepa- 
rately, if desired, at the cost of one penny; but the entire 
** Manual," which consists of eight such numbers, each 
one devoted to the amelioration of somQ ^vil in the phy- 
sical condition of the working man, is most strenuously re- 
commended to the consideration of all classes in society. 

There is one class of persons to whose oonsideratiDn 
we would most especially recommend the attentive perusal 
of the works whose titles head this article ; they are the 
employers, whose businesses lead to the assembly of num- 
bers (u work-people in small rooms; to the wholesale 
milUners and flower-makers, to the large bookbinders, 
and others aimilvly situated, we would otter this valuable 
advice. Remember that each person in your employ 
requires every minute, twice the bulk of his or her body 
of fresh air, and that unless this is supplied, weariness, 
lassitude and oppression come creeping on; the work which 
you have entrusted to their care can neither be so quickly, 
or so perfectly executed : but not to appeal to so low a 
motive as self-interest, tvcoUect that you are, by shutting 
people up in close, over-heated, ill- ventilated work-rooms, 
injuring their constitutions for their whole lives, and this 
not from the desire of gain, for you are losing by so do- 
ing, but solely from " ignorance of the moat obvious 
principles of ventilation. Many are the rooms we know 
of, where thirty to forty young girls work, and in which 
there is not the slightest attempt at ventilation ; in sum- 
mer the open windows give rise to irregular draughts, 
and these are followed by colds and inflammations ; in 
winter, when from the bur^iiAg gas more air is requml, 
there is none admitted, and ti^e foul atmosphere and 
oppressive heat, alternating with exposure to the out-door 
cold, hurry many a poor girl to that home where " the 
weary are at rest." 

Whatever may be thought of the folly of those persona 
who ruin their own health, and lessen their energies, 
both mental and bodily, by breathing again the sickening 
vitiated air which has just escaped from their own lungs, 
or from those of others, there can be but one opinion as 
to the bounden duty of all employers, to make them- 
selves so far acquainted with the laws regulating the health 
of man, as to prevent their becoming the causes of sick- 
ness, want and poverty, a diseased life and early grave, to 
those whom circumstances have thrown into their employ. 
That we have not oversUted the evil influence of this 
widely spread ignorance of the health of the working 
classes, the following remarks JGrom the *^ Manual of Public 
Health," bear witness. 



ELIZA COOK'S JOURNAL. 



159 



" If the popular mind were properly informed on the 
subject, we should not hear of the waste of life among 
working men, now regarded as almost inevitable, caused 
by the foul air they continually breathe in their work- 
shops and dwellings. Were it generally known that 
pure air is absolutely essential to healthy existence, we 
should not read 'that at a Christmas meetinfi; in the 
Highlands, thirty-six persons danced the whole night in 
a sm^l room with a low ceiling, keeping the windows 
and door shut. The atmosphere of the room was noxiou9 
beyond description, and the effect was that seven of the 
party were soon after seized with typhus fever, of which 
two died ; ' nor of 80 journeymen tailors sitting in one 
room, 'close together, nearly knee to knee,' where the 
closeness was such that 'new hands' fainted away in the 
shop — the men were in continual perspiration, and large 
tallow candles ' melted and fell over,' from the suffocating 
heat. And where 'those not accustomed to the place 
generally lost appetite, and had recourse to drink as a 
stimulant, gin being taken instead of food,' while ' a con- 
siderable portion of the working hours of every day were 
lost, and Uie ultimate incapacity for performing any longer 
a good and profitable day's work was much hastened by 
the neglect of the ventilation of the place of work.', it 
has also been given in evidence, that ' the closer ihfi ven- 
tilation of the places of work, the worse are the habits of 
the men working in them.' " 

" The breathing of impure air 13 al$9 the 6mtful cause 
of two terrible diseases. Scrofula and Consumption. No 
matter what the condition — the highest ranks as well as 
the lowest suffer alike, unless they continually chaxige and 
breathe pure air. In the reports of the Health of Towns' 
Commission, it is given in evidence that ' cases of this dis- 
ease have been traced to the patient's habic of sleeping with 
his head und^ the bedclothes, whereby he breathed the 
same poisonous air all through the night. At some 
villages in France, where the people lived in low, damp 
houses, iU-lighted, and entirely unventilated, nearly the 
whole of them were seized with scrofula, and many fami- 
lies, continually ravaged by that malady became extinct — 
their last members died rotten with ecrq/uia.* The same 
fiital results are seen in England, in the miserable dwel- 
lings of the poor, and in the mansions of the rich." 

We cannot conclude without agjun strongly recom- 
mending both works to the. attention of those of our 
readers to whom they respectively apply. Mr. Hosking's 
book will be found of great value to all about to build or 
buy houses; whilst the "Manual" will be equally 
valuable to all who occupy them, or in other words 
to— everybody. 



"ths lesson op thb hail." 
" Fkogress it the nde of aU.**— Ck^b. M acxay. 
" YoQ have often told me," end a youth to ^is in- 
structor^ "that mtnpe^ in all her changes and aspects, 
teaches the lesson of continual advaooement ; and I have 
always found it true ^U now ; for the hills rise vrtth their 
snowy crests to the skies, and the flowers that modestly 
blossom at their base look ardently and faithfully up- 
wards; and even the bird which builds its nest amid the 
crags of the mountain, wings its way heavenward, piercing 
in its adventurous flight the misty veil of cloudlets. 
The trustful little child, too, that kneels each evening 
at fau mother's knees, lisping its praises at the footstool 
of love, turns with fondness and faithfulness its blue 
swimming eyes of beauty towards the sky — towards the 
home and habitation of Him who took little children in 
his arms and blessed them, and whose profound instruc- 
tions were simplified by such admirable references to 
natural objects, and the works of creation." "Yes, 
Georse, I repeat what I have always wished you to re- 
member— that the lessons inscribed upon the open page 
of nature an varied, and valuable indeed ; and that^ like 



a motto on a title page, stands foremost that great truth 
of progression ; for nature's actions seem all upspringing 
and lofty. But tell me why you now doubt this ? " 
" Look," replied the pupil, " at the constant discharge 
of hail from those murky clouds which shed a funeral 
gloom on all things. Down, down come the hailstones^ 
fast descending : but how you can claim that fact as an 
illustration, I cannot think. My bright faith is dimmed. 
Yet, explain it, if you can, so that my fear may be con- 
verted into faith." " Listen, then, to my explanation, 
^nd learn the lesson of the hail. As the showers of con- 
gealed water, and balls of frozen snow, fall in thick array 
upon the bosom of the earth, so the words of wisdom and 
truth upon the heart : as the gracious earth opens its 
breast, and absorbs the dissolved hail, that it may, in the 
form of water, aid the fertilization and frnitfolness of the 
land ; so the mind, by means of memory, receives and 
aiimits the precious well-digested truths of wisdom, and 
retains them, that they may assimilate to the life of man, 
and render h^m fruitful in good works. The rays of the 
life-giving sun, in the beautiful fulfilment of the divine 
plans, draw by evaporation constant and rich supplies 
from rivulet and 'running brook,' as they sing their songs 
of gladness to the audience of flowers which their virtues 
have drawn around, as well as from the broad mirror of 
the ocean. Hence these dissolved hailstones returned to 
their original element, will form a portion of the son's sup- 
plies, and become transformed into vapour and clouds, to 
be wafted over us by the summer breeze, and afterwards 
to descend and minister to the fainting children of Flora, 
and make the hopes and heart of the husbandman ex- 
pand. So too the precious words of wisdom and truth, 
when changed into heavenly knowledge, shall become that 
vital seed of faith which blooms with immortality, and 
which, whoever possesses, enables him to ' overcome the 
world,' and to joy in tribulation ; knowing that the chilis 
and storms of this earthly time are the appointed means of 
working out, in due season, ' a far more exceeding and 
eternal weight of glory.' If ' coming events cast their 
shadows before,' we may afiirm that the hail and darkness 
of to-day is but the shadow of the coming progress ; and 
the moral is well expressed by Professor Ijongfellow, in 
his 'Rainy Day.' 

' Be still, sad heart > and cease repining ; 
Behind the clouds is the sun still shimng ; 
Thy fate is the coBimon fote of all, 
Into each life some kaii must faU, 
Some days must be dark and dreary.* " 

*' Forgive me, said George, '* I now perceive the lesson of 
the hail, and never again shall doubt make me apprehen- 
sive that nature does not, in all her instructions, tead& 
progression and infinite advancement. 6. R. T. 

WRONG ACTIONS. 

Remorse does but add to the evil which bred it, when 
it promotes, not penitence, but despair. To have erred 
in one branch of our duties does not unfit us for the per- 
formance of all the rest, unless we sufier the dark spot 
to spread over our whole nature, which may happen 
almost unobserved in the toi-por of despair. This kind 
of despair is chiefly grounded on a foolish belief that indi- 
vidual words or actions constitute the whole life of man ; 
whereas they are often not fair representatives of portions 
even of that life. The fragments of rock in a mountain 
stream may tell much of its history, are in fact results of 
its doings, but they are not the stream. They were 
brought down when it was turbid ; it may now be clear; 
they are as much the result of other circumstances as of 
the action of the stream ; their history is fitful ; they 
give us no sure intelligence of tue future course of the 
stream, or of the nature of its waters ; and may scarcely 
show more than that it has not beeti always as it b. The 
actions of men are often but little better indications of 
the men themselves. — Friende m Coun^* 
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ON RECEIVING A BUNCH OF HEATHER, 
GORSB, AND FERN. 

Wild bloMoma of the moorland, ye are Tery dear to me ; 

Ye lore my dreaming spirit as the clover docs the bee ; 

Ye bring back all my childhood loved, when Freedom, Joy, and 

Health 
Had never thought of weaving chains to fetter Fame and Wealth. 
Wild blossoms of the common land, brave tenants of the sod, 
Your breathings were among the first that told me of a God ; 
And how my reckless steps would bound, and how my heart would 

bum, 
WHierc gorse and heather flung their arms abo%'C the forest fcm^ 

Wild blossoms of the lonely waste, no fear could ever daunt 
Bly tiny feet from wandering amid your jungle haunt ; 
And many a bunch of purple bells that towered above myself. 
And many a fragrant brake I pulled like some wee sylvan elf. 
But, ah I those tempting leaves of gold were difficult to get ; 
Alas, I prove that winning gold is not more easy yet ! 
But then my fingers only felt the sharp and piercing smart. 
And now I find the worldly thorns oft leave a bleeding heart. 

Oh, happy time, ere ruth or rhyme had crossed my sunny brain, 
'Tia not worth whUe to ask if such a time will come again ; 
For then my soul hod not a thought but might be told aloud. 
And Pleasure's optics always gave the bow without its cloud. 
How bright my eye was when I gazed upon the plumes of green. 
And saw young rabbits in their play go speeding on between ; 
When burrowed sand with root-bound arch formed strange and 

antique bowers. 
And ye, wild blossoms of the waste, were fresh and Eden flowers. 

Who loved me then 7 Oh, those who were as gentle as sincere, 
Who never kissed my check so hard as when it owned a tear. 
Whom did I love ? Oh, those whose faith 1 never had to doubt ; 
Tho^ who grew anxious at my sigh and imiled u{)on my pout. 
What did I crave ? The power to rove unquestioned, at my will ; 
Oh wayward idler that I was, perchance I am such still. 
What did I fear ? No chance or change, so that it did not turn 
My footstep from the moorland coast, the heather and the fern. 

Blethinks it was a pleasant time, those gipsy days of mine, 
When youth with rosy magic turned life's waters into wine ; 
But nearly all who shared those days have passed away from earth. 
Passed in their beauty and their prime, their happiness and mirth. 
So now, rich flowers of the waste, 1*11 sit and talk to ye. 
For Aleniory's casket, filled niLi gems, is opened by your key; 
And God be thanked that I can grasp your blossoms sweet and wild. 
And find myself a dotard yet, a dreamer and a child. 

Eliza Cook. 



LOVE AND YOUTH. 

Why do we ^ve the name of folly to that courage of 
a youthful heart which makes it endure all things, and 
which gives it strength to live in misery, in a desert, in a 
cabin, provided that it be not separated from the object 
of its love ? Are not sacrifices still sacrifices, even if the 
object be only ideal ? Are the sacrifices which men are 
daily making for the pursuit of wealth, glory or ambition, 
more real and more merilorious ? And even if it be true 
that youth sometimes errs, by misplacing these warm 
affections, do we who blame it err less frequently ? No ! 
leave to youth its noble enthusiasm of feeling, instead of 
stifling it by your railleries : dii^ect it towards the good, 
the bcautilul, and the true, i>ts:eiid of allowing it to ex- 
haust itself on trifles ; raise it to God to virtue and to 
eternity ; the griefs and the cares of life, love deceived 
and friendship betrayed, will come soon enough to chill 
this ardent heart ; too soon will come the time when 
reasrm and experience will touch all around with their 
freezing breath, when man will be tempted to believe 
no lotiger that happiness can be found uu eailh. — Family 
Pictures. 



DIAMOND DUST. 

It is in general the natural refuge of mortified vanity, 
to persuade itself that it retorts contempt upon those 
that show it, and to pass off upon itself the anger it feels, 
for the more dignified passion of scorn. 

Reprove others, but correct thyself. 

By relying on our own resources, we acquire mental 
strength ; but when wo lean on others for support, we are 
like an invalid who, having accustomed himself to a 
crutch, finds it difficult to walk without one. 

Idleness — ^the sure pilot-fish of crime and shame. 

Be true to yourself for that which you recognise as 
right, be ready, not merely to die, for that is easy ; but 
to live, and that is almost always difficult. 

A ROOM is the large upper garment of a persouj it 
betrays the habits, and somewhat of the character 
remains impressed on it. It is for this reason, the cham- 
bers of famed or loved individuals are so much visited, 
one seems to look into their minds. 

Let others apologize for us ; if we can find an excuse 
for our conduct we might have found a way to act dif- 
ferently. 

It is better to need relief than to want heart to 
give it. 

How large a portion of our happiness in this world 
arises from its vids&itudes ? The truth is become a 
maxim continually proposed and immediately assented 
to, but who considers it ? They are the changes of daily 
life which stimulate hope, regulate business, propose rest, 
and reward labour. Like otur daily bread they must be 
looked for and prepared for. June and beauty are of little 
value unless marked. Oar actions must be numbered like 
our milestones, and stand as they do at their appropriate 
sites, if we would rejoice in our progress. 

Excess of ceremony shows want of breeding. That 
civility is best which excludes all superfluous formality. 
Solitude is only beneficial to the wise and the good. 

A person that would secure to himself great deference, 
will, perhaps, gain his point by silence, as effectually as 
by anything he can say. 

Sympathy soothes us in sorrow, and gives a zest to 
our joy. 

If the clock of the tongue bo not set by the dial of 
the heart, it will not go right. 

Brave actions are the substance of life, and good 
sayings the ornament of it. 

Reserve is no more essentially connected with under- 
standing, than a church organ with devotion, or wine with 
good-nature. 

In the music of silence there are a thousand variations, 
not in the knowledge of things without, but in the per- 
fection of the soul within, lies the empire of man. 

The public is a body very much like that which assem- 
bles round a dinner table, and the wise host will cater 
for all. 

The streams of small pleasures fill the lake of happi- 
ness, and the deepest wTCtchedncss of life is continuance 
of petty pains. 

There are poets who never write a line, there is 
nothing in nature to which their imagination does not 
give a poetic hue; but the power to make others see 
these objects in the same poetic light is wanting. Still 
they must be men of fine powers and feelings fo*" ^^^^ to 
being a great poet is the power of understanding one. 
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STORY-TELLERS AND IMPROVISATOR!. 

Thb eipreuion of deep feeling is fband in mur P^uag^ 
oTiCriptDie to have ^mnt forth in extemporary eSiuiona, 
M remarkable for Toblime eloqaence aa to bear the 
p of inspiration ; end thtu we gather from the Mine 
Tolume tbat the Jews freqnentlj composed and chanted 
poeti7 withont premeditation ; but eitemponneoos and 
poetic recilation bu not been confined to tlie Jews alone, 
re find that it has prerailed, with hut few eiceptiona, 
ig the nrioni people scattered through the earth, 
at some period of their national eiiatence, and that it 
■till continaes in man; pirta of the East. Those en- 
dowed with the power of giving eiprcssion at oncw lo 
feelings and impressions in poetic language have been 
held in high estimation, and from the most remote 
s have been peculisj'lr honoored. Our own bards 
minstrels, thoagh once a proscribed, and now an 
extinct race, are still the objects of a romance vene- 
rmtion. We love to think of them as nnsophisticated 
bj the views and opinions of other men, finding in the 
martial boring of their chieftains subjects for their lof- 
tleat flights, and taught by their own nnbridled imagi. 
ma and untutored feelings, all the devotion and 
emess which thej loved to transmit to song. Nature 
herself furnishing from her storei the sublime or simple 
imagery with which it was meet to adorn their (heme. 
The paasionB generally find dpreeaion in poetic langnage, 
and not nntrequently in rhyme. The tendency of oui 
natnre to keep time leading at once to thie. The Greeks, 
probably from tbeii great sensibility, are peculiarly en- 
dowed with the gift of extempore compasidon, and there 
i* DO event of their Uvea that does not suggest some 
poetical and mnsical eSiision. The number of their 
I songs is very great on those subjects most interesting 
to thdr feelings; these songs are heard to greet ad- 
vantage at the Khans or small Turkish inns, at Con- 
stantinople, and at those other places where the Oreeki 
travelling from the various provinces chance to put op. 
HeT« the way&rers meet and amuse themselves by 
] singing the songs bmiliar to their native place 
greater part of the night passes thus away before they, 
think of retiring to rest. They listen to each other with 
p emotion. The songs of home, of native scenery, 
and of tender ties, touch every heart] and they soon 



feel toward* each other all the sympathy of fellow* 
countrymen. Tlieir extempore songs sung at the parting 
from family and friends, are aaid to be very besotiful. 
Their efforts, indeed, must be touching, composed and 
sung as tbey are by those most powerfully affected on 
the occasion, — by him abont to go, or by the one from 
I about to part, and to whom ha is dearer than 
life itself. Their funeral laments aro deeply pathetic. 
They are song before the deceased is removed from hii 
dwelling, and continue during the procession to the place 
if buriaL They cease while the priest perfbrms the last 
itfls, but are renewed when the body is laid in the earth. 
Throughout the year no other songs are to be heard in 
the house of the departed ; and the moumers often re- 
pair to the grave and renew the solemn chant. It is in 
these aongs the bereaved mother finds vent for her 
agoikiied feelings, and she pours forth her lamentations 
in all that eloquence which belongs eo peculiarly to grief. 
if her darling has been taken from her in the days of 
childhood, she loves to bewail him as a snoet fragile 
'er, cut off before his time ; or sometimes addresses 
him as a happy bird that has winged its way to heaven. 
Whatever is fairest and blithest to her fancy is but the 
lago of the one that she has lost. The funeral songs are 
ways extempore j and it is the usage that they are sung 
by those who are the most deeply concerned. It has 
often happened, that when the moment for the mournful 
chant hat arrived, that she, on whom the dnty devolve*, 
Dme by her feelings that she has been known 
to faint away when first abont to make the effort. The 
ant so well known in Ireland as the Irish cry, 
though now bat rarely heard, had its origin, no doubt, in 
the spontaneous burst of passionate affection with whidi 
the party was addressed; it is an iqiostrophe to the 
I, in which it is asked if the eomforta belonging to 
Ftation had not been his, as they ore commemorated 
by one ; the question follows, — "Then why did you 
die !" In Scotland too it was a custom for one of those 
most attached to compose a song on the death of the 
beloved one. This has been interestingly described by 
Urs. Grant in her " Superstitions of the Highlands." 
She speaks of their sodal evenings — *o priied in Scotland, 
when the domestic circle were collected to enjoy the 
pleasures of conversation. At sack times the heriric 
actions, the talents, or, perhaps, the misfonunes of their 
ancestors, were redted with fond 



162 



ELIZA COOK'S JOURNAL. 



handed down with faithful accuracy from father to son. 
In the cottages, the young people often gathered ahout 
their fiither at night, to listen to family legends; he 
would frequently entertain then with the plaintive 
melody or mournful ditty, composed by his great 
grandmother, on the death of her husband. Sometimes 
it detailed the wild adventure, or unlooked-for accident 
which had occasioned her loss ; the most romantic tales 
of love — of the most disinterested devotion — of unbroken 
fidelity, were often the subjects of the family tradition 
or popular song. It is in like manner that the nurses in 
the Turkish harems recite the events of the times that 
are gone, with a feeling which awakens the most lively 
emotions. Songs of deep pathos, or of the lightest gaiety, 
are accompanied by the slaves with the tamboiy: de 
basque and castanets. When the women are permitted 
to visit the graves of the dead, they may be seen strewing 
them with flowers^ while they chant the solemn funeral 
hymns. The Turks are, indeed, so passionately fond of 
recitation, that they employ professed story-tellers, whose 
exhibitions are always sure to be crowded. We are in- 
debted to the graphic pen of Doctor Walsh for an 
animated description of the Turkish story-teller: — "The 
medic, or story-teller," he informs us, " is a very im- 
portant personage, and an essential part of Turkish amuse- 
ments; he enacts by himself in a monologue, various 
characters, and with a spirit and fidelity quite astonishing, 
conaidenng the inflexible and taciturn disposition of the 
people. The admirable manner in which an unassisted 
individual supports the representations of various persons, 
the versatility with which he adopts their countenance, 
attitude, and phraseology are so excellent, that Frank re- 
sidents, who have been accustomed to the perfection of 
the scenic art in their own country, are highly delighted 
with this Turkish drollery. * * * * The place where the 
medac exhibits b usually a coffee-house ; he generally 
has a small table placed before him, which he either 
stands behind or sits upon ; his cuffs are turned up, and 
he holds generally a small stick in his hand : if he illus- 
trates a proverb, he gives it out as a text ; he introduces 
individuals of all sects and nations, and imitates, with 
admirable precision the language of each." In Doctor 
Russell's history of Aleppo, we find a similar description 
of the Eastern story-teller : his power of invention, and 
his ingenuity in combining the incidents which he borrows 
from other tales, and the constant variations which he 
makes in his details and catastrophes, are spoken of as 
giving endless novelty to what has often been heard 
before, under a different arrangement. 80 thoroughly 
lire the powers of these story-tellers appreciated by the 
Government, that they often employ them to make some 
measure, which they are anxious should become popular, 
the theme on which to ground their narrative. In 
Tekriam (as we are informed by Sir Robert Ker Porter) 
the national story-teller may be found entertaining his 
audience under the covered way attached to the shops ; 
persons of the highest rank think it no degradation to be 
among his listeners, and the company is consequently 
strangely mixed ; the monarch may often be seen 
among the most squalid and ragged of his subjects ; all 
have an equal passion for hearing these tales. The 
King and Prince Governors have each a court story-teller; 
the former passes aU his leisure hours in listening to 
him ; he must always be within call to gratify his royal 
master, when he wishes to be amused with a story, and 
BO necessary does he consider him to his enjoyment, that 
he never undertakes a journey without him. The Hindoo 
Rajah has his family bard who recites his legends of 
religion, or makes the exploits and adventures of his 
employer's family the subject of his tale. The Almai of 
E^)Vi are wonderfully skilful in extempore composition. 



In the letters of M. Savary, a very particular account of 
these accomplished women may be found ; they are called 
Almai, or learned, a title to which their acquirements 
justly raise them ; they must be accurately acquainted 
with the rules of grammar, all the elegies, and pathetic 
compositions, and all the lyric poetry of their country 
must be familiar to them ; but it is not only in accom- 
plishments that these must excel, who are admitted to the 
distinguished order, for the rarest gifts of nature are 
absolutely essential : a fine voice, harmonious diction, a 
lively imagination, and native eloquence which can adapt 
itself to every mood of fancy, are requisite in those who 
are to sing and to compose extempore on any given 
subject. The presence of the Almai is considered in- 
dispensable at aU entertainments and banquets ; they are 
placed in a raised orchestra, and, during the repast, they 
sing. When it is over, they descend, form dances, or, 
what might be more accurately described as pantomimes, 
in which they represent the various incidents of life— bat 
a love tale is the usual subject. M. Savary tells us that 
" the suppleness of their bodies is inconceivable, and the 
flexibility of their features, which take impressions 
characteristic of the parts they play, quite astonishing." 
We regret that he has been obliged to add that these ex- 
hibitions are not remarkable for delicacy. The dress of 
the Almai in the dance is a long and very light silk robe 
which floats upon the ground, negligently girded by a 
sash ; their long black hair, perfumed, falls in tresses on 
their shoulders. The sound of the flute, the castanets, 
the tambour de basque, and cymbals regulate their mo- 
tions. These Almai are admitted into all the harems, 
they teach the women the new airs, recount love tales, 
and recite poems, which are interesting from being 
pictures of their own manners. M. Savary describes 
them as being eminently engaging and graceful; they 
sing with the most expressive simplicity, their songs are 
sometimes light and gay, but it is in pathetic airs 
that they excel ; they often move their auditors to tears 
by their touching expression. The Almai are present at 
marriage ceremonies, and precede the bride, playing on 
instruments ; they attend the funerals, at which they sing 
dirges, utter groans and lamentations, and imitate every 
moan of grief and despair. The Israelites, to whom 
Egyptian manners, from long dwelling in Egypt, had be- 
come natural, had their Almai at Jerusalem, as at Cairo ; 
it seems they gave the women lessons, joining the dance 
to recitation, and extemporary effhsions are not peculiar to 
the Almai. From the earliest time we know that it ac- 
companied the exhibition of dramatic power, and the un- 
prepieditated song or the dance has been used on the 
most solemn and melancholy occasions ; it is introduced 
by Sir Walter Scott into one of his most impressive 
scenes. Movements remarkable for their reverential 
dignity and expression of profound grief were such, as we 
may suppose, were used a« a mark of respect for the dead. 
Gesture appears to be the natural accompaniment of 
strong emotion, indeed, it is so remarkably so, that we 
find them endowed with the most acute sensibility and 
quick feelings, almost always using action when they speak. 
The inhabitants of the sunny regions, whose spirits and 
feelings may be influenced by the effect of climate on the 
nervous system, are evidently more quick in the senses, 
and more animated in their gestures than those residing 
in a colder latitude. This is exemplified by the Abbe 
Raynal, in his '* Survey of the European Settlements in 
the East and West Indies ;" in speaking of the negroes, 
he says, "their organs are extremely sensible of the 
power of music; their ear is so true that, in their dances, 
the tune of a song makes them spring up, a hundred at 
once, striking the earth at the same instant, enchanted, 
as it were, with the voice of a singer, or the tone of a 
stringed instrument ; a vibration of the air is the spirit 
that actuates the bodies of those men; a sound agitates, 
transports, and throws them into ecstacies. In their 
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common labours, the motion of tbeu* arms and of their 
feet is always in cadence; at all their employments they 
sing, and seem always as if they were dancing, — music 
animates their courage, and rouses them from their in- 
dolence. The marks of this extreme sensibility to har- 
mony are visible in all the muscles of their bodies, which 
are always naked. Poets and musicians by nature, they 
make the words subservient to the music, by a license 
they arbitrarily assume, of lengthening or shortening 
them, in order to accommodate them to an air that 
pleases them. Whenever any object or incident strikes 
a negro, he instantly makes it the subject of a song ; in 
all ages this has been the origin of poetry." 

The Empoongw^a performers recite their long stories 
in the moonlight evenings, and accompany them, on the 
Enchambre, their instrument — it is a very simple one — 
it has but five strings, made from the root of the palm 
tree, though it is not powerful, or capable of much 
variety, its tones are sweet; one of the most extraor- 
dinary among these performers, was a singer of the 
Empoongwa songs — this uncouth being, and his gro- 
tesque gesticulations are so well described in a translation 
from a German work, which we found in the Harmonicon; 
that we merely transcribe the passage : — " My patience," 
says the narrator, *' during a series of dull Empoongwa 
songs, was recompensed by the introduction of a per- 
former as loathsome as his music was astonishing; he 
was a white negro from the interior country of Iniberkie ; 
his features betrayed his race, — his hair was woolly, and 
of a sandy colour, with thick eyebrows of the same ; his 
eyes small, bright, and of a dark grey, the light i^eemed to 
hurt them, and their constant quivering and rolling gave 
his countenance an air of insanity, which was confirmed 
by the actions of his head and limbs, and the distortions 
of his mouth, — ^his stature was middle, and his limbs 
very small, his skin was much dbeased. Where it was not 
so, it had the appearance of having been carelessly 
thrown on, it hung about him so loose and so shrivelled ; 
his voice was hollow, and his laugh loud, interspersed with 
African howls — his harp was formed of wood, except that 
part emitting the sound, which was covered with goat 
sJcin, perforated at the bottom ; the bow to which the I 
eight strings were fixed, was considerably curved. He f 
sat on a low stool, and supporting his harp on his knee I 
and shoulder, proceeded to tune it with great nicety, i 
his hands seemed to wander among the strings, until he I 
gradually formed a running accompaniment, (but with ' 
little variety) to his extraordinary vociferaiion — at times 
one deep and hollow note burst forth, and died away ; 
the sounds of the harp became broken; presently he 
looked up, pursuing all the actions of a maniac, taking 
one hand from the strings to wave it up and down, 
stretching forth one leg, and drawing it up again as if 
convulsed, lowering the harp on to the other foot, and 
tossing it up and down, whilst the one hand continued 
playing, he wrung forth a peal which vibrated on the ear 
long i^r it had ceased — he was silent; the running 
accompaniment served again as a prelude to a loud reci- 
tative, uttered with the greatest volubility, and ending 
with one word witb which he ascended and descended far 
beyond the extent of his harp, with the most beautiful 
precision. Sometimes he became more collected, and a 
mournful air succeeded the recitative, though without the 
least connection, and he would again burst forth with the 
whole force of his powerful voi^e, in the notes of the 
Hallelujah of Handel; to meet with this chorus in the 
wilds of Africa, and from such a being had an effect I can 
scarcely describe. 1 was lost in astonishment at the 
coincidence, there could not be a stronger proof of the 
nature of Handel, or the powers of the negro. I naturally 
inquired if the man was in his senses, and the reply was, 
that he was always rational but when he played, when he 
invariably used the same gestures, and evinced the same 
incoherency. The whole is described as the most extraor- 



dinary rhapsody, which can possibly be conceived; the 
recitation was given in the most mournful, the most 
impetuous, and the most exhilirating airs; the life of 
man and its various vicissitudes were his theme ; the 
scenes through which he had passed were touched on 
without connection, in terms so transient, abrupt, and 
allegorical, that though the effect they produced was most 
striking, the memory could not retain them — ^the music 
so unlike every other that had been heard, and th« 
rapture and phrenzy of the performer, must have left an 
impression like that of a wild and indistinct dream, which 
still floats upon the imagination, when the power of im- 
parting it is not within our reach. 

Extempore dramas gave scope for the varied talents of 
the performers, and laid the foundation for that dramatic 
excellence which was afterwards attained ; the ancients 
it is said took their first ideas of theatrical representa- 
tion from a " Grecian stroller, singing in a cart to the 
honour of Bacchus." The mysteries and moralities, so 
long tlie objects of popular admiration, were first intro- 
duced by the Pilgrims, who composed and chanted songs 
descriptive of their travels through the Holy Land, inter- 
spersed with scenes taken from the Scriptures. Bauds of 
these devout men might be seen reciting in the public 
streets, with staff in hand, and cloaks and chapleta 
bedecked with shells and images collected on consecrated 
shores. The populace edified by their appearance, and 
the subjects which they dramatized, at length erected 
stages for their exhibitions, which in the middle ages 
formed one of the principal honours paid to Princes on 
their public entrances. So inherent in our nature is this 
inclination for the dramatic art, that it discovers itself in 
the eariiest days of childhood ; to personate characters is 
one of the favourite amusements among children, and 
in their plays they may often be heard to keep up an 
extempore dialogue between imaginary persons. The 
Italians have been long celebrated for their perfection 
and delight in spontanci^ous composition; their extem- 
pore comedies is one of their principal amusements — the 
only preparation which is necessary, being the arrange- 
ment of the sceneries, and the division of the acts ; the 
dialogue and expression are left ennreiy to those who 
take the parts ; if the arama pieases. which is almost 
invariaoiy the case, the representation is frequently 
repeated, and while it retains ail the interest of the 
original plot, some alteration in the dialogue, or change 
in the action, gives all the charms of novelty. The 
Italians who are wonderfully skilful in impromptu 
composition, seem peculiarly fitted for it by the flow 
of their language, their inflections of voice, the energy 
and animation of their gestures, and those quick changes 
of countenance, which are in a moment expressive of 
the passion or humour they wish to represent. To 
these natural powers in the performers may be ascribed 
the popularity of many of their comedies, which 
appear to us in reading, childish and flimsy. Sal- 
vator Rosa was an admirable performer on the Scana- 
via. Among his inimitable comic representation^ 
the part of a Calabrian peasant was his favourite, tn 
exploring the wild scenery which he loved to transmit to 
his canvass, he became so thoroughly acquainted with 
the dialect and uncouth manners of the unformed rustic, 
that his acting appeared identity. In every mode of im- 
provise performance he delighted his audience, and his 
company was equally sought after by all the fashionable 
circles of Rome. When yielding to the entreaties of 
those about him, he would take his lute, whose music 
he so well knew how to waken, and stringing the chords 
he enchanted all by the feeling and grace of the extem- 
porary effusions, to which they were the prelude or the 
accompaniment. Signer Fistrucci's performance in 
London was long remembered. He composed extem- 
porary on any given subject ; that of Orestes was pro- 
posed, the expression which he gave to the remorse 
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which he felt after he put his mother to death, his flight, 
the vision of the furies, and his disdain and madness 
were so powerfully described, that the effort he produced 
was overpowering. Among the improvisatori of Italy, 
many could be named who obtained great celebrity, whose 
Ught and elegant fancies adorned the most trifling theme 
80 as to charm all who listened. " The land on which 
the sun never shone " was the theme which one of those 
gifted minstrels drew at random from the bass, which 
contained the slips on which the subjects were written. 
Her audience remained breathless as she described in sub- 
lime language the passage of the Israelites over the Red 
Sea, and the destruction of its enemy in the waters. The 
Song of Thanksgiving with which it concluded, is said to 
have produced the most thrilling effect. But among all the 
celebrated improvisatori none were ever so followed and 
80 enthndastically applauded as Signora Gorilla, pos- 
8es8ed of matchless grace and beauty, and of genius which 
has been rarely equaUed. Once seen and heard she could 
never be forgotten. When she was prevailed on to ex- 
hibit her powers she began generally accompanied by two 
violins, though her manner might at first have been con- 
sidered cold, she soon kindled with her subject, and gave 
the most eloquent and impassioned expression to her 
feelings in her "unpremeditated lay." The effect was 
probably enhanced by her previous diffidence. The 
variety of her conceptions and the elegance of her diction 
charmed the most fastidious critics, and none could 
see unmoved the varying countenance, the changing 
colour, and the intellectual sensibility which lighted up her 
eyes. No one could hear unmoved the inflections of that 
harmonious voice, as its animated tones gave expression to 
some light and joyous strain, or its exquisite pathos gave 
the most touching effect to some wild or plaintive air. 
Such was the wonderful rapidity and power with which 
she expressed every feeling which her theme awakened, 
tiiat many believe that she was under the influence of 
inspiration, and she was often compared to the Pythian 
priestess. It was on the 31st of August, 1776, that the 
ladies of highest rank in Rome conducted Gorilla to the 
capitol to receive the crown awarded to her genius. The 
ceremony was commenced by a discharge of cannon which 
took place as the laurel wreath was placed upon her head. 
After several members of the academy had read their 
compositions, questions were proposed to Gorilla which 
she answered in verse with a depth of feeling, an ele- 
gance and vivacity which astonished and enraptured every 
one. Most beautifully has Madame de Stael portrayed 
similar endowments in her "Gorinne," who it is said was 
meant for Gorilla. A more striking picture of an im- 
provisatrice in the moments of inspiration can nowhere 
be met with than that where Gorinne is represented as 
sitting on the promontory of Misenum. The bay of 
Naples and its surrounding scenery stretched before her 
in the moonlight. The friends who were with her pro- 
posed a subject. It was the associations connected with 
the objects on which she looked. The sadness of her 
situation, the contrast of melancholy feelings with those 
of happy days, all inspired the most eloquent and pathetic 
eflfuaion that could be conceived, and was exactly what 
might have been the impassioned language of one in Go- 
rinne's circumstances. 

The selections which we have made in this brief sketch, 
have been necessarily limited to a few, but they are suffi- 
cient to prove that genius is beyond this world's control, 
the spontaneous exercise of wonderful powers, alto- 
gether independent of circumstances and cultivation. 
We must, therefore, rest satisfied with the conviction 
that it is a gift bestowed by the Supreme Being on some 
favoured individuals for the benefit and delight of all. 
Its being a rare endowment, gives a charm and novelty 
to social intercourse which it would want were genius 
indiscriminately bestowed^ or altogether withheld. 

B. L. 



THE JUNIOR GLERK. 

Mr. William Mills was clerk to an attorney of some 
provincial celebrity, about half a century ago. -lie was one 
of a numerous family, educated to push their way in the 
world by the mere force of ability ; the* resources of his 
parents being limited. They bad small means and few 
connections, so that beyond air, exercise, healthful homely 
fare, and the grammar school of the village, his educa- 
tion had been but very slightly attended to. His mother, 
fully occupied by the cares of providing food and rai- 
ment for her household, had little time to bestow on the 
dispositions of her children ; indeed in those days women 
of her station were hardly fitted for this important branch 
of their duty. To keep out of her way when she was 
busy, neither to tear their clothes nor dirty the passages, 
was the sum of her maternal instructions. His father was 
scarcely more inclined to interfere with the course of 
nature. To mind his business. To make money. To 
get up or to get on in business. To make money again. 
This was the theme on which this respectable, hard- 
working, really honest man perpetually lectured. He 
felt the want of a larger income than he possessed ; be 
suffered when any one he had known on his own level 
rose to a higher. The bread bills and the meat bills, the 
shoemaker and the schoolmaster would press so much 
less heavily on the more prosperous father; that from his 
heart he counselled his children to make the struggle for 
independence early. William had profited by the lessons 
he had received. He was a quiet boy, orderly for his 
age, industrious, careful, and so sharp in seeing and 
following up any advantages, that his father used to say of 
him proudly, that he would die a rich man yet, a credit to 
the family. His profession was chosen on account of 
this readiness of intellect, but the means were wanting to 
article the young man regularly in a gentlemanly way ; 
it was hoped in a few years times would so improve as to 
admit of the advance of the required premium, and till 
then he was learning much of the detail of his business 
by 'filling, with this understanding, the office of clerk. 

The firm in which Mr. William Mills begun, what 
turned out to be his very prosperous career, was the re- 
spectable one of Atkinson, Blackburn, and Scott, in 
Newcastle-on-Tyne. The head of the house had com- 
menced life as humbly as his junior clerk ; in fact, his 
might be considered a case in point to exemplify the 
wisdom of those maxims which had been so carefully in- 
stilled into the young man's mind, and to the steadiness 
of aim and the propriety of conduct so sedulously held 
up to him as the unfailing means of success, did Mr. 
Atkinson owe the creditable position he held in his 
humble sphere. Minds so congenial could hardly fail 
to suit ; they had not been long together before such a 
degree of intimacy, as their relative situations permitted, 
grew up between them. There was, indeed, a family 
connection which in some sort sanctioned this unwonted 
familiarity on the part of Mr. Atkinson, who was a man 
of reserved manners, cautious almost to suspicion, eco- 
nomical in his habits, phlegmatic in temper, cold and 
calculating, and retiring, little given to hospitality, living 
in almost unbroken seclusion in his own quiet home, for 
he was married. He had not married early, but he had 
married well ; a good kind of woman, an heiress in her 
line, quite pleas^ to bestow her few thousands on a 
rising man respected by the society of which they formed 
a part, and content to lead the domestic life suited to his 
hopes of advancement. Mr. Mills was a distant relation 
of Mrs. Atkinson. She was gUd to find her husband 
pleased with him, glad to encourage the unwonted civi- 
lities he was the object of, glad too to assist her young 
kinsman in the only way that occurred to her as useful to 
him, the giving him now and then a better dinner than 
he could afford to give himself. She thought his even- 
ings would be more safely spent in her parlour than they 
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were likely to be passed elsewhere, she therefore often 
brought him up from the ofiSce to tea when business 
happened to be slack there. There was another mem- 
her of the quiet family no less disposed to welcome the 
occasional appearance of a handsome young man at the 
sober tea table in the snug back parlour. This was 
Miss Matilda Atkinson, the only child of her wealthy 
parents, who had just been long enough released from 
the restraints of her boarding-school to find the home 
growing dull where she had no occupations prepared for 
her, and from which, owing to the retired habits of her 
father and mother, she seldom stirred; for they were 
perfectly sensible of her importance as an heiress, and 
they were gpiarding their treasure with unremitting 
watchfulness, till such time as her wary father felt he 
could dispose of her to advantage. It was very pleasant 
to Miss Matilda to talk over the Sunday congregation 
with one equally observant as herself of the foibles of 
their common kind. Still pleasanter to try the few piano- 
forte pieces she could accomplish, with an improvised 
flute accompaniment; and though her placid manner 
betrayed to no uninterested observer her newly arising 
happiness, Mr. Mills fancied himself aware of a certain 
warmth towards him which inclined him to cherish hopes 
infinitely more ambitious than any he had ever been en- 
couraged in by his father. It was some time before he 
would acknowledge, even to himself, what this familiar 
intercourse might lead to ; and, when a bright possible 
future did dawn upon his mind, it was with the full 
consciousness of the difficulties intervening. Still it was 
worth the venture. " Nothing venture, nothing gain." 
Such thinga had happened as worth and daring so re- 
warded, and he had a sufficiently favourable opinion of 
his own pretensions, for vanity to suggest that he was 
just as likely to be a favourite with fortune as other 
successful young men. He did venture, therefore, but 
not ooldly ; he was too prudent to fail in either skill 
or caution where the due observance of both was so requi- 
life. He made no show of increased attentions either 
towards the parents or their child ; quiet, self-possessed, 
and humble, he glided in and out almost unmarked, care- 
fully avoiding any approach to tenderness, even when 
with flute in hand he hung over the pianoforte. Yet he 
was^ from losing time. He began to lower and to 
soften his voice whenever he addressed Miss Atkinson, 
did their eyes meet by chance, he would cast his down, 
he sometimes smiled sadly, would even sigh; but so judi- 
ciously did he manage his pantomime, that neither the 
old gentleman behind his newspaper, nor the old lady 
over her stocking, had the slightest glimpse of his 
proceedings. 

It were hard to say what effect time and these assidui- 
ties would have produced ; little was yet apparent, for to 
her mother's equanimity of temper the heiress added her 
father's reserve of manner, so that her fair, young, placid 
countenance and her passive air shewed none of the emo- 
tion her sagacious lover watched for with some anxiety. 
Still he hoped, and on grounds he considered far from un- 
favourable, and he might perhaps have soon realized his 
ambitious visions, had not an unexpected event thrown 
him and his pretensions back into the obscurity from 
which he had been so long endeavouring to raise himself. 
The assizes were to be held at this time at Newcastle, and 
it being the custom in those days to drown, in a turmoil 
of gaiety, the gloom which hovered over the court and 
the prison-house ; races, concerts, dinners, tea parties, and 
a bail, were to amuse the thoughtless idlers of the town, 
where the judge was sitting in judgment on the culprit, 
as if the same recklessness that produced the evil was to 
laugh over the doom awaiting the vices thus fostered. 
The assize ball was announced, and Mrs. Atkinson an- 
nounced her intention of attending it with her daughter, 
and Mr. Atkinson readily assented. It was an era in the 
Cfunily — a departure from the regular habits of these quiet 



parents, so totally unforeseen by those best acquainted 
with their feelings, that it caused an extraordinary sensa- 
tion, particularly in the breast of Mr. Wm. Mills. He 
knew that this ball would be to his Matilda the opening 
of a new existence; she would be followed, flattered, 
much invited ; all would be new, all would be pleasing ; 
the happy present would lead to a gay future, and all 
recollections of the past would be obliterated. How 
cduld he expect it to be otherwise ? What was there in 
the dull back parlour that could bear comparison with the 
assize week ? And he was right. For when the gay crowds 
were gone, and Miss Matilda was again at leisure for 
more sober enjoyments, she appeared more inanimate 
than ever, her taste for music declining, her interest in 
the gossip of the town extinct. Mr. Wm. MiUs sighed in 
earnest and in vain. 

Matters were in this unpromising condition, when Mr. 
Atkinson one day thus addressed his junior clerk. 

The office was attached to the dwelling-house, though 
a separate entrance prevented all communication, except 
such as it pleased the respected head of the house to 
admit of, by opening a certain red baize-covered door, 
which separated his private study from the room where 
sat his principal clerk. Upon this present occasion he 
pushed open the sacred door, and crossing the head clerk's 
apartment, beckoned to William Mills from the office be- 
yond. Mr. Mills slid from the high stool near the only 
window, where stood the desk at which he usually worked, 
and silently followed his master. The door between the 
two offices was closed, the red door fell back with a noise- 
less spring behind them, and they stood in the comfort- 
able study alone, but not together. The clerk remained 
humbly near the door, while the master moved forward to 
the rug, placed his hands behind him, turned hb back to 
the fire, and thus began : — 

" Mr. Mills, do you happen to know anything of the 
character of Sir Ralph £deu ? you are from that part of 
the country." 

Mr. Mills was self-possessed in an extraordinary degree 
for so young a man ; he was never to be taken unawares. 
He answered calmly, 

"Yes, Sir, a little. I have always heard him well 
spoken of." 

" And as to fortune : his property I mean — ^his landed 
estates ? Are they not thought to be encumbered ?" 

** They were. Sir, at his father's death, 1 have under- 
stood, slightly; but, there has been a long minority 
under careful guardians, and the property U very con- 
siderable." 

" Very considerable 1 Humph I A long minority I 
humph ! — you don't happen to have heard the extent of 
the liabilities ?" 

" I might. Sir, but without attention to it. My father, 
however, could teU you a good deal about the family 
aflairs, for he was bom and bred on the Cuddeden estates. 
I have heard him say it was well for Sir Ralph that he 
had lost both his parents, that Sir Thomas had died, and 
that Lady Sophia had remarried. I have no doubt. Sir, 
he could give you some information." 

Mr. Mills might have extended his purmises. Mr. 
Atkinson was become unconscious of sound from the 
few words preceding the''' Lady Sophia," whose name, 
or title* must have suggested some more than commonly 
agreeable ideas, for he rubbed his hands slowly over one 
another for some minutes, removing them to the front 
for that purpose, smiling all the while quite benevolently. 

" Greene and Floyd are his men of business, I believe," 
said he at length half musing. 

" I never heard. Sir. A Mr. Simson always drew the 
rents at Cuddeden." 

A pause ensued. Mr. Atkinson bowed. It was a bow 
the clerk well understood. With an air of flattered sub- 
mission he returned the courtesy, and moved away, but 
when the red door swung quietly back betwixt them, how 
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did every expressive feature cbaage. Angry disappoint^ 
ment, jealousy, foiled vanity, ambition thwarted, all 
pressed on the brain of the bi^ed young fortune hunter. 
He had a rival. A wealthy, titled, well-connected rival, 
before whose high claims his own humble hopes must 
sink extinguished. He sat before his desk, mechanically 
twisting pens, knife, and paper through his uneasy fingers, 
while the abrupt downfall of his aspiring schemes pros- 
trated for the time his mental encrpies ; but his was not 
a character of a desponding kind. To succeed in life was 
his aim, by the best and quickest means attainable; 
honest means of course; he would neither compromise 
His probity, nor his integrity, for on his character was his 
main dependence. Purse or cheque-book was as safe 
with him as lock and key could have kept them, but 
daughters he did not esteem equally sacred. And here 
had been a loss of time. Months wasted in the unpro- 
fitable pursuit of a young lady, under all her calm 
external manner, fully as ambitious as himself. It was a 
dream from which it was great pain to waken, still it was 
over, and must be forgotten. 

Sir Ralph Eden and Miss Atkinson soon became the 
current gossip of the town. They were always together. 
People began never to invite the one without securing 
the other, besides the day seldom passed that the young 
Baronet did not call to pay his respects to Bfrs. Atkmson. 
Not in the dingy back parlour. Mother and daughter 
had established themselves for the season in the carefully 
preserved drawing-room, whose long veiled treasures, now 
exhibited in the glowing brightness diffused by a cheerful 
fire, gave an air of opulent comfort to the household. All 
was proceeding as all concerned could wish, for the re- 
served master of the family could ill conceal the elation 
of spirits consequent on the brilliant prospects of his 
much prized child. He became almost gay, loquacious, 
and quite condescending in his affability. Mr. Mills was 
frequently invited to conferences within the red door, 
ostensibly beginning upon matters of ordinary business, 
but never ending without some sly allusion to Sir Ralph 
and Cuddeden Hall. One day indeed, he went so far as 
to insinuate be might have shortly particularly private 
papers to occupy the office pens. On another, he hinted 
mysteriously, that he could tell the lucky winner of his 
Matilda's hand, that she would not give it to hiixi empty ; 
that besides her mother's ;^12,000 which was settled upon 
her irrevocably, he would double the sum perhaps if the 
alliance she should form pleased him. Mr. Mills listened 
without one feature betraying the vexation he must have 
felt, he appeared even, after the most approved humble 
retainer fashion, to rejoice in the improving fortunes of 
the family ; indeed, he had determined to make his own 
profit of it, and as his first venture had unexpectedly 
uiiled, he had resolved upon casting about for a second, 
when it seemed to him to be actually thrown in his way. 

Messrs. Greene and Floyd, the attorneys,, entrusted 
with the management of Sir Ralph Eden's aifairs, and to 
whose office he had been frequently sent of late with 
private notes from his superior, were two old bachelors 
who lived together in a large house in one of the best 
itreets of the town. Their chambers of business were 
within their dwelling, on the ground floor, on one side of 
a passage, which separated them from a parlour and 
kitchen on the other. Mr. Mills had sofnetxmes occasion 
to wait for answers to his notes, and neither the passage 
nor the clerks' office suiting his fastidious taste, he often 
ventured into the parlour, where, generally, sat at her 
needle the prettiest girl in Newcastle — Miss Betsy 
Greene. Betsy and her brother Sam were the orphan 
children of an elder brother of Mr. Greene, the attorney, 
whom he had adopted in their infancy, and had brought 
Up with a finther's affection, if not with all a father's care, 
expecting to find in them the solace of his age. He in- 
tended Sam to succeed him in his business, and Betsy he 
op«nly announced he ahould portion handsomely. Sam 



Greene and William Mills were well acquainted ; indeed, 
it was through his young friend that Mr. Mills had been 
introduced into the parlour where these stray moments 
of his time were spent so agreeably, for Betsy Greene 
was a lively girl, quite aware of being a beauty, and 
equally conscious of being a catch. She liked the atten- 
tions these merits ensured her, and she made no. secret of 
her pleasures in them. In short she was a good- 
humoured, but really innocent flirt; apparently as far 
from leading a young man to form expectations she had 
no intention of confirming, as she was supposed to be 
from encouraging any suitor disagreeable to her uncle. 
She always received her brother and his friend with 
cheerfulness, glad of such an interruption to her quiet 
housewifery; and as she became better acquainted 
with Mr. Mills, he fancied she began to prefer him 
to many other of their associates. The old uncle too 
invited him once or twice to dinner, and the three 
young people had taken country walks together un- 
reproved. What wonder if while watching the rosy hne 
of health on the cheek of the blooming Betsy, and while 
her bright eyes sparkled on him, and her happy laugh 
ran through the clear air as they wandered beneath the 
hedgerows in the neighbouring field^ he should forget the 
dull back parlour and its inanimate heiress served through 
so many long winter evenings, in vain. 

One fine Sunday afternoon the merry party were re- 
turning from a country spell, loaded with the sweet 
blossoms of the early hawthorn, when, just at the turn 
of one sheltered lane into another, they came suddenly 
upon an equal number of much more soberly disposed 
people. Mr. Atkinson, his daughter, and Sir Ralph, 
were taking their quiet after-church walk, and as the 
formal acknowledgments of the period passed between 
the trios, some embarrassment of manner might have 
been detected. There was considerable contrast between 
the groups. The Hebe figure of the pretty Betsy, the 
tall, slight, handsome person of her brother, and the com- 
manding air of the ever self-possessed Mr. Mills, were 
advantageously opposed to the pale, thin, passive Matilda, 
the short, atout fignro of her father, and the insignificant 
appearance of her lover. The fair bride seemed to feel 
the inferiority, for she blushed painfully. The following 
morning, even the composed Mr. Mills felt a degree of 
agitation, when summoned by his master to the now usual 
conference. He knew, what none else suspected, that of 
all his circle of acquaintance, Mr. Greene was the most 
disagreeable to Mr. Atkinson, and it was more than pro- 
bable that the extreme intimacy of his clerk with the 
younger part of that gentleman's family would be any- 
thing to him but a pleasing surprise. Mr. Atkinson's 
reserved and carefiil habits had prevented his forming any 
close connections with his neighbours, but he had gained 
their cold respect. If he could reckon on few friends, he 
had no enemies, nor was there one human being who 
suspected him of feelings warm enough to rise into love, 
or to sink into hate. But they were wrong, for he could, 
and did, most bitterly dislike his brother-attorney. Th^ 
had on one or two occasions jostled on the road to civic 
fame, when the jovial, frank, honest-hearted Mr. Greene, 
hospitable in his habits and pleasant in his manner, had 
carried off the votes from his parsimonious competitor. 
Local matters discussed in snug committees had been de- 
cided according to the more liberal views of the frank 
old bachelor against the cautious opinions of his prudent 
opponent. A few fields near the town, refused by Mr. 
Atkinson, were bought by M^. Greene, at a higher prica 
than was consider^ to be their value, yet proved, as 
building sites, a mine of wealth to their sagacious pur- 
chaser. There were rivalries, too, in law business. 
Altogether it was a sore subject, and Mr. Mills anti- 
cipated some ungracious remarks on the company he 
firequented. 

He waa relieved by the few wordi oa ptoSomoMX 
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matters with which his head commenced, and he had quite 
regained his composure before Mr. Atkinson, seemingly 
as an afterthought and smiling all thfe while* said in a 
careless tone — " By-the-by that was a very pretty young 
girl you were escorting home in the twilight, Mr, ^lills, 
that handsome niece of old Greene's! Was that the 
brother with her ? Eh ? AH quite correct ! She's to 
have five or six thousand pounds fortune, I hear. Ho bad 
sperulation ? Eh?'* 

'' I see Miss Greene but seldom, Sir," returned his 
young clerk coldly. " Her brother is my particular 
friend; but I hope neither you nor he. Sir, think I 
would presume upon this intimacy to inveigle the affections 
of a young lady so far above my humble pretensions." 

" Hey day 1 Very fine 1 Do for theatres, that. Mills. 
But Where's the mighty distance ? A handsome young 
man. A pretty girl. A solicitor in expectancy." — Mr 
Atkinson had latterly discontinued the word attorney. — 
'* Another solicitor's niece. Where's the distinction ? 
Not in your parentage 1 What was old Greene, the 
grandfather ? — A coal-fitter. What was the girl's father ? 
A coal-fitter, too — and a bankrupt into the bargain. What 
was the knowing old uncle but an office-clerk once in the 
house he now owns ? What was I myself," continued 
Mr. Atkinson, with a sudden assumption of generous 
humility, " what should hinder you to rise as we did ? 
Your father is as good a man as either his or mine, and 
your mother has some of gentler blood than either of us. 
Nonsense! about humble pretensions. It's a capital 
specuUtion, boy. Follow it up — ^follow it up." And Mr. 
Atkinson kindly showed his now blushing clerk beyond 
the respected door. 

Thus encouraged by the most cautiously prudent legal 
opinion in the town, Mr. Mills felt inspired with renewed 
ardour in the prosecution of his wily plans. The country 
walks multiplied, as Mr. Atkinson had frequent occasion 
to see, for he often met the lovers in the shady lanes, and 
once or twice they were alone, and then he fancied 
agitated, which agitation he did not fail to comment on 
in the course of the next private conversation. 

" Why, William, I think we shall have two marriages 
shortly to celebrate. £h 1 Any fear of mv uncle ? Oh," 
added he gravely, observing upon this fJlusion the poor 
young man's countenance to fall, " It must be a stolen 
one ; must it — Ah 1" 

Mr. Mills looked irresolute — but only for a moment, 
" Never, Sir," replied he, firmly. " I never will take 
such an advantage of the kindness I have met with." 

" Tut, tut, tut, all in the heroics. Old Greene sus- 
pects nothing; tell him nothing. Keep clear of him, 
by all means. Gain the girl. Thaf s the main point." 

Mr. Mills cast down his modest eyes. ** I believe. Sir, 
I may hope. Sir, that with the young lady, were I to 
venture upon an explanation, it is possible I might not be 
unsuccessful. But her family. Sir — her relations — they 
must have higher views 
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Why, the brother can't have higher views, or he would 
not encourage you as he has done ; and, hang old Greene, 
what right has he to expect } Yet, indeed, it is hard to 
say what he would not expect, with his great talents and 
his long head. Didn't he do me out of the Brick-fields ? 
Didn't he carry the New Sewer against me ? Didn't he 
get the'great cause of the Hatton House Legacies out of 
my hands, when it was as good as promised to me ? Let 
the uncle alone ! You don't want to marry him ; you 
want to marry the niece ; you want Miss Betsy. We 
must steal a march on him, William. It's not very far 
to the Border ; and it will be time enough to make pretty 
speeches at the reconciliation scene, for the old fellow 
won't be very hard-hearted." 

Mr. Mills smiled doubtfully. " The old gentleman has 
been unusually kind to me." 

" Well 1 don't you mean to be kind to his niece ?" 

** He has trusted me with her." 



" The more fool he.' 

" And she is attached to him, and has been brought up 
in strict principles of duty." 

" Principles of folly ! Why, you are only half a 
lover. Duty veretis Love ! and a handsome young man 
to plead the love cause ! If old Greene wants to keep 
her, let him look afttr her; he never did yet. The girl 
has flaunted about the town with every one she meets 
ever since she could speak, and he trusts to her. Try her, 
William MUls— try her." 

It was advice not to be declined, particularly as it ex- 
actly suited the tactics of the enterprising adventurer 
who had indeed been but gratifying his own previously 
formed resolution, by drawing out the sentiments of a 
congenial mind. In a few days the young man allowed 
himself to be encouraged to confess that he had hopes of 
vanquishing scruples which had hitherto stood in the 
way of his complete success, and that he had begun to 
think it might be possible to induce his fair- beloved to 
anticipate all objections, by giving herself to him at once. 
" But," added he, with some hesitation, " there was an 
awkwardness, a dilemma, a cert«un expense called for, 
which unfortunately neither of them had the means to 
supply." 

Mr. Atkinson took pity on the poor lad's confusion. 
He felt for his bunch of keys. " I won't desert you in 
your need. Mills," said he, humourously — " you must 
repay me out of Miss Betsy's fortune." And opening a 
pocket-book, he presented no inconsiderable number of 
notes to his deeply affected clerk. The young man 
really seemed overcome by this unexpected generosity, 
for he remained silent a few moments. He turned away. 
He laid his hand upon the door — 

" The mail. Sir, passes through to the north about 
three in the afternoon. I think." 

" About three, William." 

Mr. Mills vanished. A pang did shoot through Mr. 
Atkinson's cold heart when the door closed upon his 
clerk. " Poor Greene ! " he almost uttered ; " the 
orphan girl he has so kindly fostered 1" he half sighed. 
But he had no time for sentiment; this was a proud 
and a busy day with him, for this evening were to be 
signed the settlements made by Sir Ralph Eden upon his 
daughter. They were handsomely suited to the fortune 
she was to bring, and the station she was to be raised to, 
and he sat complacently down to re-peruse, for the hun- 
dredth time, the various items composing them. Her 
gentle voice at the door called him to the window to 
witness her descending the steps with her mother, to 
meet Sir Ralph, with whom she walked leisurely away 
along the street, as composedly as if she had no ardent 
lover by her side. 

The morning wore away, the afternoon had passed, 
dinner, at the then fashionable hour of five o'clock, was 
announced. Sir Ralph and the compuiy were assembled — 
but, there was no Matilda. Mrs. Atkinson had left the 
lovers deep in an amicable dispute at the jeweller's. Sir 
Ralph had afterwards escorted his fair bride to Mr. 
Greene's, with whose niece she had, she said, arranged 
to spend the morning, begging of him to return to accom- 
pany her home at dinner timr. She was gone, however, 
he was informed when he called for her, having paid but 
a short visit. 

Need the rest be told. Mr. Atkinson's carefully 
watched daughter had fled by his own contrivance with 
his junior clerk. Whether their admirably managed 
plans resulted in their mutual happiness there are no 
family documents to prove. Yet is our tale not without 
a moral. 

PRINCIPLK IN LITTLB THINGS. 

Principle should always be unfolded, and, espedally. In 
connection with little things, for if there be no principle 
in things which are tnuUl, sure we are, there wUl be none 
in things which are ^eai. 
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THE LAST SONQ OF THE OLD YEAR. 

The last long of the old year 

Should be a tolemn lay, 
A reqaiem for an old friend. 

For erer paaied away ; 
A song of lamentation, 

For the sorrow he haa known, 
And the blighted hopes he clung to 
UntU life itself had flown. 
Oh ! the world is old and weary, 

And many a tear will flow. 
In remembranoe of the old year. 
That will soon be— long ago. 

The first song of the new year 

Should be a joyous song, 
A greetang for a new friend, 

Whom we hope to cherish long ; 
A song of resolution. 

Of promise, and of joy, 
Of faith placed in the future. 
That the past could not destroy. 
Oh i the world is young as erer. 
There are ehUdnn in it now ; 
And to them tiie flowers are given, 
And the fruit upon the bough. 

The last song of the old year 
Should be a doleful strain. 
When we think upon the blood, shed 

Like water, in Us reign I 
Of the mighty who have fallen, 

And the high, laid prostrate now. 
Alas ! the old year's dying 

With his shame upon his brow. 
Oh 1 the world is old and weary, 

And many a tear will flow. 
In remembrance of the old year, 
That will soon be — long ago. 

The first song of the new year 

Should sound upon the blast, 
With trumpet- voice, *' Repentance 

For the wicked old year past !" 
Ihe bright and blessed new year 

8haU cleanse away his stains ; ^ 

For, how much of truth and beauty 
In the wide world still remains. 
Yes i the world is young as ever. 

There are ehildrem in it now. 
And for them the flowers are given. 
And the fruit upon the bough. 

J. B. Cabpentbr. 
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USES OF WILD PLANTS. 

*' For every green herb, from the lotus to the darnel, 
Is rich with numerous aids to help incurioua man." 

Db. Johnson's definitioxi of the word weed desenres to 
be classed among the aberrations of genius. " Weed, 
an herb> noxious and useless." Poor man ! every lover 
of nature (and every good man is a lover of nature) will 
heave a sigh for that line of the Dictionary. Why ? Did 
the good Doctor believe that God had created anything 
to be useless ? Oh no, that cannot be; charity rather 
prompts us to believe that the learned lexicographer either 
put aside all his philosophy when he came to that word, 
or that he gave it to one of his assistants to settle. It 
18 quite impossible that the Doctor could have furnished 
that definition himself, for we know that he did possess a 
mighty soul and a noble heart. But surely that clerk 
who dished up the word was a man without a soul, and 
therefore beyond all redemption. Let us suggest a defi- 
nition. Weed, a plant neglected, because its qualities are 
not sufficiently known. Some of these said weeds, Uttle 
as we know of their properties, are extremely valuable in 
medicine, and in various domestic uses. 



" From the first bud, whose verdant bead 
The winter's lingering tempest braves. 
To those, which 'mid the foliage dead 
Shrink latest to their annual graves ; 
All are for use, for health, for pleasure given, 
All speak, in various ways, the bounteous hand of Heaven.*' 

Cbablottb Smith. 

It would be difficult to define what we mean by 
VTiLirr. Among the many excelleiit ideas entertained 
by the North American Indians, is one, that only that 
which is truly useful is beautiful. But all our theories 
of beauty and utility are berreh ; they are all based upon 
the superfidftl knowledge which man possesses of the 
mysterious workings of nature. I fervently believe, 
that there is nothing in the endless range of the material 
world but is at the same time beautiful and useful; 
although its beauties and uses may yet have tu be 
discovered. We will enumerate a few of the uses of our 
common field plants, commencing with the most humble, 
the lichens, those curious plants which adhere to the 
bark of trees and the surfaces of rocks and stones. 

The majority of these plants are in perfection during 
the depth of winter. Early in the year, during frosty 
weather, the collector will have no trouble in finding 
the crab's-eye lichen, Leeanora perella. It is very fre- 
quent on exposed rocks and stones, and forms conspicuous 
circular patches of a dirty white colour, which adhere 
closely to the rocky surfaces on which it grows. This 
lichen is much used as a crimson or purple dye in France. 
The cudbear of commerce is a lichen (Tartaretu) ; it is 
very similar in form to the crab's-eye lichen, but differs 
from it in colour, being brownish in hue. Large quan- 
tities of this lichen, are obtained in some parts of Scot- 
land. The peasants frequently aim fourteen shillings 
aweek by collecting it ; it is scraped from the surface of 
the rocks with an iron hoop. Large quantities are sold 
in the Glasgow market, where it is used for dyeing wool 
purple. The colouring matter, called Archil, is obtained 
from different lichens ; the most esteemed is that termed 
lichen roccella, and which is found very abundantly in the 
Canary Islands, and at Cape Verde. The Variolaria 
dealbaia also furnishes a product of a similar nature, but 
inferior in character ; it is found upon the rocks around 
Auvergne, and in the Pyrenees. Archil is firequently 
mentioned by Pliny. When Rome was in the height of 
her pride and strength it was much used ; but after the 
extinction of the Roman Empire the employment of it 
as a dye fell into disuse, but it was again brought into 
notice at the commencement of the fourteenth century, 
by a Florentine of German origin, named Frederigo. 
For a century subsequently, Italy alone supplied the 
world with this substance, and thence it was procured 
chiefly on the coasts and islands of the Mediterranean. 
In 1402 the Canary Islands were discovered, and this 
lichen was then obtained from thence, and afterwards 
from Cape Verde. On the coasts of Sweden, Scotland, 
Ireland, and Wales, the lichen roccella has been used from 
time immemorial for dyeing fabrics red. The lichens are 
closely allied to the mosses and the fungi. The fir club- 
moss, Lyciypodium telago, is much used in the Isle of 
Skye to fix the colour in dyeing instead of alum, on 
account of its astringent properties. Another species, 
tbe common dub-moss, L, clavahu, which is very abun- 
dant in some parts of England, and which cov^s exten- 
sive tracts of land in Lapland, is largely used in the 
nuinufacture of fire-works. 

The gaudy buttercup, though a sad plague to the 
farmer, for the cattle cannot feed upon it, is yet ex- 
tremely useful in medicine. Most of the buttercup plants 
have a poisonous watery juice, which possesses emetic 
properties. The root of Ranuncultu bulbota, the bul- 
bous crowfoot, was formerly called St. Anthony's turnip, 
but it is quite useless for the purposes of nutriment, even 
when cooked. A beautiful plant of this tribe is the lesser 
celandine, R. flcaria, abundant in quiet hedgerows and 
moist meadows during March and April. Its hoart- 
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shaped lesves are marked with whitish-green spots. It is 
an excellent prognosticator of the weather, its blossoms 
shat up jost before rain. It is a sluggard in its habits, 
seldom lifting up its head to look upon the sun before 
nine in the morning, and always retiring before five in the 
evening. The root of this plant is much used in Cochin 
China as a medicine, where it is held in great esteem, and 
believed to possess innumerable virtues. In many parts 
of Norway and Sweden it is used as a table vegetable, its 
leaves being boiled and eaten as greens. It is also used 
in some English counties to prepare a wash for removing 
spQcks from the eyes. All the species of crowfoot are 
useful in medicine ; their chief characteristic is that of 
raising a blister on the skin, and they are frequently used 
in cases of acute inflammation in the place of cantharides, 
and the effect is attended with a less amount of suffering. 
One very beautiful and interesting species of ranunculus 
may be found in abundance during May and June, in 
most lakes and clean ponds, and sometimes in rivers. It 
is called Ranioictdus aquatilU, and produces a beautiful 
white blossom on the surface of the water. The most 
beautiful we have ever seen were growing luxuriantly in 
the little stream that falls into the Ravensboume, at 
Rushy Green. This is the only one of the family which 
is destitute of poisonous properties, and this peculiarity 
is the less to be expected in an aquatic plimt. It is 
largely used as fodder in various parts of Gloucester and 
Somerset. The borders of the lovely Avon — a stream 
dear to all who have seen its peaceful waters and fertile 
banks, and dearer still for its holy memories — are covered 
with it in profusion, and it gives an aspect of great love- 
liness to the calm and quiet river. It is largely used by 
the cottagers as fodder ; cows, sheep, and horses are fed 
upon it to a great extent. The cows are so partial to it, 
that they are very reluctantly dissuaded from taking more 
than they require. Mr. Loudon states, that one farmer 
who had several cows and a horse, required only one ton 
of hay In the course of a year, feeding his cattle almost 
entirely upon the ranunculus. 

A very common flower, and one which may ba found 
in plenty at the early season of the year, the dandelion, 
Leontodon Tartixacum, is a plant of very great utility. 
Its beauty is very great, and if more rare it would be 
highly prized. Elliott has called it the sunflower of the 
spring ; and it throws a golden light over moorland and 
lea when the gradually lengthening days betoken that the 
time for the blooming of flowers and the singing of birds 
is at hand. It is one of the earliest flowers for the bee, 
and produces a considerable quantity of honey. Its root 
is prized as a medicine throughout France and Grermany. 
Large quantities are burnt and sold as a substitute for 
coffee. It is much used in this country in dyspepsia, 
possessing tonic and diuretic qualities of great value. 
The common groundsel is closely allied to the dandelion ; 
it supplies the birds with food at all seasons, and they eat 
largely of its seeds and foliage. It may be found in almost 
every part of the world, and always springs up in the 
lands of new colonies, as if destined to be an attendant 
on man in all his wanderings. There are nine British 
species, and as many as five hundred and ninety-six in 
various parts of the world. We are incUned to think that 
this plant is capable of very extended application, from 
its bland emollient properties. It imparts soft and heal- 
ing qualities to water, and, during rough windy weather, 
water in which groundsel has been steeped is useful for 
washing the skin that has been chapped and inflamed by 
the wind. 

That well-known phmt, the coltsfoot, Tumlago 
Jf^arfara, is in blossom early in spring long before its 
leaves appear, and its presence always indicates a clay 
soil. The down which is found beneath the leaves was 
formerly used by villagers for tinder, and might, doubt- 
less, be used in many textile manuiactures. The 
feathery appendage to the seeds is used by the High- 



landers for stuffing beds and mattresses. It is known 
universally as a remedy for affections of the lungs, and 
it is in this respect worthy of great esteem. The ancient 
Greeks were in the habit of sucking the smoke of the dried 
flowers through a reed as a cure for asthma ; and it b much 
used at the present time in villages in the same manner. 
Another spring plant is the ground ivy, Glechoma 
Hederacea, its leaves exhale a delightful fragrance ; it is 
gathered in large quantities by the village herbalists, and 
used to allay the sufferings induced by the obstinate 
coughs so prevalent in early spring. In the time of 
Queen Elizabeth the " herbe women ** were wont to cry 
it regularly with the other " simples," both in a fresh and 
a dij state about the streets of London. It was then 
known by the now obsolete names of ale-hoof, un-hoof, 
cat's-hoof, hay-maids, and giU-by-the-ground. Ray 
speaks of it in terms of the highest pnuse, and mentions 
some great cures effected by it. 

Another plant, possessing excellent tonic properties, the 
gentian, Geniiana anuirella, is to befound in meadows or 
limestone soils ; its bell-shaped flowers grow in beautiful 
dusters; and is found in the crevices of the rocks, 
and on the slippery surfaces of the glaciers in the Alpine 
regions, blooming and shedding its sweet smiles of beauty 
upon those silent and solitary regions of perpetual snow. 
It is a rare plant, as are all our wild species of gentian. 
Nor must we pass the violet, that favourite of the poet; 
a flower endeared to us by the sweetest associations ;— 
by memories of home and early love, and woodland 
rambles, and the budding of fond anticipations. Bloom- 
ing so modestly in green nooks and shady covots, but 
betraying itself by its own sweet fragrance. It is a 
native of both hemispheres; it blooms in the bleak 
fields of Norway, and beneath the palms of Africa; in 
Syria and China it produces its humble blossom, and 
sheds its hidlowed perfume amid the gorgeous roses and 
camellias of those sunny climes. It was formerly sold 
in the markets of Athens, and was highly esteemed by 
the Athenians, and as a silent rebuke to man, that, while 
his works crumble into dust, nature still continues 
constant, the violets flower in rich profusion amid tha 
desolate ruin of the cities of Greece, and now in 
Athena 

" The air it iweet with violets mnning wild 
'Mid broken sculptures and fallen capitals." 

Pliny held the violet in great esteem, and he avers that 
a garland of violets worn round the head would prevent 
headache or giddiness. But modern science does not 
recognise this ; and the practice is rather calculated to 
produce headache, and there are instances of a great 
number of violets in an apartment having given rise to 
convulsions. We may remark en pastant that the fra- 
grance of flowers is only beneficial when inhaled in the 
open air, and that a large number of flowers of any kind 
in a close apartment is injurious to health. 

The leaves of the violet are exceedingly useful as an 
application to bruises; and the flower was so highly 
esteemed as a medicine for weak lungs, that a conserve, 
called violet sugar, was, at the time of Charles II., sold 
by apothecaries. 

The violet is exceedingly rare in Scotland, although it 
once flourished among the Highland glens, and on the 
borders of her beautiful lakes. It was formerally used 
by the Highland ladies as a cosmetic, and Professor 
Hooker has quoted some lines, said to be from the Gaelic, 
which would lead us to infer that it was once held in 
great esteem. "Anoint thy face with goafs milk in 
which violets have been infused, and there is not a young 
prince on earth who will not be charmed with thy beauty." 
We can bear testimony to the cosmetic influence of 
the violet if merely gathered and carried home for con- 
templation, and to those of our beloved countrywomen 
who would wish to preserve and enhance that beauty 
which has been so lavishly bestowed upon them« we 
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wonld say, by all means let the violet be your favourite 
cosmetic ; but bear in mind, it will have no influence 
whatever, unless it is gathered by those who need its 
beautifying influence. 

A wine made of the flowers of the sweet violet was 
much esteemed bv the Romans, and was used at their 
festivals. '^ e violet also contributes to those magnifi- 
cent Orieiiiui entertainments where 

" The Persian atar kuI's perfume 



-scatters 



atar ^ul's p 
■s all Its ooo 



ours o'er 



The pictured roof and marbled floor.'* 

The syrup which is so invariably an accompaniment at 
these feasts is prepared from roses and violets, and the 
sherbet of the Turks is composed of violet syrups 
mingled with water. 

But we must not omit to mention those sweet com- 
panions of the heath, and the forest — the furze, the 
heather, and the graceful ferns. The common heath ling. 
Or ** heather" of Scottish poetry is most beautiful ; its rich 
green foliage and lovely crimson flowers make it a meet 
companion for the sweet wild thyme and the beautiful hare- 
bell. The heath lands are usually regarded as desolate 
and cheerless spots; but no true lover of nature ever 
thought so, the wide carpeting of mosses and grasses, and 
the innumerable lovely flowers which thrive in wild luxu- 
riance upon the heath lands, render those places rich in 
beauty and rife with the most endearing associations. 
There are the rich crimson bells of the erica, the golden 
blossoms of the furze, and the broom, shedding their 
own delightful perfiime, with the sweet blue-bell and 
the wild thyme ; and the cinquefoil and a thousand others 
of nature's fairest children, together with the humming 
bees, and the breezes laden with odours, and the lazy 
clouds that lie above basking in the sunshine. These 
have delights such as words cannot express, for those who 
have hearts to love and souls fitted to catch the iuspita* 
tions of nature. 

Our five native species of heath (Erica J are all lovely 
flowers^ and are so characteristic that the veriest tyro 
would know any of the family at a second sight. The 
ling (Calluna Vulgarii) is included among the plants 
which compose the heather. This plant, but little re- 
garded in the southern parts of our island, is made sub- 
servient to a variety of purposes in the bleak and barren 
highlands of Scotland, and it is the plant which gives the 
peculiar tone to the wild and romantic scenery of the 
Scottish motmtains. The poorer inhabitants make waUs 
lor their cottages with alternate layers of heath, and a 
kind of mortar made of the black heathy mould, and 
Btraw; the woody roots of the heath being placed in 
the centre, the tops internally and externally. They 
make their beds of it, by placing the roots downward, and 
the tops only uppermost, which are sufficiently soft to sleep 
on. but these are not pampered in the effeminating lap 
of luxury ; and the hardy and simple life of these moun- 
taineers^ and their constant exposure to the free and invi- 
gorating breezes of their native hills, render their conch, 
fragrant and humble as It is, a more certain place of 
repose than is the curtained down of the wealthy, where 
Boh luxuriance is no palliative of withered hopes and 
blasted prospects, and the painful fruits of vile ambitions, 
and burning anguish of heart. The toil-worn moun- 
taineer lies down upon the fragrant sprays to be refreshed 
and invigorated by peaceful sleep. 

*' With that he shook the gather*d heath. 
And spread the plaid upon the wreath ; 
And toe brave foemen, aide by side. 
Lay peaceful down, like brothers tned ; 
And slept until the dawning beam 
forpled the mountain and the stream." 

Ladt or turn Laks. 

In the islsnd of Islay, many cabitn are tliatched with 
tne " heather," and ale is frequently made by brewing one 
part of malt, and two parts of the young tops of heath. 
An old historian reUtea that the Plots, who drank a gnat 



quantity of ale, made it of the young heath shoots. In 
the north of Scotland, ropes are made of it as strong, and 
nearly as pliable as hemp. The Highlanders also dye 
their cloth of a yellow or orange colour, with an infusion 
made from the young shoots ; and almost useless, as the 
heather is frequently deemed, for any other purpose than 
to enliven the moorland, to the hardy sons of Scotland it 
is invaluable. 

The golden blossom of the furze and the broom render 
the aspect of the moorland extremely brilliant. The 
furze or gorse (Ultx BuroptnUy) is a very valuable plant 
to the cottager. The fiirze is an evergreen, and its 
flowers last from May till summer is ended ; and even 
during sharp frost it often bravely puts forth a few blos- 
soms, to cheer the landscape. The furze is used to a 
great extent for hedges, and for fnel ; it is often gathered 
from the heath, and stacked up at the cottage door during 
winter. It is very plentiful in Devonshire, and large quan- 
tities were fbrmerly cultivated there for fuel and for the 
feeding of cattle. Cows are particularly fond of the young 
tops; at Birmingham there are several large dairy establish- 
ments in wiiich gorse is used as an article of food. There 
is a small steam engine attached to each, by which the 
gorse is crushed to a pulp, and in that state is given to 
the cows, which soon become extremely fond of it. Wa 
have seen a thriving flock of goats which were fed entirely 
on fbrze, and we have been informed that plough horses 
may be kept in good condition upon it. It is highly 
useful to the birds, who soon clear away if:$ numerous 
pods, and the bees get a good store of honey from its 
fragrant flowers. The summer wind comes from the 
wide moor laden with the refreshing fragrance of this 
plant, and many a weary tnweller has been soothed and 
comforted thereby. And notwithstanding the riches of 
the conservatory, and the wonders of foreign climes, the 
forze is still one of the most beautiful of flowers; and 
breathing as it does, on the wide moorland, or on the 
bonny hedgerows the true language of home, and adding 
by its beauty to the scenery of happy England, it must be 
ever mingled with the most holy aspirations of the soul ; 
and in its sweet and rugged simplicity fitted to become 
a hallowed blessing for the heart. 

It would be impossible to pass the ferns unnoticed ; 
for, among the plants of the forest dell, or the lonely 
waste, the ferns are paramount in utility. Then, to bo 
brief: the ashes of the fern make the best kind of kelp, 
a material of great value to the soapmaker or the manu- 
facturer of glass i or the same ashes may be used in a 
domestic manner, after the fashion of the Welsh house- 
wives. Let the ferns be burnt while green, and make the 
ashes into balls with a little water, and dry them in the 
sunshine, and store them up, and yon will be furnished 
with a soap of excellent quality, which may be kept for 
any length of time. The cultivator of newly-reclaimed 
lands will need no other manure than the fern ashes which 
remain after he has supplied his family with soap, — and, 
in rooting them up, his land will be greatly improved ; 
or, if the fern be cut when green, and suffered to rot, a 
greater effect will be prodttced% The root-stocks of ferns 
make an excellent mash for pigs. The bracken, Pteru 
aquilinaf which covers thousands of acres of waste land in 
this country, and which proves the best cover for game, 
might be well employed in this way by cottagers. Con« 
siderable quantities of the young shoots are cut in Dean 
Forest, and used as a mash for pigs ; and a great advantage 
of this food is, that it comes into use at a season when 
the cottagers' gardens are not in a condition to supply 
suflBcient for their p\ga. The roots of the common brake 
form an excellent table vegetable, if boiled in the samo 
way as carrots. An excellent farina may also be pre- 
pared from fern roots ; and, indeed, the Norwegians, and 
the natives of Kamtschatka, use large quantities of it In 
making their bread. In Norway, also, they are used as 
fodder for sheep, cattle, and goats. The plants are eat 
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sod itoeped in ^rarrii water, and the animaU devour it 
with aridity, and get fat upon it. In Wales it is much 
wed aa litter, and to thatch cottages. One very beautifui 
fpeeies, Omumdia repolis, yields a very excellent starch ; 
the roots requiring to be pounded, and steeped in boiling 
water. Many kinds are used by the tanner in the pre- 
paration of Ud and chamois leather. The medical value 
of the ferns has, Uke that of most other wild plants, been 
lately much depreciated. The maiden's hair, Adiantum, 
a rery elegant plant, ia much used for coughs ; and the 
Atplenia have been highly esteemed in complaints of the 
Tisoera. Newman asserts that P. tulga is used to a 
great extent by the elderly women of Herefordshire, as a 
remedy for hooping-cough i it is gathered in November, 
and hung up to dry, and, when used, boiled with coarse 
ragar. The maiden's hair is distilled with orange-flower, 
water and honey by the French, and the product is the 
well-known confection called capillaire, a very refreshing 
summer drink. 

Such are some few of the uses to which our wild plants 
may be put; we could enumerate a thousand others, 
but space will not permit. Not alone are they beautiful, 
and redolent of sweet influences, joyful prompters of hope 
and charity, smiling upon life's thorny path, and breath- 
ing into the soul loving words of God's charity, and 
mercy ; but they will minister like faithful and loving 
servants to our wants, and open up a new source of wealth 
to those who will but seek that knowledge, without 
which nature is dumb and unmeaning, but, with which 
everything around us teems with life and beauty. And 
ours will be a joyful task if some demon-haunted hypo- 
chondriac shall be, by the perusal of these few facts 
from the exhaustless world of nature, induced, to " leave 
the bed of sloth," and go forth to make himself acquainted 
with the economy of the flowers, and shall thereby 
learn to know that in the pathless woods, in the shady dell 
of the forest, in the hedgerows, in the pools and streams, 
on the bleak common, and beside the cottage wall ; there 
are Innumerable sources of wealth and comfort which 
remain unseen, unknown, and almost uncared for by the 
^reat mass of humanity. 

" Kot uselcH are ye, flowers 1 though made for pleasure. 
Blooming o'er field or wave, by day and ntgnt ; 
npom every louzee your aanctioo bidfa roe treaaure 

Uarmleaa deUght." 

«. O. 2. 



FRIENDSHIP. 

Friendahip since 1 first could know thee» 

Sinee a child, with fingers warm. 
Thou the way to love wouldtt show me. 

Love that sat then on a form ! 
When from books unapt to cheer me 

Thou my truant eyes wouldst lead, 
To fair faces smiling near me 

Which 'twas sweeter far to read. 

Thou, like me, wert fond of playing, 

Fond of sunny fields and flowers. 
Oft we two have gone a-maying 

In those merry school-day hours, 
life had still some pleasure in it, 

Joy a thousand shapes could take. 
We made friends then in a minute, 

Now a friend takes years to make I 

Friendship, oft and oft we've started 

Hand in hand to times of yore. 
And returned, half broken-hearted. 

Thinking of the friends no more ! 
Like the leaves that change and vnther, 

So affections pass away } 
Vriendsliip bring thy tme heart hither. 

Thou and I must weep to day I 

Cbaalbs Swain. 



SdHceB at fim Wiaxfa. 

National Eviit and Practical RemedieM* 

It is a natural effect of all wide-spread popular effer- 
vescence, turbulence, and agitation, whether arising 
from political discontent, social Euflering, or moral dis- 
organuation, that men are thrown back into the con- 
templation of abstractions, and the discussion of first 
principles. They look upon society, which, with all its 
bonds and fetters, all its legislative ordinances, all its 
social restrictions, is never still, never at peace, but ever 
swaying restlessly to and fro, under the influence of some 
undefined, deep-seated cause of action. They see per- 
petual conflict where there should be harmony ; con- 
tinual antagonism where there should be union; and 
great and severe want where there should be abundance. 
They have forced upon their notice the problem pressing 
for a solution of why, in the main, the duties and the 
individual interests of men are opposed. They hear 
this state of things so long as it does not explode in 
physical contests, dignified by the names of peace and 
order : while they know, full well, that as hot strife is being 
waged between classes and individuals now, as took place 
in the times when trial by combat was a legal appeal. 
They know, that not the feelings but only the weapons are 
changed ; that craft and subtlety have taken the place of 
hardihood and force ; that the hand has given place to 
the head ; that the lance and sword have been put aside 
for the pen and inkhom ; but they cannot help feeling 
that the struggle of life b becoming more and more 
fierce and intense, and that the conflict, far from being 
abated, is growing deeper and more desperate. Men who see 
these things truthfully, look upon society as a whirlpool, 
where the waters are ever surging, eddying, and boiling 
in their own contention. They see nothing upon the 
surface to account for the facts which press upon their 
perceptions ; they feel that the true causes lay deep and 
far below, and thus they are compelled to probe the very 
foundations of society ; to grub up, and lay bare as it 
were, the very roots of civilization, in order to discover 
the true source of evil, and arrive at a knowledge of the 
remedy. It is as if an arcliitect were called in to 
eiamine an edifice which looks fair and strong, but is 
yet felt to quiver and totter ; after scrutinizing the beams 
and joists and rafters, and finding them all sound and in 
their proper places, he would seek for the cause of 
weakness in the foundation, and, finding it there, 
possibly recommend not a repair, but a thorough and 
entire reconstruction. If, however, he were a prudent 
man, he would use the undecayed materials ready to hia 
hand to form his new building, and not go to the 
quarries and the woods, to the stores of nature, in order 
to procure, by vast labour and expense, that which was 
already within his reach. In these considerations lies 
the key to all those theories of communism and socialism 
which have survived revolutions and outlived political 
changes, because, having a deeper root. They strike not 
at circumscribed privileges and partial restrictions, but 
at the very foundations of the edifice of society, and the 
main fault of their authors — perhaps the secret of their 
want of success has been, that they have sought to throw 
aside all existing materials, and to rear a structure for 
which the necessary supplies are yet to be found. Theory 
and matter are equally dependent upon each other for 
application and use. Things cannot be moulded into 
beautiful or useful forma except under the operation of 
correct theories, while the most perfect system ever 
devised by the ingenuity of man would fall useless and 
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inoperative, if it depended upon conditions at the time 
unattainable. We must, in all we do, recognise facts as 
they are ; because, whether good or bad, they are the 
only instruments we have to work out our ends. If we 
are to move at all, it most be by the powers which our 
present position affords us ; outside the circle of actual 
existences we have no fulcrum upon which to rest our 
lever, and no reformer who does not only recognise, but 
accept our present state for the present, can have the 
atom of a chance of moulding the future. We must 
make what we want by using what we have ; be that 
either good or bad. We can only produce permanent 
changes slowly and gradually. We are in the dilemma 
of either remaining in an evil state, or of gradually 
moulding that evil state into one of comparative good, 
and he who refuses to use that which has been attained 
in order to compass that which is possibly attainable, 
would be much in the position of the statuary who should 
strive to carve his model out of nothing, and to make it 
stand without a pedestal to rest*on. We have been led 
into these remarks at the outset of this notice of the 
work before us, because its very title will lead some 
persons to confound it with the theories of socialist and 
communist writers. In truth, it contains much that is 
common to Fourier, Owen, Louis Blanc, Considerant, 
and other thinkers of that class, but the difference 
consists in its practicability. It aims, indeed, at a re- 
construction of society, but it recognises existing ap- 
pliances and means ; it accepts the present as a basis for 
the future, and purposes to use the very same motives 
which influence men under our present system as the in- 
struments with which to build up a better. It ignores 
neither the love of self, the spirit of commerce, the hope 
of gsdn, the desire for adventure and enterprise, nor the 
wish for individual gratification and enjoyment which now 
so extensively prevail ; it even purposes to gratify them 
all to a greater extent than is now possible. It is content 
to take men as they are, and &cts as they appear, and to 
work with them. The only change being a change in the 
direction of existing forces, rather than a change in 
the nature of those forces themselves. 

The preface to this work is a very remarkable docu- 
ment wortiiy of a careful and attentive perusal. Mr. 
Buckingham in it claims to have been the first herald of 
many important reforms which have sincebeen effected; but 
for his advocacy of them, he, like many men who have been 
before their age, was assailed with clamour, scorn, and 
vituperation, and stigmatized as a dangerous demagogue 
propounding ideas inimical to the well being, if not to 
the existence of society. He claims to have striven for 
the total abolition of West Indian slavery at a time when 
the most ardent emancipists thought such a measure 
utterly impracticable; to have recommended the over- 
land route to India before Waghorn dreamt of making 
the desert the highway between the East and the West ; to 
have thrown out the first ideas of those humanizing re- 
forms in the internal administration of our Eastern Empire, 
for the effecting of which Lord WiUiam Bentinck; Lord 
Metcalfe, Lord Glenelg, and other mighty personages 
have since been glorified, and received praise, honours, 
and rewards. In this case, the old adage, " what is one 
man's meat is another man's poison," seems to be strik- 
ingly illustrated ; for while these noblemen were looked 
npon as benefactors of mankind, Mr. Buckingham was 
banished from India, without trial, and his property 
there practically confiscated. The stupid quarantine 
system, now fallen into deserved contempt, was attacked 
by him when it was reverenced as our safeguard against 
plague and pestilence ; an attempt was made by hiiin, as 
a meml)er of the legislature, to suppress duelling, when 
that custom was looked upon as one of " the institutions 
of the country." He presided at the first temperance 
meeting held in London, and conducted the Parlia- 
mentary Committee of 1834, which made public such 



astounding revelations upon the subject of intemperaaoe. 
He strove for baths, washhouses, museums, institutions^ 
and parks " for the people," before many of our most 
prominent philanthropists were out of their teens. In aU 
these efforts he was at the time opposed by " the powers 
that be ;" and met by the ready laugh and sarcasm of that 
large class, who areever more ready to ridicule than cqmble 
of understanding. Direct taxation, a subject now en- 
gaging so much attention, was another of Mr. Buck- 
ingham's projects, but this too met with the almost 
unanimous condemnation of all parties, although almost 
every movement of financiers is now in that direction. 
In 1834, Mr. Buckingham was the first to denounce 
the impressment of seamen for the Royal Navy, in the faoo 
of the opinion of the leading statesmen that the Navy 
never could be manned without it; and in 1837, before 
the vision of Peace Congresses had presented itself to 
men's eyes, he proposed to submit all national disputes 
to arbitration. These efforts are, perhaps, more nume- 
rous and better directed than it has fallen to the lot of 
any other single man of the present generation to make ; 
but in addition to these, our author in his extensive 
travels foreshadowed some of the results of the late en- 
terprise of Mr. Layard among the ruins of that colossal 
city of antiquity, Nineveh; and also published soma 
opinions respecting that queen of the Euphrates, Babylon, 
which although opposed to the current opinions of the 
day, have been confirmed by the researches of subsequent 
travellers. It would form the basis of an interesting 
enquiry into the action of the human mind, to resolve 
how it is that Mr. Buckingham, after all these labours, 
has received neither rewards nor honours, but has been 
systematically opposed by the leaders of all parties? 
How it is, that while he has beaten the bush others have 
caught the bird ? But, perhaps, the explanation of the 
riddle lies in this, that he has been opposed to the i^- 
parent interests of great men and powerful organizations, 
and has in the first instance called forth their combative 
feelings, and then when his principles have been adopted, 
a feeling of ill-will to the individual has remained, and 
led to his being disregarded and pushed aside. There 
may be something too in the fact, that he has had " too 
many irons in the fire," and has not devoted himself, with 
that singleness of purpose which characterizes some men, 
to a single object which becomes identified with their 
existence ; and something too in this, that all Mr. Buck- 
ingham does, is marked by an appeal rather to the 
reason than to the sympathies, has been apparency 
destitute of that earnest, half-heroic, self-devoting, all- 
governing, poetic enthusiasm by which men are identified 
with principles, and by the manifestation of which Father 
Mathew, without any high exercise of pure intellect, 
but from earnest zeal alone has become the apostle of 
Temperance. We conceive it to be high praise rather 
than blame, when we say that Mr. Buckingham is 
fitted to be rather the leader of the leaders Uian the 
leader of the people — the indicator of progress rather 
than its instrument; and the story of history teaches 
us that, it is generally the fate of such men to go un- 
rewarded. Such considerations should, however, induce 
us to look upon the productions of Mr. Buckingham 
with careful and respectful attention, and it is in that 
spirit that we bring this work under the consideration 
of our readers. 

Passing by the Introduction, we come to the first 
chapter on the " Existing Evils of Societj^" and, per- 
haps, we cannot better indicate the nature of Mr. Buck- 
ingham's ideas than by allowing him to speak for himself 
in the following extracts:-— 

The most careful student of the hittory of the past, will be most 
deepW conTinced that all the eviU which hare afflicted the hunan 
race have been occasioned, not by any deficiencv in the dements 
of happiness, for theae have alvays existed, and still continue to 
exist in abundance ; but, by the iterance of mankind, aa to 
their fittest modes of use and combination, in the enmitiea pco- 
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d«eed bj the conflicting diuint of dntj and interest oontintially 
opposed, instead of being in bsrmony with each othei^-by the 
tyranny of the ruling claascs, the suffering;s of the enslftTcd, the 
■dflahnesa of all, who, strongly imbued with the erroneous belief 
Ihftt their luqppiness would be in proportion to their wealth, and 
their wealth in proportion to the poTcrtr of others — hate sought 
wealth as the only good, and by plunders, murders, wars, and 
derastmtions in erery form, accumulated that wealth in few hands, 
till others arose to plunder them in turn, and scatter that which 
they bad so unjustly ^thered. 

The greatest empires on which the sun ever shone — Egypt, 
Assyria, Babylonia, Media, Persia, India, Greece, Rome,— all have 
fldlen from the same general causes, though operating with various 
modifications in form. Conquest, wealth, luxury, selfishness, cor- 
ruption, depravity, weakness, poverty, and degradation: these 
have been tne steps by which they have all proceeded from the 
highest pinnade of glory to the lowest point of misery. And yet, 
the nations of the earth, blind to these great examples, seem 
nearly idl pursuing, with different degrees of intensity and ardour, 
the same mad career. 

How true it is, as Shakspere says, that "our pleasant 
▼ices are made the 8Coui|;e wherewith to lash us." Con- 
quest, wealth, luxury, and selfishness, the ambitious 
foibles and vices of nations of men, at once their glory and 
their shame, are the sources of that corruption, depravity, 
weakness, poverty, and degradation, under which all alike 
suffer. Again — 

Seeing, then, that the elements of wealth and happiness are 
now more abundant than at any former period of tne world's 
history: that the inventions and combinations of mechanical 

Cowers give to mankind the force of many millions of additional 
ands, which, by a right direction of these powers for the public 
benefit rather than for the individual enrichment of a few, and the 
impoverishment of many, might make every intelligent being ca- 
pable of producing much more than he coidd consume, and thus, 
not only supply the wants of all, but leave a large surplus besides; 
and, seeing also, that the intelligence requisite for such combina- 
tion and direction may be readily placed within the reach of all — 
the time seems to have arrived for correcting some of the great 
evils that more or less afilict almost every country on the globe. 

Has the time arrived for using the plenty and the 
power we possess for the good of all ?^ That is the 
question all good men are asking, and which none are 
able to answer; but of this, at least, we may be as- 
sured that without both earnest thought and steadfast 
action "the time" will never come, and that all good 
reforms are only made timely by discussing them. 

The first great evil to which Mr. Buckingham points, 
is loNO&ANCB. In this we hold he is undoubtedly 
correct. What makes the contrast between the savage 
and the civilized man but the difference of Knowledge? 
What constitutes the power of civilization and the 
weakness of barbarism but knowledge and ignorance. 
But there is another, and to individuals, a more im- 
portant view of this point, which is pointed out in the 
following passages : — 

But, while the contrast between the different conditions of the 
same nations st distant periods of their history, and between 
civilised and sava^ nations at the same moment of time, must 
strike an of us forcibly, there is a coi«trast quite as important, but 
which is more apt to escspe our attention, between the different 
classes of society, iaall countries at the aaiH€ period of their history. 
In England, for instance, even now, there are still millions, of ail 
ages and both sexes, among the humbler ranks of life, who are 
entirely ignorant of reading and writing; in France, probably, 
though not perhaps to so great an extent, there are yet maujf 
adults and cnildren who are wholly without education ; while, in 
most of the other countries of Europe, Prussia only excepted, the 
proportion of uneducated persons u areatcr still. 

But, if ev^ child bom in every kingdom were well educated — 
those of families able to bear the cost at the expense of thdr parents, 
and all others at the expense of the State— and if this euucation 
were made to embrace, as it should do, a competent knowledge 
of all th^ laws of health, the necessity of proper attention to diet, 
cleanliness, ventilation, exercise, and moderation in all ei^oymenta, 
three-fourths of the disease and debility which now afflict the 
labouring classes would disappear. If the education embraced, as 
it should do, a sound moral training of the feelings and sentiments, 
as well as an inculcation of just moral principles, founded on the 
preeepto of the Gospel of truth, and a practical habituation to the 
meek, gentle, self-denyins, and benevolent interchange of acts of 
kindness which that gaspel enjoins, nearly all the crime that defaces 
every civilised community wo^d be suppressed. 

There is scarcely a limit to the good which a real 
education, in conjunction with other unsectarian reforms 
would effect. There is now scarcely any education, 
worthy of the name. From the lowest dame-school. 



where some poor purblind woman, too old and feeble for 
work, keeps little boys quiet, and inducts, as she best 
may, youthful women into all the mysteries of the 
sampler, up to the great universities of the kingdom, 
with their grave and learned professors, a mere system 
of teaching, as contradistinguished from education, pro- 
vails. Of real education, that is, such a process as would 
not only train the memory and enlarge the intellect, but 
develope into a harmonious whole the physical and mental 
man, with aU his perceptions, faculties, sympathies, and 
passions, not only England, but every nation on earth, 
is destitute. But a glance at the gaol calendars, and a 
knowledge of our pauper population, tell us that, amid a 
chaos of ignorance there are to be found its lowest depths, 
and justify us in believing, that even an extension of our 
present comparatively inefficient mode would be pro- 
ductive of vast good. We spend more both of time, 
effort, and money, to " put down ** crime than to pre- 
vent it, and we perfectly agree with Mr. Buckingham, 
that. 

The money now expended in the support of hospitals and 
asylums^ for the weak and diseased, and the still larger sums ex- 
pended in the erection of prisons and penitentiaries, in the inain> 
tenance of a criminal police, and all the other machinery for the 
detection and punishment of crime, would educate, in the best 
possible manner, everv child bom into the world, and roamtain all 
the teachers employed in the task in the highest degree of comifort 
and efficiency. 

There is no knowing what bright germs of intellect are 
buried in the rubbish of ignorance. How many stars 
which might light the world are lost in the misty dark- 
ness. How, probably, the destinies of nations themselves 
are put back, and the progress of humanity retarded by, 
possibly, the greatest minds living and dying destitute of 
the chance of enlightenment. Blr. Buckingham truly 
says — 

What England and France now are— what Egypt, Greece, and 
Italy once were — all countries may be made, by the same amount 
of mental instruction and intellectual cultivation ; and with the 
increased store of knowledge now possessed bv mankind, through 
the powerful agency of the printing-press, unknown to the ^reat 
nations of antiquity, the civilisation once acc^uired may be retained, 
without that fearful shock and violence, which, from ignorance of 
the true principles of Conservatism, have desolated so many of the 

Seat empires of antiquity. Voyages and miisions of civilisation, 
erefore, deserve every encoursgement. Peaceful and commercial 
colonisation, by which civilised communities can impress the germ 
and image of their own improvement on barbarous nations, are 
worthy of the highest sanction. 

The second great evil to which allusion is made is In- 
temperance. Mr. Buckingham, as will be seen from 
our notice of his preface, is a total abstainer. We know 
that those who avoid drunkenness, by not drinking spiri- 
tuous liquors at all, are likened to the monks of old, who 
thought to avoid sin by shutting themselves out from the 
temptations of the world, by giving up, at the same 
time, all its good and all its evil. But man's free will is 
in effect limited by the circle of his knowledge, and if his 
ignorance takes away his free agency, is it then better to 
avoid temptation or to face it? And if there be (as we 
fear there are) many so weak in their ignorance as to be 
unable to control themselves, does it or not then become 
a duty, in those who can exercise self-control, to set an 
eiample to their less fortunate fellows, by abjuring the 
cause of offence ? These are grave questions, and it ia 
but fair to hear our author's reasons, — for the practical 
answer he has already given to them : — 

I was at once conrinced that there was no safe halting-place— 
for the humbler riasses, at least — ^between intoxication and entire 
abstinence from its use ; becau<ie, at the very stage of such halting, 
there was alwavs a tendency to go further ; and because every 
drunkard had begun by drinking moderately at first, increasing 
the excitement by very slight, and, to himself, almost imper- 
ceptible decrees, till he became at last a confirmed sot and out- 
cast, a buiden to himself, a curse to his family, and a disgrace to 
his nation ; besides being an incumbrance to the sober and in- 
dustrious portion of the community, who have to pay the cost uf 
bis maintenance in the poor-house, the hosj^ital, the prison, or the 
lunatic asylum ; to bury him when dead, and to support his widow 
and orphim children, whom he leaves penniless. 
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WhateTer condusioD our readers may come to as to 
the duty or propriety of abstaining ^m intoxicating 
drinks, from this conclusion at all events, they cannot 
escape— that the use of those liquors, to the extent which 
now obtaitu, is a fertile cause of profligacy, disease, 
pauperism, misery, and crime; that it is a bar to the 
education of children ; that it diminbhes the energy of 
the labourer; that it prevents his saving such part of his 
proceeds as might, if invested with life assurance com- 
panies* or in savings' banks, form a provision for his 
£unily ; that it stimulates quarrels, and sets up a powerful 
barrier to intelligent co-operation; that it lessens our 
stock of available food, and that it imposes a self- 
incurred tax upon the nation at large, greater than the 
whole of the Imperial and local taxation of the king- 
dom : and, if this be true, we must agree with Mr. 
Buckingham, that intemperance is one of the great evils 
of society. 

Mr. Buckingham's third great evil is National preju- 
dice. He says. 

Every one who baa lived to the sge to which I have now at- 
tained — ^within a few yean of the allotted term of life — mutt 
remember, that in France it was conudered a most essential |>art 
of true patriotism to look with contempt upon all other countries, 
and witn hatred to England in particiuar. And we, in our turn, 
were neither more wise nor more liberal : we were taught in youth 
to despise France and Frenchmen, and in manhood to hate and 
revile them ; while the national drama and popular literature of 
both countries fanned the flame of this mutual hatred and contempt 
■o Bemlooslv and efTectiTely, that even thirty years of peace has 
been insufficient to extinguish it entirely; for, among the most 
ignorant and least generous of each nation, there still lingers a 
sort of traditional sentiment, that the greatness or the glory of the 
one country cannot be quite complete idthout the defeat or humilia- 
tion of the other. These persons, indeed, «eem to think that, though 
among Indfvidualsi proximity of residence and position constitutes 
the relationship of '* neighbours,*' whom we are commanded by 
otir eommon Ghrbtianity *' to love as ourselves ;'* yet, that with 
BStiotts this proximity must be differently interpreted to mean 
** natural enemiea,'* and that it is, therefore, our duty to hate, 
revile, and destroy everything belonging to them ; though this is 
not the treatment which Christianity ei^oms even to enemies, whom 
we are taught ** to pray for and forgive." 

This evil is however one fast fading away. The results 
of science overleap the petty boundaries of kingdoms. 
With railroads which convert miles into minutes, and 
steam-boats which span seas with flying bridges, the uni- 
versality of humanity is subverging national individualism. 
The estrangement is hat dying away and with it the old 
enmities. Men are beginning to look upon each other as 
men, and not as Englishmen or Frenchmen, and by-and- 
by, thanks to Peace Congresses, "those who make the 
quarrels" will be " the only men to fight." To promote 
a more thorough fusion, Mr. Buckingham recommends 
the adoption of a universal language, which every man 
should learn in addition to his mother tongue. For this 
purpose Mr. Buckingham prefers the French, because it 
is already extensively spoken, and because it is more easy 
of acquisition, than the English. On this point we are 
inclined to join issue. If it were true that the French is 
more widely spread, that would be but of little conse- 
quence when a universal language was at once resolved 
on, but when we look at America— our African and Aus- 
tralian possessions, and the West Indies, we cannot 
admit the proposition. Facility of acquisition is of com- 
paratively small consequence when a language is learned 
early in life ; and national prejudice apart, we fancy the 
English is more manly and copious, and founded as it in 
part is on the universally known Greek and Latin, is in 
itself better fitted for a universal language. 

CTobe amelwM in a Second Article. J 



NOTES ON THE MONTHS. 

JANUARY. 

Draw near to the fire ; stir it up to a cheerful blaze. 
See how clear and bright it bums and sparkles, as the 
eddying smoke flies curling up the chimney. The wind 



whistles through the key-hole, or the window chinks, 
and it howls across the chimney-top, as there we sit ia 
cheerful converse, or with book or paper in hand, enjoy- 
ing the domestic comfort of the season. 

Now do the little boys and girls press forward to 
secure the best places by the heulh, with their »liiwitig 
faces and up-turned hands pointed towards the fire. Now 
do careful housewives watch the entrance of these little 
wanderers, coming in from their slides and snow-ballings, 
to see that they carry on their feet no clogs of ice or snow, 
before they are permitted to take their places there. 

Now comforters and mitta are in great request, and 
" winter things " are really prized. Now a hot dinner is 
a great treat for those who can secure it, and a thine 
greatly desired by those who cannot. Now hawkers c« 
fish and vendors of small wares look very blue and nipt, 
and only the butehers* boys seem as red and jolly as ever. 
Even the hurried postman is chilled and fh>8t-bitten, and 
looks as if he had not time so much as to get into a heat. 
Now skaters may be seen on the Serpentine, engaged ia 
their mystic gyrations, and the oflicers of the Humane 
Society have all their apparatus ready for action. Police- 
men, when not on duty, in warm kitehens, are on the 
look-out for little boys making slides, and elderly gentle- 
men are in terror of perpetrating sommersaults thereon, 
as well as of encountering the flying snow-balls of 
" rival " houses I Now the breath freezes as it issues 
from the mouth, and we button close up, and have little 
time to spare for exchanging civilities, with the warm 
friend whom we encounter in the street. Now, bed is a 
remarkably snug place in a morning, and we contrive a 
prodigious number of excuses for not getting up ; and 
only the thought of warm rolls and hot coffee can coax 
us out of it at length. Now we find many excuses for 
taking a drop of " something comfortable,' and friends 
very much enjoy the sight of each others' faces by punch- 
light. Now the reading of Leigh Hunt's paper, descrip- 
tive of a cold day, seems to us inimitable, and fbll of the 
closest and .kindliest observation of nature ; and to the 
reader we would, therefore, commend it, as well as to all 
his other heart-whole and genial writings at this winter 
season. 

The old year is now dead, and is already wrapped in 
her shroud of white. Yet, nature is not dead, but only 
sleepeth. The little mountain rills are congealed, and 
their cheerful voice is mute. A hard crust covers the 
face of nature ; snow lies thick in many places, drifted up 
in the valleys far up among the hills, where the sheep are 
folded on the open mountain-side, and a store of pro- 
visions has already been laid up for them against the long 
winter. 

The sides are dear at night; and the sharp stars, 
piercing the keen winter's air, gaze at themselves in the 
sea. The winds sigh through the leafless forests, for the 
trees and the flowers have all gone, exposing the bar* 
ribs of earth. The birds are mute; some are hybematiag, 
others have migrated to warmer dimes, a few have gone 
to winter near the sea-ooast; the kitty wren and the robin 
hop about our dwellings to pick up the crumbs that are 
cast to them; fieldfares sit huddled together in their 
feathery coats ; and, occasionally, there is heard over- 
head the shrill scream of wild-geese winging their way 
towards the sea. 

The sun is a lay-a-bed at this season, and slowly and 
sluggishly climbs up the sky, through the dense dondt 
and fogs which gird the horizon. Sometimes he risef 
clear and bright ; and, if the ground be covered with 
snow, and the air sharp and frosty, no more bracing and 
cheerful sight can be witnessed. Standing on an open 
down, or on a hill-side, or on a rising ground overlook- 
ing a wide valley, the appearance of the landscape is 
really beautiful, though quiet, and seemingly dead. 
Everything is covered with a white mantle of tmow, 
except, perhaps, the unfrozen surface of the wide river 



BLIZA COOK'S JOURNAL. 



175 



winding through the valley. The cottage-roofs and com 
ricks are piled with their winter covering, and the most 
familiar country puts on a new and most unwonted 
aspect. The village spire rises up like the tomb of a 
buried country ; the church-beU sounds as if strangely 
scuttled ; th*^- luot^laU makes no noise, and life seems to 
have lost its echo ; only the curling smoke eddies up 
with a more than wonted alacrity into the air. The tiny 
crystals of snow sparkle in the sun ; the trees, whose every 
spray is laden heavily, droop their branches, and here 
and there a few bright red berries relieve the dazzling 
whiteness of the beautiful fret-work which covers all 
things. The red-breast, as he flits from spray to spray, 
shakes showers of snow from the twigs, twittering in 
half-suppressed notes, which serve but to make the silence 
more marked. 

A walk in the snow on such a morning is full of health 
and pleasure. The altogether novel aspect of natiu^ is 
charming. The old has become new, and strikes us with 
unwonted beauty. The sabbath-stillness of the snow- 
covered scenes sheds a kind of holiday joy to the heart. 
The pure air carries new life to the blood, and we feel 
our youth renewed, and our strength invigorated by the 
scene. The life of nature is restored by winter too, as 
the human system is by sleep. A plentiful har\'est 
often follows upon a severe winter. Though nature at 
this season appears in her stern aspect, she is always at 
work. She has provided, with the utmost care, for the 
protection of her own life ; and while, to the eye, all 
things may seem dead, the germs of a future growth and 
abundance are everywhere sedulously preserved. The 
birds are all safe within their shielded folds ; the bark 
covers the trees with a secure garment ; and deep in the 
earth the seeds are germinating in quiet power. 

There livf 8 and works 
A Mul in all things, and that soul is God, 
He sets the bright procession on its way. 
And marshals all the order of the year ; 
He marks the bounds which winter may not past, 
And blunts its pointed fury ; in its case, 
Russet and rude, folds up the tender germ 
Uninjured, with inimitable art ; 
And ere one flowery season fades and dies, 
Designs the blooming wonders of the next. 

The setting of the sun on a frosty winter's evening is 
also a fine sight; the west, luminous as gold, the re- 
flected light of the god of day, shining along the sparkling 
snow ; and as he begins to sink beneath the horizon, a 
roseate pathway marks the point of his setting. And 
then, the pale moon rises up, ** heaving her shoulder over 
the edge o' the world," and the bright stars stand out 
one by one, sharp and clear against the face of the sky, 
glittering in the deep blue of night, and the whitened face 
of nature again assumes a new and still beautiful aspect. 

But frost and snow are not the only features of this 
season. We have great storms and drifts, oold driving 
winds, showers of sleet and rain, and other indications of 
our variable climate. As the cold northern bbsts sweep 
the earth, sometimes uprooting trees, and prostrating long 
chimney-stalks, carrying slates and tiles spinning through 
the air, howling through our doors and down our chim- 
neys; we cannot help thinking of the tempest-tossed 
mariner in his frail bark, impelled with whirlwind speed 
through the rolling billows in the thick darkness of the 
night, — ^the waters lashed by the scourge of the storm, 
and foaming and bounding like some wounded thing in 
agony. The wind whistles aloft through the cordage, 
the timbers strain and crack with every pitch of the 
vessel, as it climbs up the side of one mountain-wave to 
drive again into the trough of the sea beyond. In such a 
night, every seaman has to be on deck, the hatches are 
battened down, and all are alert at the call of duty. They 
clamber up the rigging in the pitchy darkness, and to the 
command from below of " take in a double reef," or 
"let all go," they spring to the tops and work with a will. 
A gudden wrenching crash is heard, and lo ! the topsail 



is driven clean out of the bolt-ropes, and is flying to wind- 
ward like a cloud ; while a plash in the boiling sea below 
tells that a poor seaman is gone overboard, aud is already 
left by the storm-driven ship, far in her wake, struggling 
vrith inevitable death ; while, not unfrequently, the torn 
deep 3rawns, and the ill-fttted ship herself finds a sudden 
grave beneath its jagged gulf. Such are the perils of the 
great deep at this winter season. 

Now, also, the shepherd and his dog feel lonely enough 
on the cold hill-side ; sometimes the sudden snow-storm 
bursts upon them, and sweeps round their flock before 
they have folded it in safety (Vom its attack. The eddy- 
ing flakes swirl and drive around them ; and as they pass 
a gully in the hills, a drifting cloud of snow comes sudden 
upon them, and they perish in its cold embrace. In these 
mountain-storms, the shepherd's dog, on many occasions^ 
vindicates its true sagacity. Struggling out from the 
snow-drift, it tracks its way vrith unerring step towards 
the far-off humble cottage of its master, when the steps 
of the already-alarmed inmates are guided back by the 
faithful dog to the deadly snow-wreath, from which the 
shepherd and his flock are thus not unfrequently rescued. 
In Alpine mountains, the piled-np snow accumulates 
in tremendous masses, and the fearful avalanche, 
hurling down into the valleys, carries terror and de- 
struction before it, immolating hamlets and villages in 
its fell swoop. 

The glaciers creep 
Like snakes that watch tneir prey, from thorfar Amntains, 
Slowly rolling on ; there, many a precipice, 
Frost, and the sun, in scorn of mortal power, 
Have piled— dome, pyramid, and pinnacle, 
A city of death distinct, with many a tower, 
And wall impregnr.ble of beaming'ice. 

Amidst all these thoughts of the wild work of nature 
without, and of the cold, the storms, and frosts, to which 
the hard wayfarers of life are exposed, our dear home- 
hearth feels more cheerful, the faggots blaze more kindly, 
and our English fireside seems the brightest of all spots 
on this earth to us. This is the sun of our social system, 
and in the dead of winter shines purest and brightest. 
liCt us, before its cheerful influence, enjoy our blessings, 
and forget not those who want them, but expand our 
hearts and endeavour to make all within our reach sharers 
in our joys. To help the poor is, above all others, the 
social duty of winter, taught by the rigour, the privations, 
and the necessities of the season. When the help of 
man fails, the poor have then no hope left but in 
themselves and in their Maker. Thus Samuel Bamford 
speaks for them, the men of his own class : — 

Ood help the poor, who in lone valleys dwell. 
Or by far hills, where whin and heather grow ! 
Their's is a story, sad indeed to tell s 
Yet little cares the world, and less 'twould know 
About the toil and want they undergo. 
The wearring loom must have them up at mom ; 
They work till worn-out nature will have sleep ; 
They taste, but are not fed. The snow drifts deep 
Around the tireless cot, and blocks the door ; 
The night-storm iiowls a dirge across the moor. 
And shall they perish thus, oppress'd and lorn 7 
Shall toil and famine hopeless aye be borne ? 
No 1 God will yet arise and Help the Poor! 



A SOLEMN THOUGHT. 

"No man liveth to himself." This is impossible. 
His light must radiate, his example must tell, his con- 
versation must operate, his power must be felt; no man, 
whatever his situation, or his apparent insignificance, can 
" live to himself." He must do good or harm ; prove 
either a blessing, or a curse. 

FREB INaUIRT. 

It is uniformly observable, that, if the mind be fettered, 
if thought be gagged, the beauty, the vigour, the eleva- 
tion, the nobleness of intellect are annihilated. If yoti 
wish mind to develop its highest beauty, and to put forth 
its full energy, you must not attempt to restrain, or 
coerce it. It must be free ; it most be free. 
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"THERE'S A SILVER LINING TO EVERY 

CLOUD." 

The poet or priest who told iiii this 

Served mankind in the holiest way ; 
For it lit up the earth with the sUr of bliss 

That beacons the soul with cheerful raj* 
Too ofteji we wander despairing and blind, 

Breathing our useless murmurs aloud ; 
But 'tis kinder to bid us seek and find 

*' A silver lining to every cloud." 

May we not walk in the dingle ground 

When nothing but Autumn's dead leaves are seen ) 
But search beneath them, and peeping around 

Are the young spring tufts of blue and green. 
Tis a beautiful eye that ever perceives 

The presence of God in Mortality's crowd, 
'Tis a saving creed that thinks and believes 

" There's a silver lining to every cloud.-" 

Let us look closely before wc condemn 

Bushes that bear nor bloom nor fruit, 
There may not be beauty in leaves or stem, 

But virtue may dwell far down at the root i 
And let us beware how we utterly spurn 

Brothers that seem all cold and proud, 
If their bosoms were opened, perchance we might learn 

" There's a silver lining to every cloud." 

Let us not cast out Mercy and Truth, 

When Guilt is before us in chains and shame, 
When Passion and Vice have cankered youth. 

And Age lives on with a branded name : 
Something of good may stiU be there. 

Though its voice may never be heard aloud, 
For, while black with the vapours of pestilent air, 

" There's a silver lining to every cloud." 

Sad are the sorrows that oftentimes come. 

Heavy and dull and blighting and chill, 
Shutting the light from our heart and our home, 

Marring our hopes and defying our will ; 
But let us not sink beneath the woe, 

'Tis well perchance we are tried and bowed. 
For be sure, though we may not oft see it below, 

" There's a silver lining to every cloud." 

And when stem Death, with skeleton hand. 

Has snatched the flower tlut grew in our breast. 
Do we not think of a fiurer land. 

Where the lost are foimd, and the weary at rest ? 
Oh I the hope of the unknown Future springs, 

In its purest strength o'er the coffin and shroud, 
TLe shadow is dense, but Faith's spirit- voice sings 

" There's a silver lining to every cloud." 

Eliza Cook. 
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ON THE EDUCATION OF IDIOTS. 

What an occupation — the cultiyation of minds all 
bat utterly sterile 1 And what can repay the originators 
of this divine work ? — ^unless it be the consciousness that 
they, and the labourers in it, are permitted to clothe with 
sense and reason, however limited, those whom a myste- 
rious Providence has placed on the earth, clothed with 
something like brutality ! The holy attempt to awaken 
faculties hitherto dormant, to restore to themselves and to 
God, as it were, these lost minds, demands the praise of 
mankind, as the most stupendous of human endeavours, — 
endeavours happily not without success; gleams of in- 
telligence shine occasionally through the mental darkness, 
and these, fostered during days, months, and years, have, 
in certain instances, increased in number, and have even 
become combined into a steady, continuous, mild light of 
reason, shining from the erewhile vacant eyes of the 
idiot."— From JDr, Win9low*9 Journal of Ptychohgical 
Medicine* 



DIAMOND DUST. 

He who teaches religion without exemplifying it loses 
the advantage of its best argument. 

No summer but it has a winter ; he never reaped com- 
fort in his adversity, that sowed it not in his prosperity. 
Replies are not always answers. 

It is happy to have so much merit, that our birth is 
the least tiung respected in us. 

Ride not post for your marriage ; if you do, you may^ 
in the period of your journey, take sorrow for your ini^ 
and make repentance your host. 

An honest man is believed without an oath» for his 
reputation swears for him. 

It is the great art and philosophy of life, to make the 
best of the present, whether it be good or bad. 

Idleness wastes a man as insensibly as industry im« 
proves him. 

Correct taste is always true to nature ; The " beau- 
tiful appearance of the earth and heavens," the regular 
change of the seasons, the succession of day and night, 
fill the heart of him who is influenced by it with rapture. 
The nearer works of art approach the perfection of 
nature, the more consonant they are with good taste, and 
they command lasting and universal admimtion. 

Betray mean terror of ridicule, thou shalt find fools 
enough to mock thee. But answer those their laughter 
with contempt, and the scoffers will lick thy feet. 

Gravity is not necessarily a component part of 
wickedness. Malignity is often wreathed in smiles. There 
are jests which destroy ; destroy as surely as the keen- 
edged dagger or the poisoned bowl. 

In every generous mind there is a string, which, if 
touched rightly, yields fine tones, but if struck by an 
unskilful hand, produces only discord. 

Remorse is the echo of a lost virtue. 

Material objects become so entwined with the affec- 
tions and the memory ; the scenes that have witnessed 
our joys, and whose tranquil beauties have soothed our 
sorrows, assume an aspect so like that of old and valued 
friends, that the pang of separation from them amounts 
to agony. 

Those who cry the loudest, have generally least to 
seU. 

Guests are often invited to witness the ostentation 
of the host. 

The poet yearning after sympathy may at least enjoy 
one consolation — the thought tha( many kindred spirits, 
though unknown to him, know and love him, and parti- 
cipate in his sentiments. 

There is no malady more severe than habitual dis- 
content. 

He whom reason rules may with safety rule others. 

Flatterers only lift a man up, as it is said the eagle 
does the tortoise, to get something by his fall. 

If we would perpetuate our fame or reputation we 
must do things worth writing, or write things worth 
reading. 

Mankind are more what they are made by mankind 
than what they lure made by their Creator I The wolf is 
ferocious because hunted from a whelp. The snake turns 
upon you, because you disturb and pursue it. The child 
grows surly, because unjustly coerced. But, above all, 
man becomes unjust and cruel, because pursued with 
cruelty and injustice by his brother man. 
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TOO MUCH OF A GENIUS I 

" DtFEND npon if, mj dear Sir, he wiU rise to grest 
disCiactioD, and be sd hanaar to all oF d9 somo day." 

Surii iTcre ttift parting worda of Ihe head uiaater in the 
Free Grammar School of — , to the happj father of 
William Fenning, at the eoncluaion of hii lait summer 
Kseioa. William h»d proved a brilliiiiit pspil, and in IliP 
course of hii laat term »t school had carried awaj tome 
of the first prizes. The father rat proud and Ihe boy 
hopeful. The world lay open before him, and be seemed 
marked out far a prosperous future. 

The difficulty lay in choosing a career worthy of so 
promising h young mon- The Uw was a drudgery, and 
progress in liiat profesiioD wia stow ; true, at the bar 
there was scope fot genius, Ijut the prizes there could not 
ba taken nt a leap I even forthe most t^rUd there was a 
long toiting np hill. Physic was oTeretocked ; and genius 
thirc was out of place. The father remembered a trite 
Ba)ing of old Abernethy, that a man in that profession 
" rarely got bread enough until he had not Itelh left to 
eat it." The church? That required greet palionege; 
and it would never do for WiUiam to Tegotat* as a ciante 
on eighty pounds a year. The church, then, waa not 
to bd thought ofi on all aides there was difRcultj, and 
William WIS kept at home till the difficully could be 
solved. 

The ]iromising young man was already in a fair way of 
being spoilt. He was not idle, however. He read exten- 
(ively, but without melhod or seleclion. All (orts of 
books were read promiscuously ; he was cajitivatcd hy 
novels, wlxich introduce youth to a new world, though a 
Tpry nnteal one. Possibly he thought he was thus gaining 
eiperience, while ho was only acquiring false notions of 
life. But ha read rather becou^e be Kked lo read, than 
because of any object he had in view. He devoured 
ByrOD, — and ho was just at Ihe age when Byronic freiiiy 
Is to fascinating to the young mind. Some rico gradtully 
oat of this condition to Eomelhing bLtter and higher ; 
others losp themselves, and never recover Iheir beallhy 
lone of mind. The great want of tlii* youth was diree- 
tion, and an object. He had neither, and hii mind was 
last moning to seed, nbich was shed about in the albums 
of yonng bdioi, who thought him " to clever." Alaa, 
poor jmthl 



A year or more had passed, and his loose habits of 
thought and reading were getting formed. A year lost 
at this age, while the hny is expanding into the man, is 
often tantamount to the loss of a iife. The man's cha- 
racter, for steady industry or for desultory frivolity, 
becomes now almost indelibly elampEd. The metal is 
soft, and it easily takes the mark of the die. lathe case 
of onr young genius, where flattery, fancy, and ill-regu- 
lated aspirations were the influences at work, the cha- 
racter of the impression mads may be inferred. Had be 
been put to a trade, or to a Iinsiness of any sort, the 
resulh would doubtless have been very different. For the 
best qualities of the mind are trained by tho regular 
pursuits of an active calling, and habits of industry only 
sene to discipline and invigorate it. But, in this 
case, it was Ihe misforLuno of the young man to be 
"n genius," and no marks of vulgar toil must stain bis 

The too indulgent, loo embilious fatlier, began (o 
perceive his mistake, but it was too Ute. Fortunately 
he had not repeated his error wiili bis second son, Ed- 
viaid, "a dull boy," for he put him apprentice to a 
mad line-maker, and he was getting on steadily. Aa he 
walked in to his meals, bis grimed dress rather excited 
theiro of the ''genius," who began to regard his own fair 
nnd un^^tnincd hands as something gentpel and aristocratic. 
But the grimed hands brought homo n weekly wage, 
increasing from year to year, and which Ked joyfully 
emptied into his mother's lap as Saturday nights came 
round; while the fair hands of his brother had been 
handling, during the weel;, only hot-pressed noreli 
and cream-laid note-paper, producing nothing. The 
grimed hands surely deserved the greater honour. 

At length the genius really became a producer. The 
fervent admiration of bis " friends." which he was bat 
too ready to receive, hurried him into llie perpetration of 
a collection of verse.", which he proceeded to print " by 
subscription." Tho friends wero taken at Ihclr word, 
and e prospectus nas handed round to them for their 
names. It was now too lute to retract, end they wero 
viclimiied. The poems were published j they were the 
echoes of this, that, and the other writer ; bad a dash of 
the morbid gloom of Byron, an alTcctattan of the pic- 
turesque descriptive style of Tennyson, a faint echo of 
the hyper-eeuiiiive longings of Keats j there vas nothing 
in the book that was the writer's atrn ; he had ovidentlir 
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Dot yet at least, the spiritual thews and sinews of the 
poet. He had nothing to say, and his book failed ; it fell 
still-bom and unnoticed from the press. His friends 
praised, as usual, which but spoilt the young man more, 
and served to drive him on in his profitless course. 

There is a fascination about book-writing, or newspaper 
writing, or writing of any sort that b to be printed, 
which^ once experienced, never fails to exercise a power 
over one. It is like opium-eating, or smoking, or any 
other delicious pleasure ; it can scarcely be given up. To 
see the slips of paper on which you write emerge from 
the printer's hands in proofs, and then expand into the 
full-blown book, is indeed a very delightful process, ex- 
cept, perhaps, to old writers, who may have grown tired 
of seeing their names in print. But with a young man, 
and a self-supposed " genius," the fascination is scarcely 
to be resisted. William Penning did not resist it ; he 
conceived himself to be born to do the great things 
that his friends predicted; he aspired to be a great 
writer. 

But here his desultory habits again told against him. 
With all his reading, he had mastered no subject ; and he 
errs much who supposes that distinction in any depart- 
ment of literature is to be acquired without the hardest 
application and labour. Even the successful novelist 
nowadays must have been a hard student: he must 
have traversed the wide field of general literature, 
observed largely and minutely men and things, studied 
the human character in its varied aspects ; and be pos- 
sessed of the power of throwing himself into the situa- 
tions he depicts, and delineating them with a pen of 
eloquence and power. Such gifts mark the works of 
Scott, Bulwer, Dickens^ Thackeray, and all our leading 
successful novelists. 

Nor can poetry, as some young men are too apt to 
think, be thrown off "at a heat.'' No man can work 
himself into a poetical frenzy, and throw off a great 
poom, any more than he can throw off a great history. 
To write poetry requires a schooling and education of the 
severest kind ; whether it be the poetry of experience, or 
the poetry of thought. Poetry is an art which has to be 
perfected by thought and study like every other art ; and 
though all human minds may possess more or less of the 
inspiration of the poet — of the sense to appreciate, and 
the power to render the music of the heart which over- 
flows in song, — ^the gift of large utterance of poetic truth 
is denied, save to those of intense experience, of enlarged 
and cultivated taste, and of commanding intellect. 

Devoid as William Penning was in these leading 
requisites of the true poet, how could he succeed ? But 
his course was taken, such as it was, and he aimed at 
being a writer. He wrote for magazines, newspapers, 
^for periodicals of all sorts. He tried to be striking. 
Infected, as most young writers are, by the mystic style 
of Carlyle, he now wrote in the inverted and convulsive 
mood. He spoke of ''shams," and "thunder-fire," and 
" battle-strife," and " clothes-philosophy," and was very 
grand and emphatic in his words. But it would not do : 
still he was not hinue^; and his prose was as great a 
failure as had been his verse. Those who read, were 
very apt to recognise in the affected roar of the lion, the 
the voice of a much humbler animal. He tried Emerson's 
manner next, — for with all his short-comings, he had a 
gift of Imitation; but, while he could use words as 
Emetson does, he could not summon up the deep and 
subtle thoughts of Ihat piercing thinker; his essays 
proved but a sort of Emerson clothes-horse ; and these 
failed too. It was pitiable to see so much useful energy 
wasted. 

To increase his dilemmas, poor William was at this 
juncture taken captive by a pair of gazelle eyes, and 
married them, on the faith of a small engagement he 
anooeeded in forming on a provincial paper. It was 
Badly beneath bis dignity, but the thorough-bred has 



sometimes to do the hack's work, and even draw an 
ignoble cart. Not that the life of the newspaper writer 
and compiler is without its high dignity and value : it is 
honourable, as all labour is, and more productive of good 
than many kinds of labour are. But it requires barci 
work, and steady application ; and our young friend had 
not yet acquired this eminent qu^ity of success. He 
deemed himself to be thrown away on such gin-horse 
work; and had aspirations for something much higher^ 
but which he would not take the pains to reach. His 
efforts were all fitful, and by starts — " genius " disdained 
dull rules, and he still thought he was a genius. His 
sweet little gazelle-eyed wife did not contradict him, and, 
like many loving women, believed him to be all that he 
professed. 

By-and-by his services were dispensed with ; and now 
WiUJam was unprovided for, having dependent on him 
and his pen, a wife and a growing family. His parents 
were unable to maintain them. Their own family was largo, 
and, being in comparatively humble drcumstanoes, it is 
probable that no small portion of what wonld have gone 
to form a savings' fund, had been expended by them in 
maintaining himself while idle for so long a time at home 
in his embryo state of '' genius." In this dilemma he 
bethought him to writ« to his brother, whose grimed 
hands he used to think so mean. Edward had been 
gradually, but surely, working his way onward in life. 
He had early learnt the virtue of application, and been 
well schooled in hard work. He had risen through the 
various grades of apprentice, journeyman, and foreman, 
to that of manager of an extensive locomotive manu- 
factory in a large town in one of the northern counties of 
England. He was thoroughly up to his business, and had 
mastered it in all its details. He had improved hia 
leisure hours by diligent cultivation of his mind, and 
besides being a master craftsman, he was well up with 
the literature of his age. He had been mainly instru* 
mental in founding and estabfishing an excellent Mutual 
Improvement Society, in connection with the manu- 
factory in which he worked, but which was also acces- 
sible to the working classes of the neighbourhood 
generally. Of this institution he was the soul and 
spirit. His employers regarded him with admiration, 
and looking upon him as one of the mainstays of 
their establishment, proposed to take him as a partner 
into the concern. Such was his position when he 
received a letter from his brother William, asking for 
his assistance and advice in his present trying, and 
almost destitute state. The following was Edward's 
reply : — 

My dear brother. — What assistance 1 can give yon 
shall be yours, cordially and freely. Of advice, in your 
present circumstances, I would be more chary. But, if 
you will permit me to say how it is that I have succeeded 
in life, to the extent on which you congratulate me, I 
would briefly state that it has been by always doing the 
work set me to do, und sticking to it till I had done it. I 
do not know that I have any other gift but that of ordinary 
common sense diligently applied ; and I attribute this in no 
small degree to the fact of my having been set at an early 
period of my life to the performance of daily work 
under a good master. I cannot but regret that in 
your case, the fault arising perhaps from the oversight 
of our parents, the same valuable habit was not 
earlier formed. But it is not too late — ^it is never too 
late to acquire steady habits of industry. Come to me 
here, and if you are willing, as I believe you to be, you 
need never look behind you. 

Your aSbctionate brother, 

Edwaud FknntKO. 

Years have passed, and William Penning, acting on 
his wiser brothers advice, who succeeded in obtainilif 
for him the situation of clerk, diligently applied himaelf 
to work, and is now a rising man in the same thriving and 




inflnential concern ; though he haa long since abandoned 
his earlier aspirations of achieving a reputation as ''a 
genins/' and haa almost forgotten that he was once a 
«' poet." 



THE "FRIBDHOF," OR THE COURT OF 

PEACE. 

[In Germany the CharcbyMrdt are poetically and truly termed, 
"The dourt» of Peace."— ria* •* Skctchea of Bohemia," by Hk^st 
BsBTB, Esq.] 

Tbk Court of Peaee ! the Court of Peace I 
There toil, and care, and tuff 'ring cea«e ; 
And there, no more by llle opprest, 
rhe ** heavy laden" aiak to rest. 

How silent are Ita moss-grown walls. 
How softly there the sun-beam falls ; 
How dix^»>U!ie floats the evemjag breeze 
Thro* the UH graf s and linden trees *. 

How brightly bloom the iow'rets there, 
The sward how green, the paths how fair. 
How sweet the pensive Teitper- chime 
That eighs adieu to partltig time. 

Sweet, too, the red-breast's soothiag 1^ 
There chaunted at the dose of day ; 
And tweet the tender twilight gloom 
That hoyers round each lonely tomb. 



The Court of Peafee* the Court of Peace ! 
How fast Its ieaiaeas tncveaae 1 
The babe new-faom» the palay'd eroae, 
Th^ blooming biidc\, the widow loae, 

The strong man is the pride of health, 
The rieh rc^oiciiig in his wealth. 
The poor who hath no earthly friend** 
AH in that lolflmn Geiut attend. 

So stIU, 80 ealm, to passion-free, 
Full enry'd may the inmates be 
By thoee who, midst the woes of life, 
Wend on their way in storm and strife. 

A narrow house which none molest, 
A lowly couch, a simple vest, 
A turf, a cross, a sculptured stone, 
Tia all they want— 'tis all they own. 

O'er them the Summer's garUnds wjyrc. 
O'er them the winds of Winter ravo ; 
Suns rise and set, and tempests sweep, 
Tet, undisturb'd, they soundly sleep. 

No moomer's aigh ovtakt on their eart. 
Their eyet behold no mounier'a tears : 
Not thein to we^, to watch, to wait, 
And tremble for the morrow's £atc ! 

Their joomey sped, their dangers o'er, 
Nor love nor hate shall yea them move ; 
Wr^t in their shronds of mould'ring day 
Till heaven and earth shall pats away 

The Court of Peace ! the Court of Peaee ! 
There toll, and eare, and tnff'riu^ cease. 
And there, no more by iUt oppvett, 
" The mUgf* toftfy tink t» rast. 

Emcabbtb S. Caasv. 



DEAFNESS: 

ITS EXISTENCE AMONGST THE POPULATION J AND ITS 

REMEDIES. 

A MOST charming paper on a subject rarely touched upon 
except profeesionally, that of Deafioess^ was contributed 
by Miss Martineau to Taifi Sdinturgh MuffOiinB, in 
1834. Its purpose was to give advioe and a sort of phi* 
losaphic consolation to the incurable^ And it thomughly 
ftUiiJJdd its lotenti^oA in ft «weet apd ivNpaitfii^ spirit ; bul 



as a large amount of deafness exists of a partial kind, and 
in nine cases out of ten entirely curable, I think I shall 
be doing a public service by speaking of deafness in thUi 
more generalized sense, particularly as it is one of my 
strongest personal eonvietionSf that diffusion ef informa- 
tion on the two great subjects of Vital Statisties and 
Physiology is profoundly connected, both in a pepnkr 
and in a scientifio sense, with such progress of the people 
at will furnish new data to the historian^ and necessitate 
great advantageous changes in the province of the legislator. 

To iliustrftte the causes of this class of disease I would, 
if practicable, place before my readers thoso maps which 
appended to some of the Reports of the Sanitary Com- 
mission and to the works of the continental physiologists, 
give at once to the eye, through the agency of colour, 
those portions of cities which are the nurseries of fever, 
of cholera, of a low moral and vital condition, and show 
by the same process of reasoning, that precisely from the 
same districts, arise two-thirds of the cases ef pitrtial 
deafness, which appear so namerousiy on the books of 
public Institxitions. It cannot be othei-wise. One line 
6f physical laws' reigns supreme, and the same fetid, 
thickened atmosphere, the same want of water for jpur« 
poses of cleanliness, and the Same low condition of the 
vital powers, which givs birth to and propagate the 
typhoid elass of fevers, are equally destructive of a 
healthy condition of those nerves which receive and 
convey the impressions of outward sounds to the 
brain. 

The human ear is one ef the most exquisitely formed 
portions of the body, and whilst a favourite simile with 
poets in all sges, the anatomist and the sculptor have 
both expended on its description and delineation their 
liighest powers. It is divided by anatomists into three 
portions { the external, the middle, and the internal ear. 
This external ear takes its name from the circumstanco 
of its situation on the side of the head, and is so formed 
as to collect and transmit the currents of air into the 
passage which leads to the middle ear, called the 
tympanum or drum. Tliis consists of a thin skin or mem- 
brane stretched out on four small bones, and which by jts 
vibrations conveys, through the medium of the nerves, the 
sensation of sounds ; and the third division, or internal 
ear (called by anatomists, the real ear, or ear properj is 
a pulpy mass in which beautifully expands the groat 
aadiUny nerve, which gathers up the vibrations, made 
as we have seen, by the action of the external air upon 
the tympanum or drum, till, at last» through this expan- 
sion, the impressions of outward sounds are conveyed to 
the brain, who'e memory and association complete the 
process, and show the relation which exists between the 
external agent and the internal impression. It foUovrs, 
then, that as hearing is a sense, the effect of imdnlationB 
of airs or fluids, or of vibrations of solids apon a speeisl 
nerve, that hearing must be largely elected by the eefn» 
dition of the air which undulates upon the dmm or 
tympanum, and the nerves which stamp the impression 
on the brain. If the one be vitiated and thidcened, it 
cannot strike upon the drum of the ear with the eame 
acute power j nor can the nerves, diminished in vitality 
by the same operating causes, be agents of acute im- 
pressions to the brain. But, beyond these immediate 
effects of the operation and the conveyance of sound, the 
auditory nerve is eympatheticidly connected vnth one of 
the most wonderful nerves of the human body, namely, 
the great sympathetic nerve of the stomach, and thus is 
it that three-fourths of the eases of partial deafness arise 
from diseases of the stomach. Thus, the same causes 
have direct and indirect effects. For the same vitisted 
air which deadons outward impressions, and Issseos the 
vitality of the immediate operating nerve, does not supply 
sufficient oxygen (the vital property in air) to the longs, 
and thus the intermingled venous blood (the Uood 
deprived of natEitioft during its oifcaktioa ihrough the 
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body) and chyle (the juice formed in the intestines from 
digested food) Dow into the left ventricle of the heart 
without being in that healthy condition which due 
nutriment of the body requires. Again^ the stomach 
injured and weakened in its powers by intemperance, 
inaction, injudicious food, want of cleanliness, and a 
relative action of the skin becomes diseased, and is 
incapable of the great function of digestion ; and the 
great sympathetic nerve immediately responding to the 
impression, organs which, upon first consideration, seem 
too remote for relative action, are intimately connected, 
and cannot exist in opposite conditioDs of health and of 
disease. 

This truth, therefore, leads me ^o the point I have in 
view, namely, that all remedies in relation to partial 
deafness must be grounded on the inductive process, that 
is, that all the varying causes of the disease be as nearly 
as pos:iible considered, and the remedy adjusted to the 
result of this consideration. I wish to impress this neces- 
sity upon the minds of such of my readers as are interested 
in this topic; for quackery has beset this class of 
diseases and their cure to an extent almost without 
parallel in the history of surgery. At one time every 
possible disease of the ear was to be cured by a newly 
invented pair of forceps ; at another by an instrument 
for passing up the nose; at a third by cutting away 
certain glands of the throat ; but people might as well 
attempt to find one exclusive remedy for the evils of 
government, one golden panacea for poverty, or one 
wholesale method for making mankind virtuous and 
happy ; Dean Swift, when in his heartiest satiric vein, 
never imagined anything finer ti.an some of the cura- 
tives for deafness which quacks have propounded. 

Is it reasonable, that .the poor, pale dressmaker, whose 
class is so largely subject to diseases of the ear,. can be 
benefited by precisely the same remedy, as would operate 
favourably in the case of a plethoric butcher, who has 
become deaf from an exactly opposite set of causes ; for, 
in the ascertained statistics of deafness, butchers rank 
high ? Yet, unhappily for thousands, whose hearing was 
a precious thing to them, this one remedy t successful in 
some few instances, because bearing relatively on the 
case, has proved worse than none at all by hopelessly 
confirming their disease. The truth is, if there be a 
dass of general remedies, it lies within the province of 
better food, better air, more exercise, and less mental 
anxiety. These are general principles, and only these. 
" A large proportion of the poor,*' says Mr. Harvey, the 
eminent surgeon of the Royal Dispensary for Diseases of 
the Ear, " residing in the low, damp, confined districts of 
Westminster, Whitechapel, and Bethnal Green, have 
very imperfect hearing, a fact, doubtless, referable to the 
unhealthy places of their abode, and to their general in- 
attention to the laws of health. Now, as long as these 
causes of disease are suffered to remain, spreading misery 
and death all around them, the medical art is capable of 
little more than palliating evils which are inevitable ; but 
on(« let vigorous measures for securing the public health be 
adopted, and we should soon find, in the diminished ap- 
plications to hospitals and dispensaries, and still more 
decisively by the decreasing mortality, cheering proofs of 
an improved condition of the more numerous cbuues." 

These truths have been evidenced more or less in the 
sanitary reports which have appeared from time to time; 
and in continental cities, such as Paris, we have direct 
testimony in this particular. During its great political 
revolutions, when this city has heaved up upon its social 
surface a class of population, whose very existence has 
been unsuspected, except by the police, and unnotified 
except upon their registers, hundreds have been observed 
whose half-articulated 8p<M*ch and coarse voices have 
betrayed the dulneas »:f their sense of bearing ; so much 
so, as almost to briug them within the class of deaf- 
mutM* or thoia deaf from birth. Deafioeas also exists to 



a large extent in the low, unsunned valleys of mountain- 
ous countries, whilst higher up in the mountain ranges* 
the inhabitants are remarkable for their acute sense of 
hearing ; a wvll-known* instance of which is that of the 
Swiss guides, who catch sounds and the tones of voices 
at incredible distances. Again, to prove the influence of 
pure air upon the sense of hearing, it is mentioned by 
Humboldt, and by the Jesuits who have travelled laigeiy 
in these regions, that on the Pampas, or vast plains oif 
South America, across which sweep the great air currents 
of the Pacific, deafness is a oisease unknown ; whilst in 
our own prisons, and those of North America, the school- 
masters and ministers of religion have often the greatest 
difiibulty in instructing juvenile criminals, tbrough the 
reason of imperfect hearing; such children being, inva- 
riably, the offspring of bw and intemperate parents. 

The other common causes of deafness seem to be 
wet feet or clothes, sleeping in damp rooms and nn- 
aired beds, and constipation of the boweb ; whilst, in 
young children, exposure to cold and damp, — the effects 
of scarlet fever, — ^the washing of very young infants in 
cold water, and tying up their heads in caps which flatten 
the ear, thus altering its natural power and position, rank 
high in the list of predisposing causes. 

In an interesting visit, which I had the pleasure of making, 
during the past summer, to one of the metropolitan dis- 
pensaries for diseases of the ear, I was struck immediately 
by an irresistible fact, that there was not one patient 
out of some thirty or forty whom I saw examined for 
various diseases of this organ, that had not lost general 
health ; as was evidenced by the lustreless eye, the pallid, 
bloodless skin, and that anxious, restless cast of the 
whole countenance, which is one of the sure signs 
of impaired digestion. Nor was there the smallest 
doubt, that scarcely one of the cases, though the relative 
ages varied from ten to forty years, that would not 
have been benefited, nay, in the majority, I will say 
cured, by a three months' summer rambling, with good 
food and lodging out on Salisbury Plain, or on the shores 
of Devonshire. 

Deafness being thus, as it were, a disease growing out, 
for the larger part, from the course of life, and the 
neglect of sanitary regulations incident to our present 
early stage of civilization, it not only follows, as I have 
before said, that eight-tenths of such diseases may be 
classed as curable, but that also, as wiser sanitary laws 
become enforced by legislators, as the moral life of the 
population is improved, as true education spreads, as new 
discoveries are made by anatomists in relation to the 
brain, as the laws of electricity and nervous action are 
more developed and explained, and the deductions there- 
from give new light and stimulus to the art of medicine, a 
largo portion of the diseases which at present affect the 
organs of sight and hearing will disappear, and deafness 
become, at least entire deafness, as rare, as gaol fever and 
ague are at the present day. Still, at the same time, in- 
dividuals may do so much for themselves, in respect to 
temperance, cleanliness, and the regulation of the diges- 
tive functions, as often to relieve the physician of half his 
responsibility. Beyond this, the deaf have two great 
facts to bear in mind, to attempt no eel/cure, and whilst 
not delaying the best advico they can procure at the 
earliest stage of their disease, to be rightly suspicious of 
alt remedies that proceed by violent methods, and which 
do not, as almost a first law, take into consideration their 
general health, in relation both to the stomach, the lungs, 
or the existence of rheumatic affections. Again, parents, 
especially those in poorer life, cannot be too careful of, or 
too prompt to detect disease and gain advice for their chil- 
ren in respect to complaints of the car. Small complaints 
in relation to an organ so delicate and beautiful as the 
human ear are almost always, if neglected, the forerunners 
of severe and incurable disease ; and there is scarcely now 
a town, however remote or sinaU, in Great Britain, nd 
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eootaining some practitioner who has made diseases of 
the ear more especially his stady, and who can do no 
other than gire gratuitous advice to the nt^edy and su''- 
feriog. But in large towns, and at distances accessible, 
advice is best sought at large dispensane<<, or of those 
whose practice is related to such institacions; for large 
experience can only truly educate and give the prac- 
titioner ability in reference to the diseases of so compli- 
cated an organ as the ear. But this advice when given, 
when it is the result of a due enquiry into the patient's 
occupation, period of disease, presumed cause, and other 
questions of the same relative kind, should be rigidly 
fiiUowed by the patient or the parent, and no nostrums 
made use of, either previously or during the )>eriod of 
medical care, for hearing is too precious a faculty to be 
tampered with, with impunity. Neither should acoustic 
instruments, or instruments for improving hearing, be 
nnheedingiy resorted to, for they almost always injure 
rather tliau benefit. *' Acoustic instruments," says Mr. 
Hanrey, " like surgical operations, thouid altcayt be 
the Uui things retorted to ; hundreds have permanently 
lost their hearing through using instruments, who might, 
by proper treatment, adopted early and adhered to, have 
been restored to the full possession of that important 
and valuable function. Instruments ought not to be 
employed without great caution, particularly in incipient 
deafness, or in discharges from the car. It is impossible 
to by down rules which would be generally applicable 
to the choice of instruments, for that which might suit 
one person might prove worse than useless to another. 
It cannot be that one of the size of a tsve i-shilling piece 
can prove of any service whatever, without reckoning 
the cost which poorer patients can so ill afford." In 
relation to deafness as the result of disease, the poor and 
rich have relative duties, the one in calamities of this 
nature to endeavour to bear onward with cheerful and 
earnest hope in the attention given, and in the humane 
care bestowed ; whilst it becomes a port of the Christian 
duty of the rich to support by their bounteous and timely 
aid institutions, which likd the Ophthalmic and Aural 
Hospitals of London, and other great towns, are not only 
priceless in the blessings which they can bestow upon 
poverty and suflTeriug, and upon those whose bread de- 
pends upon labour, in two of the most formidable calami- 
ties which can afflict humanitv, but also as institutions 
which open the sources of profound knowledge both to 
the man of science and to the legislator. 

To my own thinking, the province of medical statis- 
tics is even yet too much neglected, though it boasts 
amongst its investigators, first-class men like Mr. Neison, 
and Drs. Guy and Holland of Sheffield. A masterly 
induction might be drawn as to the actual vital condition 
of the population, by the comparison of the statistics to 
be found in these metropolitan hospitals and dispensaries 
for diseases of the eye and ear, and one of the best ser- 
vices which could be rendered to the Early Closing 
Movement, would be this sort of induction made in its 
behalf, and drawn from a comparison of the documents 
referred to. Much better, however, will these things be 
done, when the governments of various countries unite 
in one effort to draw from the companion of their 
several classes of statistics, new methods and new 
laws for the furtherance and development of social and 
physical benefit ; for as M. Quetelet says, *' IsoUted man 
sees his actions enclosed within too narrow a circle for 
him to dream of collecting all the materials to compose 
the edifice: he must, to ensure success, have recourse 
to the generous intervention of Governments." 

SiLVERPBN. 



A PRorouND knowledge of life is the least enviable of 
all species of knowledge, because it can only be acquired 
by trials that make us regret the lou of our ignorance. 



THE LANGUAGE OF THE HEART. 

There is a love that ipeaketh. 

But \% not heard aloud ; 
Its sacred language breaketh 

Not on the busy crowd. 
*Ti9 heard in secret place* 

lU sorrow to disguise \ 
Tis writ in anjuous faces, 

And meditative eyes. 
It ever contes to render 

Kind thoughts when fond ones part ; 
Its tones are tweet and tender, 

'Its the Unguage of the heart. 

No art of man can teach us 

This secret speech of love ; 
Though here its tones may reach us. 

They echo first above. 
'Tis heard in genJe praises. 

In pleadings soft and weak \ 
It tells in silent gaxcs, 

What lips e^uld never speak. 
With strong electric flectness, 

Its holy breathings start, 
Ko speech can match iu sweetness 

The language of the heart. 

Robert H. Browx, 



THE PLANTER'S INVENTORY. 

L 

Both paused at the entrance of the oak wood which led 
to the road to Montgomery. " I must not go farther," 
said the young girl, "my father is ill, and may be looking 
for me. We must part ;" and her tears fell upon the 
hand of the youth, in which that of the fair American was 
fondly clasped. 

*' Do not weep, my gentle, my darling Mary ; you un- 
man me, and I have need of all my courage. If you 
knew what misery it is to me to go, and how long I 
hesitated when Mr. Jackson spoke to roe of the situation 
at Boston. But I was obliged to yield to reason. The 
affairs of your father are more embarrassed than he is 
himself aware ; his illneu is increasing every day. and 
you may be left, I know not the moment, utterly without 
resource. By accepting the offor made to me, I secure a 
competence for us both ; I hare at once a home to which 
I can take you ; and, in a few months at the utmost, we 
shall be united for ever. Mary, is not this a happy 
thought?" 

'* Ah I William 1 " was the only answer of the girl, as 
she threw herself into the arms of her betrothed, who 
pressed her tenderly to his bosom, imprinting a long kin 
upon her tearful eyes. 

** Adieu r* exclaimed he; "adieu, my beloved 1 my 
wife." Again he pressed her to his bosom ; again em- 
braced her ; then tearing himself away, he hurried along 
in the direction of Montgomery. 

Long did Mary remain standing in the same spot, 
gazing after him, to catch through the trees one more last 
adieu. At length, when no longer able to catch a glimpse 
of him, she remembered her father, and slowly took the 
way to the settlement. 

She was yet at a little distance from it, when she per- 
ceived Mr. Jackson coming to meet her. For a mon.cnt 
she looked around, as if to tind some means of avoiding 
him, but seeing that it was impossible, she determined to 
go forward. 

This first impulse of Miss MackenxicT requires some 
explanation, and we hasten to give it. 

Mr. Jackson, the proprietor of a neighbouring planta- 
tion, for which its numerous cotton plants had acquired it 
the name of White Crown, was a man of about forty, of 
tall figure, and marked countenance. He was a native 
of Ireland, and had been forced to quit it for some acts 



of Tiolenee^ of which the aoconnts were Tarioos. Haviog 
■rriTed ih this part of Alabatna with the Urst emigrants, 
he had for a long tiaie Uted theve the life of danger and 
hardship of the pioneers, knowing no law but his will — 
no right but that of the strongest. His youtii had passed 
in perilous enterprises amidst the Creeks and the Choc- 
taws, of whom he had been by tarns the friend and the 
enemy. They told a thousand tales of him which proved 
his courage, but still more the fierce energy of his passions. 
Many were the desperate combats, the incredible adven- 
tures, the bloody revenges which had marked his career. 
Twice had he carried off from Choctaw chiefs their favour- 
ite wives, and had fled with them into the forests. The 
dangers he had incurred in these two adventures were 
fearful ; but nothing did Jackson ever suffer to stand in 
the way of the gratification of his passions. Ho had 
mixed with the civilised of every country, and had borrowed 
from all whatever could aid him in his objects. His 
mind, cultivated from early youth, wanted neither natural 
nor acquired power ; bis language had often an elevation 
of style rarely met with, save in books — and his manners 
the refinement of the saloon : but under all this lurked the 
det^mined, the unyielding, inflexible will of the savage. 
He had learned fi:om the tribes, in the midst of whom he 
had lived so long, the patient cunning and the silent 
perseverance by which they were wont to carry their 
point. 

Since he had returned to civilized life, and had become 
one of the richest planters in Alabama, the opportunity 
for the exercise ot those qualities was less frequently 
preeeatedi yet it was easy to perceive that at the bottom, 
Jackson was still the wild pioneer of the desert. He 
waa one of those despotic and fierce natures which 
must Bake their own of all within their sphere that 
•ttracta them s with fiery passions, yet hard heart ; re- 
sembling a volcano, the lava of which becomes stone when 
il ceMes to bum. 

His wealth bad given to Mr. Jackson great influence 
In Alabema. His talent, as a man of business, was highly 
Mtolled, while his vices were glossed over or lightly dwelt 
vpon, aa is the wont with the world while men are useful 
in it. He poeseesed many hundreds of blacki^ and so 
great was the cnielCy with which he treated them, that the 
most terrible threat to a slave was to tell him that he 
ehould be 9old to Mr. Jacksen. However, ns this pro- 
terbial cruelty had become to the planter a source of 
tiches, far from lessening the oon9id«ration in which he 
waa held, it increased it. 

Without knowing Mr. Jackson fully. Miss Mackenxie felt 
Ibr him an instiactive repugnance. She experienced in his 
presence that kind of thrill which the timid dove feels 
near the bird of prey. The visits of the planter of White 
Crown to her father's had always been disagreeable to 
hur, but more especially so since they had become fre- 
quent— >nay, almost coBstant. This meeting, then, with 
^e former pioneer was, eepecially at this instant, most 
embarrassing and vexatious. He joined her, however, 
and after the custootary civilities had been exchanged, 
both went on in the direction of Mr. Mackenzie's abode. 
There waa a moment's silence. At length Jackson said, 
''t aae by the tearful eyes of Miss Mackenzie that she 
has been taking leave of William Hamilton." 

The young girl bluahed« and asset iie<^ by a slight bow. 

" Do not be uneasy." replied the planter, *' I have 
veoommended him to « house where every derk haa made 
hii fortune." 

" Mr. Hamilton vrill then owe to you hit eu^cess," 
etammered Mary, "and I ought to have thanked 
you ." 

" Thank me above aU for aendizur him «way/' 
" How ?" 

" Yes, I hope that HamUtoa'e abaence vrill allow Miss 
M ac kenzi e time for reflectieo,and induce her to reaonnoe 
thia matrimonial project.' 
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"And why?' 

" Because Miss Mackenzie if too beantiful and too well* 
educated to pretend to nothing more than sharing the fat^ 
of this poor man." 

" Methought I heard you predict just now that Mr. 
Hamilton would make his fortune ?" 
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Doubtless, some fifty years hence I But I trust Miss 
Mackenzie has too much good sense to condemn herself 
to an ezistence of privations, core and toil, when she can 
secure, at this very instant, all the pleasures of opulence." 

" I have but little ambition," answered the young 
girl. 

" Surely you at least aspire to be happy, and ypu know 
not what is to be endured before independence con be 
attained. You have seen the toils, the weary days and 
sleepless nights that it has cost our emigrants to clear 
away enough of the forests to let in the daylight. How 
has the arm hung powerless when repeated blows with the 
axe have exhausted both strength and spirits 1 Well, 
believe me, this is light labour compared with that which 
awaits you in a struggle with the world. There, instead 
of troes you have men, and for your axe your will — a bad 
instrument which is constantly losing its edge or turning 
back against yourself. Believe me. Miss Mackenzie, the 
savages are right when they say, ' that com in the ear 
is always good com, and ready-made nests the best 
nests.' " 

" I have more courage than you give me credit for," 
said Mary, " and I feel, too, that th^re is a pleasure in 
using the powers that God has given us for the purposes for 
which he has given them, and by a persevering use of oar 
own resources, working out that which, in such case, may 
indeed be called an independence." 

Jackson gazed in momentary wonder at the young 
creature whp could dius surmount those prejudices of the 
south, where all labour is regarded as a misfortune — all 
exertion as a degradation to a female j then believing that 
her fortitude was but the offspring of ignorance, he said — 
" You little know what you wOl have to encounter in 
joining Hamilton at Boston ; you little know the Northern 
States. What your negroes are here, you will be there; 
for with our abolitionist brother^ the rich man is the 
master, the poor man tiie slave, and the wife of a poor 
man is the slave of a slave. There, wealth is ac q oare^ 
not by the arm of another but by your own ; the gold 
you earn is earned by the sweat of your brow ;" and 
taking the soft white hand of the young girl in his, he 
went on with rather a tone of raillery — " Will you be 
content to give those taper fingersi, to be gallad and 
chafe^ with coarse packing-doths — ^those hands, whose 
heaviest office has been the gathering flowers, tp 
weighing out of groceries, and grinding sfMcea. You 
have always enjoyed the luxurious repose of the women 
of Alabama — will you condemn yourself to aervile em- 
ployments that are here \e(t to slaves ? — to toils to which 
thein are light — ^for you will have mental burdens— and 
we take good care that, however our rascals may work 
their bodies, their minds shall not have many ideas to 
weigh them down. The man that would dare to teach 
them to read, or give them a Bible, or any other booV, 
had need to look well to his back if a negro, or his purse 
if a white—two hundred stripes or two hundred dollars. 
Surely, dear Miss Mackenzie, you will not expose 
yourself to aU those vicissitudes^ these ohanoea of 
fortune ? " 

" I shall be quite content to aubroit to the habitf af 
any country in which I may be pbUged to reside." 

With an impatient gesture^ the planter replied in a 
tone, the affected gentleness of which was full of menace, 
" Beware, Miss Mackenzie ; reflect before you decide ; 
remember your father is in question here aa wvli aa 
you." 

The young girl gated at him in aeto ni sb m epi. 
Mr. Miuskenzie, when beginning his plantation hen^ 
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pxinaed t)ie method usual with all the colonists, borrow- 
iDg money largely, and paying high interest." 

" i know that he owes you a large sum/' interrupted 
Mary. 

" fiverything has failed with him up to the present 
moment, and, if I mistake not, the impossibility of meet- 
ing his engagements is the chief cause of the illness under 
which he now labours." 

" It is but too true, too true," said the young girl, 
sorrowfully ; " but what can I do ?" 

" Give up Hamilton." 

" What mean you ?" 

"And give to Mr. Mackenzie a son-in-law ridi enough 
to rescue nim from all embarrassment.'* 

"Never, never;" cried Mary, as she turned abruptly 
from the planter, with nncontroUablo disgust. 

"Undoubtedly," said he, in a tone of the utmost 
bitterness, " Miss Mackenzie is perfectly at liberty to 
prefer her own inclinations to the fife of her father." 

" Oh, Sir, do not torture me." 

" However, there is no hurry ; the first bill signed 
by Mr. Mackenzie will not fidl due for a fortnight. I shall 
then have the honour of waiting on him at his planta- 
tion." And, with a bow of cold civility to the young girl, 
he left her. 

Once more alone, Mary thought over what had passed 
with terror. There was little room to doubt the inten- 
tions of the planter; and yet it was with difficulty that 
she could persuade herself that she had divined them 
rightly. Indeed, the present position of Mr. Jackson 
teemed to justify her hesitation. 

When, fifteen yeai*s ago, he had become the proprietor 
of the settlement which he now occupied, he had taken 
Snto his house (as was the custom with the greater part of 
the colonists) a very beautiful woman of colour, who con- 
tinued to live with him as his mistress, but had gradually 
assumed the authority of a wife m his household, and 
wa9 generally known by the name of Mrs. Jackson. By 
this woman he had two sons, now grown up, whom he 
had most carefully educated; and the customs of 
Alabama, when these left-handed marriages were com- 
mon, had given such sanction to this irregular union, 
that Miss Mackenzie, though aware of the truth, had 
always regarded the planter of the White Crown as a 
married man. It wiU be then easily understood how 
much his proposals must have surprised her; and even 
bad not her sincere affection for Hamilton rendered 
an union with any one else odious to her, the idea of taking 
the place of any other woman, and under such revolting 
circumstances, was horrible and disgusting in the extreme. 

There were times when her very heart sunk within 
her, from terror at the recollection of the fierce, un- 
governable passions of this man, and no longer doubting 
that his motive in procuring the situation for her lover 
had been to keep him at a distance from her, she con- 
ceived the momentary thought of writing to Hamilton 
to return ; but after all, when would he receive her letter, 
and why involve him also in the ruin that must be inevi- 
table, should her father's circumstances be indeed as em- 
barrassed as Jackson stated ? To speak to her father on 
the subject was equally useless. He had never shown 
any talent for business, and his illness now rendered him 
utterly incapable of attention to it. He owed Mr. Jack- 
Bon the greater part of the money he had laid out for the 
last ten years in his plantation, and feeling the impos- 
fibility of satisfying the claims upon him, he, like all 
weak-minded men, closed his eyes to his real situation^ 
instead of manfully facing his difficulties. The only one 
that Mary believed able to do anything, under present 
circumstances, was her uncle, Robert Mackenzie. Settled 
in New Hampshire, he had long been promising to pay a 
Tisit to his brother, and the young girl now wrote to 
acquaint him with the desperate state of their affiurs, 
and to urge him to come to them at once. 



Meanwhile, Mr. Mackenzie was daily becoming weaker, 
and every remedy had been found unavailing in a disease 
to which the physician could give no name ; his life seemed 
like a spring which some subterranean fire was drying 
up. He was dying. He continued to get up and oversee 
the plantation, but every day he lessened something of his 
task, and contracted the sphere of his operations, as his 
strength diminished. 

Mary on her part, endeavoured to keep her father in 
this calm, or rather, quiescent state ; she was aware of 
the cares that pressed upon him, and used every eflbrt to 
divert his mind from them. When Mr. Mackenzie was 
anxious about any of the plantations that he could not 
inspect, or gave way to fears for the next crops which 
would either arrest or decide his ruin, Mary was wont to 
lead him along the laurel hedges, with the scarlet lilies 
growing up through them, making him pause to listen 
to the birds hidden in the groves of the wild camellias, 
pointing to the river Alabama, running under the 
balconies of his house, and to the wide-spreading virgin 
forests, as they were lost in the horizon; until the 
invalid, amid all this harmony of nature, forgot his 
cares. He inhaled the balmy air, listened to the bengnlies* 
surveyed the woods, the waters, the mountains ; and, as 
if reassured by the riches of nature, he could not believe 
himself poor while surrounded by so many treasures. 

Mary, however, was far from sharing the tranquillity 
with which she succeeded in inspiring her father. Since 
her conversation with the proprietor of the White Crown, 
her disquiet bad been daily increasing. She had calcu- 
lated the time that must elapse before an answer could 
arrive from her uncle Robert in New Hampshire ; but, 
as always happens, when moved by impatience or eager 
wishes, she had not taken into account either inevitable 
obstacles, unforeseen delays, or indecision on his part. 
Reason and hope are rarely on good terms with each 
other : thus. Miss Mackenzie soon began to be sur- 
prised at not receiving an answer, and a thousand varied 
fears assailed her. 

II. 

One evening when Mr. Mackenzie felt more ill than 
usual, he took the arm of his daughter to repair to the 
cotton plantation ; but his strength having failed him on 
the way, he stopped near a grapery, and there sat down 
utterly exhausted. The breeze, however, which was 
rustling amid the foliage, seemed to soothe him ; his 
head fell upon his breast, his eyes dosed, and ho fell 
asleep. 

Mary had stood gazing upon him, not Teoturing 
to make the slightest movement ; but when the equai 
respiration of the invalid told her that he was in a 
tranquil slumber, she cast a last look upon that 
bared and wrinkled forehead, upon those transparent 
features, upon those emaciated hands, and feeling that 
tears were fast coming, she turned hastily away, and sat 
down some paces distant under an oak. She had been 
for a considerable time there, lost in thought, when her 
name, pronounced quite close to her, made her utter an 
exclamation. She arose quickly, and Jackson stood 
before her. 

"Miss Mackenzie does not seem to have expected 
me." said the planter, with one of his blandest smiles, 
" and yet I had the honour of announcing my intended 
visit about a fortnight since." 

" Yes, 1 remember," said the terrified girl. 

" May I venture to ask if Miss Mackenfie has con- 
descended to consider the subject of our last con- 
versation." 

" I have, indeed, thought of it. Sir." 

" And have I been fortunate enough to commend 
any of my arguments to Miss Mackenzie's better judg- 
ment." 

I clearly understood but one thing in all that you 
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said to me/' replied the jonng girl, making a violent 
effort, '* and that is, that my father had entered into en- 
gagements which he coald not fulfil." 

" Pardon me ; but, if I recollect aright, I think I 
had the honour of suggesting to Mids Mackenzie, at the 
same time, a means of extricating her father from his 
embarrassment." 

" I hoped that, my uncle Robert woald have been here 
before this, and have settled ail," said she, evading any 
reply to his last observation. 

The planter started. 

" You wrote to your uncle, then ? — ^I see that Miss 
Mackenzie has no confidence in her friends." 

" I have no friends but my rclatioiis." 

" And Mr. Hamilton r" 

Mary raised her eyes, and boldly said, "tnie; if 
Hamilton were here I should be quite at ease." 

" I was not aware," said the planter, contemptuously, 
" that Mr. Hamilton was so valuable a champion ; still 
less could I suppose that he had ten thousand dollars at 
command." 

"Ten thousand dollars I " 

"That is the amount of Mr. Mackenzie's first bond to 
me, which falls due to-morrow." 

" But my father has not such a sum in his possession." 

" I am well aware he has not." 

" Then you will grant som^ delay. Sir ? yon will wait 
for the gathering in the crops ?" 

" I have full right to sell the whole plantation to- 
morrow." 

" But you will not avail yourself of your right ?" said 
the terror-stmck Mary. 

" It is you who are to decide ; it rests wholly with you." 

Before the dreadful meaning in his face, the eyes of 
the young girl fell, and a chill struck to her very heart. 

" I have spoken too plainly to have been roisunder- 
•tood," continued the planter. "Miss Mackenzie, I 
love you; be mine, and the tranquillity of your father is 
secured ; he is safe. You know I am rich ; my whole 
fortune shall be yours; money, equipages, slaves, I will 
leave at your disposal. All that you desire shall be 
accomplished ; all that you command shall be done. We 
will remain in Alabama or leave it, just as you please. 
Your will shall be law for me and for all. Reject me 
not. Miss Mackenzie, for I will seek my happiness only 
in making you happy." 

As she uttered these words, Jackson attempted to take 
the hand of the young American, but recoiling from his 
touch, she exclaimed, " It is impossible. Sir I impossible. 
I am the affianced wife of Hamilton, and his only can 
I be?" 

" Beware Madam. Remember that Hamilton is utterly 
unable to extricate Mr. Mackenzie from his present most 
perilous situation." 

" Heavenly Father ! have pity on me ! Money ! 
Money 1 " cried the half-distracted Mary. 

"Ah! I am glad that at last you are beginning to 
feel the value of it." 

"Oh, Sir," resumed she, clasping her hands implor- 
ingly, "be generous; recollect that you have been for 
ten years the friend of my father." 

" You have been his daughter for eighteen years, and 
yet you refuse to save him. Why should a stranger be 
expected to shew more disinterested devoteduess than his 
child ? " 

Take pity on me. Sir ! " 

No, noi Miss Mackenzie; your prayers are vain. 
And now, once for all I tell you I will have recou-^se to 
any thing that will give you to me, were. I even to sell the 
very bed from under your father." 

" You will not, you cannot, be so cruel." 

" It rests with you to decide." 

" Oh, Sir ; do not attach to ycur compassion a price 
which cannot be paid. Make me not the cause of my 
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father's ruin You are rich ; you can afford to watt. 
Ala!t ! you will not have long to wait. But spare the last 
moments of a dying man 1 I implore it of you, Mr. 
Jackson. Promise me, — only promise me." 

Mary, forgetting her antipathy in her terror, had at 
this moment approached the planter, taken both his 
hands, and almost on her knees, with her head thrown 
back, was pressing them to her bosom, when suddenly 
lifting her in his arms he drew her to him. 

" Yes ! yes, I promise you. Only say that you wiU be 
mine. Oh Mary, you dream not how I adore you ! For 
months I have followed you, when you little knew that I 
was near. Often as you walked through the rice planta- 
tions, I thought of carrying you off, and fiying with you 
into the desert. But no ! I would not use violence with 
you ; I wish to owe it all to love. Mary ; you must love 
me. Yes, 1 would have you love — ^but beware how you 
drive me to distraction." 

There was so much of tnenace and fury in this pas- 
sionate address, that had Mary no other reason, she 
might well have shrunk in alarm from such a declaration 
of love. Vainly did she struggle to disengage herself 
from him, but he still forcibly detained her in his arms, 
as he continued, " Do not refuse to be mine. Hear me. 
You fear perhaps that you will fin^ a rival Qt White 
Crown, but it will not be so. Since I loved you 1 detest, 
I loathe that woman. I give her up to you to deal 
with according to your pleasure. Should the sight of her 
be displeasing to you, I will banish both her and her 
children. I have only to offer them to the next slave 
owner, who will be too glad to get them." 

Disgust and horror gave Mary strength; she broke 
from his grasp, exclaiming, " Sell your children I Hor- 
rible! hoirible!" 

" I love you, and you only.* 
Leave me. Sir." 
No ! you shall lislen to me.' 
Leave me, monster ; you strike me with horror.' 

The planter turned pale. " Monster," repeated he. 
And as the young girl was still recoiling, he cried, " And 
does my love only inspire horror. Now then, it only 
remains for me to show you that well 1 know how to 
deserve such feeling. Go to your father and tell him to 
get up at once, for the bed upon which he lies belongs to 
me. All here is mine, even the very air which you 
breathe. You are but beggars, living upon my bounty 
for the last ten years 1***1 will not be despised 
with impunity. * * * | strike you with horror, 
forsooth ? Bid adieu then, to all that surrounds you, 
for to-morrow the arm of the law shall drive you hence ; 
to-morrow you shall not be left wherewithal to buy a 
cofi)li for your father." 

While saying this, Jackson rudely shook the now 
almost fainting girl. 

" Wretch ! " suddenly cried a voice from behind them. 

Both Mary and the planter turned round at the same 
instant. Mr. Mackenzie was standing near the grapery, 
still holding in his hands some of the branches which he 
had broken in the effort to rise. Pale, gasping for breath, 
and with trembling lip^, he advanced towards Jackson, 
who had remained motionless. Mary rushed to her 
father and clung to him. 

" You thought you had to do only with a child whom it 
was easy to frighten," said he, " but I was there, and I 
heard aU." 

Jackson had by this time recovered from the momen- 
tary surprise. 

" Well," said he coldly ; " and what is your decision ?" 

" I am determined," said he, panting with indignation, 
"to die in the Hospital at Montgomery, rather than 
give my daughter to an Irish outlaw.' 

" I understand. I suppose then you have taken the 
usual precautions, and intend to be a fraudulent bank- 
rupt?" 
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At this instant Mackenzie rushed towards the planter 
with nplifted arm. Jackdon stepped back, and taking out 
a pistol which, like all colonists, he carried concealed 
about his person, he aimed it at Mackenzie ; but death 
had already done his work. The effort which Mackenzie 
had made was too much for him ; he opened his arms as 
if to embrace his child, staggered, and fell. 

*' My father ! my father ! " cried Mary, as she threw 
herself on her knees beside him. 

Mackenzie turned his dimmed gaze upon her, and tried 
to speak, bat his head fell back, and his eyes closed for 
ever. 

Agonizing was the first grief of Mary, though she had 
been long expecting the fatal moment ; she found herself 
now without strength to bear it. We may anticipate the 
loss of a parent, and believe that we are resigned ; but, 
when the blow is struck, when death really comes, we 
discover that our fancied resignation was but hopo in 
disguise. Then too, so long as we see the beloved 
object, we but ill divine what death is ; we understand it 
only when separation from it has taken place. 

Miss Mackenzie experienced this to the utmost; so 
long as she could see her father's body, grief had its 
bounds, and she retained even amid grief, an almost con- 
solatory doubt ; but the coffin once gon3, and the house 
again still, the reality came upon her in all its over- 
whelming certainty ; she felt the void in her life, and at 
last took in the sad truth that she was indeed an orphan. 

The cry that escaped from her at the thought expressed 
fear as well as grief. The threats of Jackson, forgotten 
for a time, recurred to her in all their terrors. She 
looked around, and seeing herself alone without friends, 
without relatives, without a protector, she felt all hope 
vanish from her, like a bark suddenly going down at sea. 

Her uncle's arrival that ni^ht happily relieved her from 
her almost frantic terror of Jackson. Robert Mackenzie, 
whom she had never before seen, was a true descendant ot 
Penn. Serious, grave in his intercourse with men, with 
women and children he was gentle even to tenderness ; 
he had always been subject both in heart and mind, need 
we add in outward life, to the mild yoke of the gospel, 
and though his look was calm, and his utterance slow, 
yet tenderness was in that calm eye, and gentleness in 
the tone of that voice, which well beseemed one who pro- 
fessed to be a follower of him who called his disciples to 
be men of the Beatitudes. After embracing Mary, and 
suffering her for some time to weep unrestrainedly upon 
his bosom, he gently raised her head, and said with 

Saternal solicitude, " It is enough. God permits tears, 
ut he delights in fortitude. Do not think yourself an 
orphan because my brother is no more ; henceforth you 
are mv daughter, and I will cherish you as my youngest- 
bom.'' 

Meanwhile the death of Mr. Mackenzie was soon known 
through Alabama, and his creditors had taken the alarm. 
They now arrived from all quarters to put in their claims. 
Mr. Jackson in his turn presented himself with the docu- 
ments of his enormous demands. It soon appeared that 
Mackenzie had died insolvent, and his brother and the 
planter of the White Crown were appointed by the credi- 
tors to take an inventory of his effects. They divided the 
task between them ; Jackson undertook to look over the 
books and papers of the deceased, Robert Mackenzie to 
take the return of the crops, the land, the slaves, and 
other property thereon. 

Little did Miss Mackenzie dream what the inventory 
would include. 

III. 

The task of the uncle and Jackson lasted for a week, 
during which Mary did not leave her room, in order that 
bhe might not encounter the planter. These hours passed 
in retirement, however, seemed to calm her fears. Society 
may divert the mind for a time from the cares which press 



upon it, but that relief which depends upon others is but 
temporary ; as soon as they fail us, the grief returns in 
all its freshness and poignancy. In solitude on tho 
contrary we face our grief, wp, as it were, handle it, we 
become accustomed to it ; it is no longer strange to us, 
and we are consoled, not by having avoided it, but by 
having drained it to the' dregs. Moreover, Mary ex- 
perienced a kind of joy in thinking that she would in a 
short time leave a place in which every thing did but 
recall sad recollections and perpetual terrors. 

At length the inventory was finished, and all the credi- 
tors were assembled to put in their claims, and have the 
report of Mackenzie and Jackson laid before them. 

A meeting of crei^itors at tho house of their debtor is 
always a curious spectacle. There it is that cupidity and 
selfishness are displayed at full length. There the ob- 
server of human nature beholds each turning a glance of 
suspicion upon the other ; hears the cautious question, and 
the guarded and lying answer. Everything is examined, 
the marble of the chimney-piece is felt, the silk in the 
curtains, the name of the maker of the piano is inquired ; 
everything is estimated, everything valued, and each 
marks out for himself the article that he intends to make 
his own. 

Already had the creditors of Mr. Mackenzie thus ex- 
amined everything, when Jackson and Robert Mackenzie 
entered. The latter looked depressed and sad, but tho 
eyes of the former shone with a savage joy. Both sat 
down in front of the meeting, and Robert Maclienzie 
began to read the inventory which he had prepared. 

The ground, the plantations, the crops, the slaves, all 
were valued with scrupulous exactness ; the whole 
amounted to the sum of twenty thousand dollars. 

" Only twenty thousand dollars !" exclaimed several of 
the creditors. 

" Wait ! Have patience !" interrupted some of the 
others. " Perhaps Mr. Jackson has discovered amongst 
the paper3 something available." 

" Nothing, gentlemen." 

A general murmur arose, and reproaches broke out 
upon all sides against the deceased. 

" I had always expected it," said a fat Dutchman, who 
had grown rich in the slave-trade; "he was in corres- 
pondence with the Colonization Society, a concealed 
abolitionist." 

" He voted against Irelist I" added a dabbler in elec- 
tions. 

" A man wholly devoid of religion ; he has music in 
his house constantly, enough to scandalize any one," said 
a reverend supporter of one of the greatest iniquities that 
ever disgraced humanity. 

And the cry of reprobation was gradually increasing. 

" We shall then be at the loss of a third !" 

" You need lose nothing, gentlemen," said Jackson ; 
" Mr. Robert Mackenzie has not given in a faithful inven- 
tory of tho effects of his brother; he has forgotten a most 
important item." 

"What can it be? Knowingly I have omitted no- 
thing." 

" You have not set down his daughter 1" 

There was a murmur of surprise, and each one looked 
at the other. 

" What do you mean ?" said Robert, " I do not under- 
stand you." 

"I hope to make myself understood. Sir. These 
documents which I found amongst Mr. Mackenzie's 
papers, prove that the woman whom he married twenty 
years ago in Louisiana was of negro race. Now as by 
our laws the children follow the fortunes of the mother; 
Miss Mary Mackenzie, the daughter of a slave, is a slave 
herself, and as such belongs to the effects which ought 
to be delivered to the creditors." 

" It is not possible," said Robert Mackenzie, " show 
me the papers. Sir. 
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" Here they are." The uncle was requested to read 
them to the meetini;^. It appeared from these docu- 
ments that Mr. Mackenzie had taken some steps for the 
manumission of Mary's motlier, but the necessary pro- 
ceedings having been interrupted first by his leaving 
Louisiana, and afterwards by the death of his wife^ the 
legal act had never been performed. The proofs were, 
alas ! in every respect too clear. 

Robert Mackenzie remained for some moments motion- 
less and silent. 

" I trust, Sir, you are now convinced," said Jackson, 
sarcastically, and as the old man, utterly overwhelmed, 
still remained silent, he continued, " I hope Mr. Robert 
Mackenzie is now convinced that his duty as an executor 
requires him to add his nieco to the inventory." 

" Hear me," said he, rising as he spoke, "I have pothing 
to oppose to your law. I know it is the law, vile and ini- 
quitous as it is, I only ask to be allowed to ransom the 
daughter of my brother. I am poor, and have six 
children, but in default of other heritage they are secure 
of Uberty at least. I am willing to pay for Miss Mack- 
enzie the price of the most robust slave in Alabama, and 
'. you will admit, in your vile, your horrible valuation of 
I human beings, like cattle for the shambles ; you will ad- 
' mit that this is a high price for a weak girl who would 
be of little woilh in the market for house or field labour." 

" But the young girl is handsome," said one of the 
creditors, " and there would be no lack of bidders." 

"Horrible; horrible 1" said Mackenzie. 

" It is easy to see that you do not belong to the South, 
you are so squeamish," said the Dutchman, laughing, 
" however, it is not the habit either to sell or buy a pig 
in a bag. Where is the quadroon ? Let her be paraded, 
and we can value her exactly." 

'* You are quite right," was re-echoed on all sides, 
" let us see the girl ; let her be sent for immediately." 

In vain did Mr. Mackenzie object; they would not 
listen to him, and finding further resistance useless and 
dreading that some one else would be sent for Mary, he 
left the room on his dreadful errand. 

He found her engaged in watering some flowers ; she 
faintly smiled when she saw her kind uncle, but she was 
instantly struck with his paleness, and cried in alarm, 
" What is the matter, dear uncle?" 

He had neither the time nor the presence of mind 
necessary to soften his tidings. He told her abruptly, 
and without preparation ; Mary stirred not, no word, no 
tear, no cry escaped her. For one moment her uncle 
doubted whether she had understood him; but one 
glance at her face was enough ; never before had he be- 
held human grief, never before seen the look of anguish. 
The old man burst into tears, and catching her to his 
bosom, cried, " Fear not, my poor child, at any cost I 
wUl rescue you." But Mary, on the instant with that 
rapid intuition which danger gives, saw that there was 
no hope of escape, that the mighty sum was inevitable 
ruin and it was with the calmness of a condemned wretch 
about to ascend the scaffold that she told her unde she 
was ready to follow him. 

Meanwhile the creditors were impatiently waiting; 
and at last thinking the uncle's absence immeasurably 
prolonged, some of the most suspicious amongst them 
began to be uneasy. 

" What if he should let the girl escape I" 

" No," answered the Dutchman, who had half-opened 
the door, " here she comes." 

And Mackenzie appeared holding his niece by the 
hand. Such paleness was on that young brow, such deep, 
.such settled woe in t^t young face, that the most cruel 
eye amongst theny quailed for a moment before what 
they instinctively felt was the calmness of desperation, 
and they involuntarily drew back. 

" I bring you your slave," said the old colonist, with 
indignant bitterness. " Since human beii^, with ^ols 



which are the emanation g( the Deity himself, are with 
you things to be bought and sold, to be bequ^hed and 
inherited, you have but to name t)ie price t am to pay."' 

" This is a first-rate article," muttered the Dutchman, 
under his voice. 

" Put a price upon it then. Sir." 

The, creditors urging the same request, the slave-mer- 
chant approached Mary, and after a minute inspectipn, 
her consciousness of which being only evinced by pne 
convulsive thrill through her whole fran>e, he said, ''t 
think she might well fetch two thousand dollars." 

" I will give three thousand," returned Mackenzie. 

The creditors now stopped to consult upon this o^er, 
when Jackson, who had been watching narrowly, but 
silently, the whole proceedings, came forward, and coolly 
said, " I bid six thousand duUars." 

At the sound of that voice, Mary involuntarily drew 
closer to her uncle, but gave no indication of surprise. 
She seemed prepared for it all. 

" Seven thousand dollars," said Mackenzie. 

"Eight thousand." 

" Nine thousand." 

" Ten thousand." 

Mackenzie hesitated ; he remembered that ten thou- 
sand dollars was more than the half of what he could 
leave to his children. " Sir," said he to Jackson, " I 
know that you have more gold at your disposal than I 
have, but take pity on my poverty. I am not bidding 
against you merely in opposition, it is but a duty I am 
discharging. Do not, oh do not take this child from 
me ; she is my brother's daughter, and I have pledged 
myself to be a father to her. In the name of the God 
of the orphan do not take her from me." 

The old man's voice trembled, and tears were in his 
eyes, but not the less audibly, the less distinctly 4id he 
cry, " I will give twelve thousand dollars." 

"Fifteen thousand," said Jackson, as coolly as be- 
fore. 

" My brother owes twenty thousand dollars," said 
Mackenzie. " Well, I undertake to pay aU within the 
year." 

" I will pay them on the instant I" returned Jackson, 
throwing upon the table the twenty thousand dollars in 
bank notes. 

At this eight the creditors crowded around him. 

" It is a settled matter," cried the Dutchman, "the 
notes are ours— rthe girl is yours." 

Mr. Mackenzie fell back into a chair, and covered his 
face with both hands. The creditors retired into 90^ 
adjoining room to adjust their several claims, and Mary 
and her uncle were left alone. She was still standing by 
the window^ where she had been placed on her first enter- 
ing the room. She neither moved nor spoke, but her eye 
seemed at times to fix upon the waters of the Alabama 
as it flowed beneath, and then to wander round the room, 
apparently, howeyer, without taking cognizance of any 
object till it fell upon a woman's picture on the wall 
opposite to her, and then at last words came. "My 
mother 1 blessed be God that he took thee first ; thou 
hast not lived to see thy daughter sold; and now thou^ 
free indeed, and for ever !" 

The sound of her voice brought her imcle to l^er ^de« 
"MaryT'saidhe. 

" I knew that it would be so, dear unde, that it miut 
be so. You were not rich enough to save me. But do 
not grieve. Remember your own words, ' God permits 
tears, but he delights in courage.' Tear^ I haveii^tj 
courage alone remains for me. I have but one request to 
make — ^it is my last prayer,'* and the hitherto calm but 
hollow voice seemed now choked by the pent up agpny. 
" Hamilton is now at Boston, full of hope. At t>his v^ry 
moment perhaps he is fixing the time for our heiog united 
for ever. I fear for him when he shall hear my fatie. 
Let not the tidiagp h^ conveyed to him by a stronger. 
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Promise me, uncle, that yoa will yourself break it to him 
—promise me that you will watek over lib despair and 
eomfort him." 

" You have my promise, and religiovsly will I perform 
It," said Mackenzie, sobbing convulsively. 

A silence ensued, broken only by the hurried breathing 
of the young girl. And now the door opened, and Jack- 
son appeareid. "Mr. Mackenzie, I am authorized by 
your brother's creditors to hand you, for them and for 
myself, a receipt in full, discharging all claims upon the 
deceased.'' The old man mechanically took the paper, 
and stood as if in a stupor. "And now/' continued 
Jackson, " the young lady has but to follow lier new 
master, and to thank his love for bidding so f ^nritedly 
that flhe is spared the standing for hours in the slave- 
market." And as he spoke he made a motien, as if to 
throw his a^m around her. 

With a cry — ^the utterance of her soul's migiity anguish 
— ehe broke from his polluting grasp, and, rushing to the 
window, flung herself into the Alabama, and the deep 
waters closed over her for ever. 

Has not that cry entered into the ears of the Lord 
of Sabaoth ? Does not the voice of that blood cry for the 
annihilation of a system which had thus driven its victim 
to despair and self-destruction ? 



A THOUGHT IN TRC MORNING. 

It has been observed, with much significance, that 
every morning we enter on a new day, carrying a still 
unknown fitiurt in its bosom. How pregnant and stir- 
ring the reflection ! when we nse in the morning, we 
may remark, "Thoughts may be bom to day, which will 
never die ; feelings may be awakened to day, which will 
never be extinguished; hopes may be excited to day, 
whidi will never expire $ acts may be performed to day, the 
consequences of which may be realized during eternity.^ 
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JOSS STICKS. 

The most ordinary joss sticks are about as large as 
macaroni stems ; they are made of sawdust and a kind 
of gum mixed together, and run in moulds. Some are 
perfumed and coloured, and their various sizes are suited 
to different tastes. They bum slowly, like pastiles, being 
Ignited at one end, and continue lighted down to the last 
shred of sawdust. They are manufactured so cheaply, 
that a handful may be had without asking, and a heavy 
load for a few cents, yet so vast is the consumption, that 
minions upon millions of dollars are expended annually 
for their purchase. Throughout the length and breadth 
of the vast empire ; through cities and villages ; in enor- 
mous temples, and solitary road-side shrines ; in districts 
where the eye can reach over leagues of green culture, 
uid on barren crags by the salt sea; in the labyrinthine 
jpalace of the monarch, and in the hut of the beggar ; in 
the tenements of the living, and by the tombs of the dea^, 
appear the silent but everlasting signs of adoration." — 
T^anrfe Canton Chinese, 

ONE ItfFBCT or A. BOOK- 

We hftve often observed, and felt how an engaging 
Tolame tranquillizes the miftd» espeoially after circum- 
■tanoes of solicitude and tria\, just as though a ministering 
angel had come down from heaven to calm the ruffled and 
perturbed spirit. After any trouble, we say, to compose 
ilie mind, " Give us a book, a book." 

TRS StrPBRIORITV OF BDVCATION TO IGNORANCB. 

An educated and nicely cultured mind, in any work of 
utility and general benevolence, will be productive of 
more good than an uneducated and undisciplined mind 
under the same, or similar circumstances, just as a well 
cultivated garden, under the same genial and summary 
influences, will be more fertile than a rude, uncultured 
heath. The one vrill bear flowers and fruits^ the other 
only thistles and useless weeds. 
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Bright eyes may wesa a less fbnd beurt 

ThsQ mine from whst it feigns to Iovp, 
Or length of absenee mny impart 

ForgetfnlneM to those that rore ; 
Bat if 'mid calm retreats I be, 

Or in the eity's tumult dwell, 
No scene shall wean my heart from thee, 

Bdored and dearest, far* thee well ! 

ril bless thee when the golden besjn 
From eastern skies the earth illumes ; 

And when the moon with silver gleam 
On ebon throne her sway assumes ; 

Along sequestered paths I'll stroll 
Where nightingales their love-songs tell. 

Joining the breathings of mj soul- 
Beloved and dearest, fore tfaeo well ! 

And if the busy haunts of men 

Preclude my feet from wandering forth 
Mid scenes congenial,— then my pen 

Shall paint thy beauty and thy worth ; 
Bemembering how I am beloved 

Will shadows from the time dispr I : 
With thee in heart, though far removed, 

Beloved and dearest, fare thee well ! 

H. F. LoTT. 



PROGRESS OF READING. 

The efforts made by the working classes to establish libra- 
ries of late years, and the extent to which they have sup- 
ported those which have been established for them, aflbrd 
gratifying indications of the progress of a sound literary 
taste, and the increasing desire for intellectual improve- 
ment, among that important body of the population. 

Mechanic? Institutes have done much good in this 
respect ; but it must be confessed, at the same time, that 
the patronizing manner in which those institutions have 
generally been conducted, have, to a considerable degree, 
limited their usefulness, and deterred the real working 
classes from joining them in any considerable numbers. 
The machinery of those societies is fltted more for the 
middle than the working class; they may in frict be 
regarded as for the most part middle class institutions ; 
managed, supported, and attended by merchants, shop- 
keepers, clerks, and young men engaged in business, — 
and only a very few of them are in spirit what they pro- 
fess to be in name, — namely, Meehanict^ Institutes. 

Hence, the working classes generally have taken com- 
paratively little interest in them ; and, of late years, 
they have been engaged, in most towns, in founding and 
promoting institutions of their own, under the names of 
Mutual Improvement Societies, Operatives' Libraries, 
Franklin Clubs, Instruction Societies, and such like. 
The Odd Fellows, a large and influential body of work- 
ing men, have also recently founded libraries in several 
towns, such as Leeds, Birmingham, and Bradford, and 
many other places, and their books are in great de- 
mand. An operative library was founded at Nottingham 
in the following way : — Several operatives seceded from 
the Artisans' Library there, because they could not got 
such books on politicid and religious subjects as they 
wished to read. They " clubbed " togetiier and bought 
" Hewitt's History of Priestcraft/' and that wasllie be- 
ginning of the Operatives' Library in Nottingham. 

Mr. George Dawson, William Lovett, and others, in 
their evidence before the Select Committee on Public 
Libraries, gave some interesting information relative to 
the progress of good taste among the working class, 
and the growing demand for a better sort of literary 
aliment. Mr. Dawson says, that " in regard to novels, 
which form the majority of books taken out of these 
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Ubrarieaj the proportion is diminishing and the pro- 
portion of historical and philosophical works taken 
out is increasing. The novels, in some libraries, are in 
the minority. All Dohn's series of historical works 
are very much read. Froi^art's Chronicles is a work 
in great demand, and very popular; and latterly the 
republication of the old Saxon Chronicle3. The increase 
of reading is very marked indeed ; there is a decrease, I 
think, says he, of that turbulent spirit, which I consider 
to be owing to ignorance ; I have always found, that when 
the people read most they are the least open to be played 
upon by mere appeals to feelings. There is, it is true, a 
great deal of trash published in the shape of cheap tales 
of horror, which is read mostly by the younger and lower 
class of readers ; but after they have learned to read and 
write well, they rise by degrees in tite cLaracior of the 
books they read, and the trash sinks down to the lowest 
readers generally. Some of the most intelligent and best- 
read men in Birmingham are working men : I could 
produce five or six working men whom I should be happy 
to have examined against almost any cf the middle classes 
in the place. They are men who have wrestled it out on 
Bcientitic subjects, history, politic?, and literature gene- 
rally. Shakspcre is known by heart almost. I could 
produce men who could be cross-examined upun any play. 
In Manchester there is a large class of operative natu- 
ralists, and a curious set of botanists. Of late years, in 
some places, popular lectures have been given on botany, 
and excursions made sometimes by working men : they go 
out, six or seven together, with a teacher and take a day's 
ramble in the summer for botanical or entomological pur- 
poses. In the SfafTjrdshire ooal district they are setting 
up libraries and in^^titutions in every village ahnost; but 
up to very lately the; have been rather a neglected popu- 
lation. Three prizes were lately gained by three working 
men at Birmingham, whom I know well. The essays were 
really well written ; their fault is the fault which gene- 
rally those people have at first, that is, more words 
than thoughts ; they want shaking a little, to let the 
words drop out." One consequence of this improved 
literary taste of the people is, that " the character of 
their amusements has changed. Bull-baiting and dog- 
fighting in Birmingham and the neighbourhood were the 
public favourite sports ; now the bull- baiting has gone 
altogether, and although the dog-fighting does exist, it 
is only among the most ignorant of the people. The 
improved taste of the people themselves has had as much 
to do with the discountenance of those sports as any 
interference by the authorities : they have died out of 
themselves : they have not bnen put down : there has been 
a change in the source and current of the thoughts of 
the people." 

Mr. W. Lovett gives equally gratifying evidence of the 
same kind of improvement among the people of the me- 
tropolis. He says, " I have witnesjed a very decided im- 
provement intellectually and socially, especially among the 
working classes of London, during the last twenty-eight 
years. In the first place, they are not so drunken and 
dissipated in their habits as they formerly were, which 
beneficial change I attribute principally to the great in- 
crease of coffee-houses and reading-rooms. Then, the 
increase of cheap books and periodical publications has 
been of great service. You may now go into the coffee 
rooms of London, and see great numbers of the working 
classes reading. I am told that somewhere about 500 
of them have libraries connected with them : some of 
their libraries have as many as 2,000 volumes. The 
proprietors of &ome of these coffee-shops expend hundreds 
of pounds a year in the purchase of periodicals, news- 
papers and books. I may mention further, as regards 
tho improvement of the working classes, that they are 
not so eager after brutal sports and pastimes us they were 
when I came to London. At that period, you might see 
the working classes of London flocking out into the fields 



on a Sunday morning, or during a holiday, in their dirt 
and dishabille, deciding their contests and challenges by 
pugilistic combats. It was no uncommon thing, at that 
time, on taking a Sunday morning's walk, to see about 
twenty of such fights. Dog-fights and cock-fights were 
equally C3mmon at that time; and what were called 
'free and easies,' and 'cock and hen clubs,' were 
very common among tho working classes. These ' cock 
and hen clubs' were meetings of males and females 
together at a public house, where they. heard songs sung; 
indeed, they were in some instances attended with every 
species of debauchery. Now they have singing, and 
something that may be called * free and easies ' at 
public houses; but, they are comparatively few, and 
these confined to the lowest classes. And in the work- 
shop too, a great improvement has taken place among 
the working classes; their footings, fines, and drinkinar 
bouts are now almost done away with. The working 
classes have, within the period that I refer to, become to 
a great extent, a more reading and thinking class than 
they formerly were." 

Another indication of progress is the formation of 
ragged school libraries in tho metropolis. One of these 
has been established in Marylebone, where there is a 
reading-room for the accomodation of those who chooso 
to attend. Mr. J. Imray, the superintendent, says, that 
*' those who have attended, have read the books with the 
greatest quietness and attention. Sometimes as many as 
100 persons attend, principally men between the ages 
of sixteen and thirty -five. The chief want is books, the 
number of volumes being very limited. Possibly they 
enter the rooms at first, because of having a comfortable 
place to sit down in ; but so soon as they have began to 
read, they get interested in the books, and return .for the 
purpose of renevii.ig their acquaintance with them." 
Works on emigration are very much in demand in these 
rooms. Most of the men who go there have no homes of 
their own to go to— they are a rough, wild set, but the 
process of reading seems gradually to civilize them. Mr. 
Imray states that he has known men of from twenty to 
thirty, who, when they first came, smoked their pipes in 
the school-room, overturned the forms, and did all kinds 
of mischief ; but, they soon became perfectly quiet and 
orderly, and dressed better : " instead of rags, they come 
with whole clothes, (though still of the poorest kind.) 
and they sit down in the library with the greatest quiet- 
ness and decorum, and read the books. Many men, 
having wives and families, begin by frequenting the 
schools to learn to read: they see that their friends 
who come to the library evince the possession of infor- 
mation, which they themselves do not possess, and they 
naturally feel anxious to read : they come to the schooU 
and learn to read, and then they fV-equent the library." 
Another gratifying fact is mentioned by Mr. Imray, that 
when the people have once acquired a taste for readings 
good books, they do not again return to the perusal of 
publications of the lower class. 

Popular libraries have also been making satisfactory 
progress in Scotland, where there is a population taught 
in childhood to read, to begin with ; the great obstacle 
to reading in England being the fact of the uneducated 
stato of Che population. For instance, in the district 
of Wigan, in Lancashire, out of every hundred men 
married in the year 1846, fifty-six signed their names 
with a mark ; and out of every hundred women, not 
fewer than eighty-three signed in the same way. In 
Scotland, however, the poorest classes havo the benefit 
of a national system of school education; which, although 
imperfect, has at all events greatly facilitated the intel- 
lectual culture of the people, and created a strong public 
opinion in that country in favour of all methods of freely^ 
imparting knowledge. What are called Itinerating 
Libraries have long been established in Scotland; ia 
some countries there are free libraries established ia 
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every town and village, and a free library attached to 
nearly every Bchool. In many of the larger towns 
public libraries have been formed, which are easily acces- 
sible to all ranks of the people, the humblest apprentice 
being enabled to participate in their benefits. The 
public library of Peebles is an instance of such an 
iustitution : it contains 730 volumes, and is largely 
frequented by young men. Mr. Bathgate, its secre- 
tary, says, *'It is impossible to estimate the benefit 
which will ultimately accrue to the population from 
the library. There are several young men, of 
humble parents, who are educating themselves as stu- 
dents of divinity, and as teachers, to whom such a re> 
pository of historical works and £,eneral literature must 
he of great service in prosecuting their studies privately. 
The establishment of a public library in a country dis- 
trict affords the means of self-instruction to such as are 
desirous to rise from the condition in which they may 
he originally placed. It affords the means also of en- 
couraging a taste for reading, and thereby weaning the 
young men from many of the destructive pursuits in 
which, if left unoccupied in their leisure moments, they 
are too apt to be engaged. Their morals are improved, 
and they again re-act on their families and the society of 
the place generally, with a salutary effect. The young 
men who have acquired the habit of reading, feel the 
desire strengthened by exercise, and are nev^r found 
within the tavern, or engaged in any of its debasing 
concomitants which lead to illegitimacy, and often to 
crime. 

Next to a system of secular education which should 
meet the necessities of all classes of the population, we 
do not know of any institutions that would be productive 
of greatnr natural good than the general establishment 
throughout the kingdom, of city, town, and district libra- 
ries; and we should accordingly hail with profound 
gratification any net of the Legislature which would have 
the effect of establishing such valuable institutions. 
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A FEAST OR A FAMINE. 

** Fine times you have here! Is it always this way?" 
inquired a sprightly young turkey, one of a flock which, 
jnst purchased by the lady of the house, had been sent 
round to make themselves at home at the barn-door. 
Her question was addressed to a consequent iai-looking, 
middle-aged turkey-cock, with a grand aquiline nose, a 
raby-colca*ed face, Lnd a swelling chest, who being an 
old occupant of the place, had set himself to do the 
honours to the new arrivals with a show of politeness and 
hospitality very unusual amongst his quarrelsome tribe. 
This was partly to be accounted for, by the bustle and 
and plenty going forward at the time ; a large thrashing 
machine being at full work inside the barn, the noise of 
which silenced even those garrulous birds; while from 
the wide open door issued a shower of chaff", with its due 
proportion of grain, more than suflScient to satisfy the 
appetites of the party, though it had been twice as 
numerous. 

We may imagine what an exciting and gratifying scene 
ft most have been to the new comers ; these, accustomed 
to the scanty supply afforded by a quiet pair of flails in 
a small country bam, now fancying they had reached a 
land of unfailing abundance, cackled incessantly as they 
hopped to and fro in a whirl of delight. 

** Mother, mother, do come here ! " cried the above- 
mentioned youngster, who, from her lively conceit, had 
got the name of Merrytail from her companions, "just 
look at this heap, with scarcely anything but com : such 
plenty to be sure! It never rains but it pours." And 
glancing at the old turkey-cock as she thus deverly 






applied the proverb, she accepted the fit of laughter, 
which made his red face grow purple, as a tribute to her 
wit, and quite giddy with joy, jumped in and out between 
the legs of the old horses that were turning the machine, 
with a degree of excitement which quite alarmed her 
mother, and made the turkey-cock chuckle more slily 
than ever. At last, full to the brim, and fairly worn out 
with her exertions, she nestled herself to sleep beside her 
mother's wing, rather lulled than aroused by some mono- 
tonous remarks, which the more sedate and experienced 
members of the, flock were making on the changes of 
fortune, and the uncertainty of worldly affairs. 

But nothing in their situation, for many a day, seemed 
to verify such remarks : and very irksome, stupid, and 
vulgar, in Miss Merrytail's opinion, were her mother's 
lingering regrets and allusions to their former home, 
where their highest enjoyment from day to day was to 
bask on a dunghill, or find themselves disturbed even 
there by the necessity of providing their own livelihood, 
to make up for the short allowance obtained from the 
scatterings of the flail; and very impatiently would she 
turn away from the old hen's grateful recollections of the 
kind master shaking out his sieve for them in the morning 
after feeding hib horses, and of the rosy children that 
watched them since they broke their shells, and wept 
when they were sent away. 

*' My dear Sir," she would exclaim to her new friend, 
" do not be led away by those romantic descriptions ; 
there is no comparison between the two places: the 
variety, the life, the plenty, of this fine farm yard, where 
every one may help himself and please himself without 
check or control ; and that tiresome place we came 
from, where from one end of the year to the other the 
flail never stopped; different, indeed, from this merry- 
go-round. I could dance to its music ! " In and out 
again she hopped between the old blind horse*d legs : 
this time, however, oae of them resenting the liberty 
with a half lazy kick sent her back to her companions, 
to her infinite mortification, as the turkey-cock tur- 
ned red, blue, and almost black in the face, in his 
polite efforts to smother the laughter produced by her 
upset. 

Thiu swimmingly matters proceeded for a fortnight, at 
least, until the last stack being housed, and a great heap 
of corn thrashed out in this wholesale manner, the timo 
came for shifting it into bags and sending it off to tho 
market. Better times than ever — no cht^ at all now—- 
nothing but pure grain falling, falling into their very 
eyes as it spilled over the mouths of the sacks, until 
at last fully gorged, they were fain to lie quiet, and even 
feel thankful to their neighbours the pigs, that now 
greedily removed the remains of temptation from their 
sight. 

.They had stuffed themselves so full that they literally 
wanted nothing for the two following days, and as the 
weather turned out rather wet, they thought it just as 
wise to remain comfortably on their perches under tho 
shed : but the sun shining out gaily the next morning. 
Miss Merrytail especially thought it better to get up and 
look for some fun ; so, incited by her example, they all 
sallied out. What a sight met their eyes ! The late 
busy barn — that scene of bustle, noise, and plenty — was 
silent as the grave ; one lingering horse and car just 
moving off, the last of a file engaged all the morning and 
the previous day in clearing away the refuse, now ren- 
dered by the rain good for nothing but the dnnghill : and 
instead of the soft bed of chaff with its hidden treasures of 
grain, nothing bnt the cold bare ))avement now re- 
mained to receive the onre again hungry flock. 

It must be confessed Miss Merrytail looked ra'her 
disconcerted, though affectinfl: to put a good face on tho 
matter; she did not care very much to go near her 
mother, who might have taken the opportunity to lower 
her plumes; but sidling up to her old liiend, the turkey- 
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cock, she remarked, with rather an off-hand air, " Of 
course the master will presently come round to give us 
our breakfast: it is better than nothing, though not 
to be compared to the pleasure of picking and choosing 
for ourselves." 

"The master, my dear," replied the old gentleman, 
drily, " I rather think has something to mind beside us, 
at least I never saw his tkce.** 

"Then who is to attend to us?*' inquired the young 
turkey, in rather an affronted tone, " We surely cannot 
be expected to stay here on the stones." 

" Oh, dou't fear, you shall receive attention enough 
at the proper time," answered the old cock, and some- 
thing in his tone made her fear to question him farther, 
though her curiosity was still more highly excited by 
the approach of the red-armed cook in company with a 
boy, both evidently making them tlieir object as they 
advanced straight across the yard. As the pair eyed the 
flock one by one with a scrutinizing glance. Miss Merry- 
tail immediately endeavoured to attract particular notice 
to herself, by ruffling her feathers, dipping her head up 
and down, and trying to look as smart and pretty as she 
could. Had her mother been near, she would have 
prompted a different line of conduct ; but the old cock 
chuckled so discordantly, that he quite startled her 
nerves; and dropping her late swelling plumes, she 
looked drooping and lank in a moment, frhich answered 
the purpose as well as if she had received all the cautions 
in the world. 

"Those four will do!" exclaimed the red-armed eoOk, 
seizing the stated number, somewhat roughly, and pin- 
ioning them quickly, two under each arm — Merrytail 
remarked they were the very finest and fattest of the 
flock — herself excepted. However, as they were none 
of her particular friends, she did not feel much anxiety, 
but waited with rather keener interest to know what was 
to be done with herself; but apparently she was not 
deemed worthy of particular notice, the cook merely 
looking over her shoulder as she turned away, saying, 
carelessly, " Turn the rest out into the stubble-field." 

Very indignant was Miss Merrytail ; though her mother 
came up, joyfully exclaiming, "The stubble-field! how 
my heart warms at the sound of the name! many a pleasant 
day after harvest have we spent roaming in the stubbles 
at home : long before you were bom, child, when I was 
just such another as yourself; ah ! that was liberty, and 
plenty, and enjoyment indeed." 

But Merrytail was determined not to see with her 
mother's eyes in any way; her oM-fashioned notions 
were quite unsuited to her : so, drawing up her wings 
with Somewhat of the air with which a fine lady wraps 
her shawl, she turned away shivering, half muttering to 
herself, " It is long before my heart could warm to ban- 
ishment like that." 

Arriving at the stubble-field, however, they found it 
quite an animating scene; and Merrytail's conscience 
told her that for once her mother had been right ; there 
was even more liveliness, and nearly as much plenty as 
had been at the barn-door : horses, ploughs, men, hard 
at work; pigs, sheep, even the donkey, regaling them- 
selves ; with the additional improvement of pretty groups 
of trees, and a bright running stream ; though this, in- 
deed, except bs a point of scenery, was of no great value 
to the turkeys. But Merrytail thought on the whole 
nothing could be more enchanting, aud glanced towards 
her mother every now and then, expecting to hear her 
ask, " Now who was right ?" To her infinite surprise, 
however, the old lady looked more dejected than ever , 
and at last, as usual, unable to restrain her curiosity. 
Miss Merrytail drew near, requesting to know the cause. 

But her purpose was firustrsted by an encounter with 
the old turkey-cock, who came up gallantly to congratu* 
late her on the improvement in her prospects since the 
morning. Immediately all the conceit retior&edi and 



with a toss of the head, as if she never had expected any 
thing else, she replied, " Of course there was no risk of 
our not being taken care of, though my poor mother, 
who can never forget her old predilections, looks as woe- 
begone as if we were still on the old farm stint." 

'* Yon are fond of proverbs. Miss Merrytail," replied 
her companion, with a complimentary air, "did yoa 
ever hear that, 'the more the merrier; but the left the 
better fare.' Perhaps your good mother remembers 
that, in the midst of the lively scenes which afford yoa 
such pleasure." 

Merrytail vouchsafed no answer to this hint, but 
walking away, amused herself for the remainder of that 
day, and the two or three following, in exploring the 
river's bank, varying her somewhat abundant meals with 
the blackberries which grew in profusion by the side of 
the stream : but when weary of this occupation, she again 
sought her companions, she found their number dimin- 
ished by at least a dozen, and the red-armed cook 
in the very act of seizing on two couples more, remarking 
at the same time to her young attendlmt, "The field 
will be soon all turned up, and between the cattle and 
the fowl much hasn't gone to waste; 'tis pretty bare 
now, so we must hasten and manage those before thty 
fall away." 

Time enough, the ploughs had advanced within a few 
yards of the edge of the f^nce, leaving the rest of the field 
reduced, and only fit for the crows ; the pigs, sheep, and 
donkey, were gone, and the fbw remaining turkeys 
huddled disconsolately under the hedge, scpined as if tiiey 
were only waiting for marching orders too. 

" What a change ! What's to come next? Where are 
all our friends ?" enquired Merrytail, of the rest, with 
her usual volubility ; though the depressed looks of the 
party somewhat starred her, and a slight quiver might 
have been detected in her habitually confident tones. 
The old turkey-eock was the only one acquainted with 
the ways of the place ; and as he was no longer in con- 
versational mood, she remained without any information 
for the present ; but when returning to their usual shelter 
for the night, they had to pass by some of the farm 
buildings, he considerately drew her aside, and pausing 
before one door, with a resolute push, set it open, and 
hopped in, with an expressive look inviting his ooa- 
panion to follow. 

There, comfortably lodged all in a row, each in hia 
little boarded chamber, lay the friends from whom sho 
had felt so rudely separated in the morning ; heaps of the 
daintiest fare on wooden platters before them, and as if they 
had been enjoying themselves to the full, all were fast 
asleep. " Oh, happy creatures !" exclaimed the young 
turkey, " why was I left behind ? Did my mother stand 
in the way of my promotion ? Did she prevent my re- 
moval ?" And her eyes actually flashed with indignaHon 
at the thought. 

The old turkey-cock's laugh sounded very sneering and 
disagreeable now, as he replied, " Hush, silly child, your 
mother has no influence here ; follow me." And again 
with pompous steps he led her through the out-houses, 
until at bust they stood beneath a grating to which cho 
had often seen the cook resort. The place was very 
chill, aud had much of a prison air, and Merrytail 
felt uncomfortable, though she could not exactly tell 
why: but without noticing her sensations, her compa- 
nion, in a tone that seemed more sneering than ever, thus 
addressed her : " You are young and active, Miss Merry- 
tail, be so kind as hop up to that grating, and tell me 
what you see." 

Nothing loth where discovery was in question, she took 
a hop and a little flight, and was the next moment at the 
lattice; there her eyes were actually dazzled with the 
prospect that met their view — legs of mutton, jointa of 
oee^ pies, fish, loaves of bread — ib short, all the good 
fire of a well-stodked Christmas larder. But wha^— Wluil 
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is that which suddenly attracts her attention ! She gave 
a second hurried look, and faint and Aiztj, fell backwards 
to the ground, in the last moment of consciousness, 
catching the low chuckle of the turkey-cock, as with 
measured steps he strode by. 

The sight which so much shocked her may' easily be 
guessed ; four of her late companions — relations for 
aught we know — hung there by the heels : their still un- 
plucked feathers revealing their individuality at a glance 
as plainly as when alive. In an instant the truth flashed 
on poor Merrytail's heart — the reason for all the plenty, 
the end of all the sport; and, shocked as much by direful 
anticipations as by the horrid certainty before her eyes, 
she dropped back, as we have toldj almost lifeless on the 
pavement. 

How different did she look the next day, and many a 
day after, nestling close beside her mother's wing, meekly 
turning back to that natural shelter, as if thero only lay 
safety from the impending fate ! How precious seemed 
every word, every moment, when each might be the last ! 
and how little she heeded their now diminished fare, or 
the loneliness that reigned through the deserted field ! 
Again and again their numbers were thinned by four at a 
time; and when reduced to the last, though Merry tail 
was still one of the few, it would have been difficult to re- 
cognise the once sprightly, conceited creature, in the 
drooping, timorous bird that flew off at the sound of a 
footstep, or cowered close boieath the hedge. 

At last the cook's voice was heard one morning as she 
came along her usual path at the other side of the hedge ; 
but this time it was answered in deep manly tones, very 
different from those of the gruff boy, her former compa- 
nion ; and both Merrytail and her mother, now thoroughly 
of one mind, had barely time to exchange a hopeful 
glance, when the cook, accompanied by their former 
master, the farmer, entered the field. 

" So the old hen is still alive : well, my dame will be 
right glad of that : never was there a better, according to 
her account : tell your mistress that she may reckon on 
another flock just as good next year, since she was kind 
enough to order the mother to be spared." 

" For that matter, here's another of the brood," added 
the cook, " as one may say, she's as like as two eggs to 
her mother; if one is good, so ought the other; and if 
she don't lay she's good for nothing else, she's such a 
spent creature now ; so you may juat as well bundle her 
up too." 

"With all my heart," replied the farmer; "two 
are always better than one ; though, as yon say, but for 
her likeness to her mother, this would be hardly worth 
the taking." 

So Merrytail had reason to glory in the resemblance 
she would once have disdained. Instead of feeling it a 
mortification, it from thenceforth became her highest 
boast, though aware that it placed her in a secondary posi- 
tion. The old turkey-cock was left behind ; his claim to 
sympathy too slight to expect much, he still looked 
wistfully after the parting group — ^literally crestfallen — 
neither sneer nor chuckle now. It was Merrytail's turn, 
but her better nature prevailed. She had been too lately 
delivered from misery herself to feel aught but genuine 
compassion when the cook throwing back one of her 
cold-blooded glances, remarked, " He will do to make 
broth." 

And returning to her old home a wiser, though a 
sadder bird, where. In course of time, she became a 
parent, the lesson ehe chiefly dwelt on in instructing 
her young ones, coincided with what we have learned as 
the saying of the wisest — " My son, seek not thou great 
things for thyself." 



BOUSSHOLD DUTIES FOR TOUNG LADIBS. 

I AM sure that some — perhaps most — girls have a 
keener relish of household drudgery than of almost any 



pleasure that could be oflered them. Tliey positively 
like making beds, making fires, laying the cloth, and 
washing up crockery, baking bread, preserving fruit, clear- 
starching, and ironing. And why in the world should 
they not do it ? Why should not the little lady have hA 
little ironing-box and undertake the ironing of the 
pocket-handkerchiefs ? I us6d to do this ; and I am sure 
it gave me a great deal of pleasure, and did me nothing 
but good. On washing and ironing days, in houses of the 
middle class, where all the servants are wanted in the 
wash-house or laundry, why should not the children do 
the service of the day ? It will be a treat to them to lay 
the breai(fast-cloth,and bring up the butter from the cellar, 
and toast the bread ; and, when breakfast is over, to put 
everything in its place again, and wash the china, and 
rub and polish the trays. They may do the same again 
at dinner ; and while the servants are at meals, they may 
carry on the ironing in the laundry. And afterwards, 
there comes that capital exercise of sense and .patience, 
and skill — ^the stocking-darning, which, done propei-ly, 
is a much higher exercise than many people suppose. 
And when visitors come, why should not the girls have 
the chief pleasure which " company" gives to them — the 
making the custards and the tarts, dishing up the fruit, 
and bringing out the best table-linen ? And what little 
girl is there in a market-town who does not like going to 
market with her father or her mother, till she can be 
tru^ited to go by herself ? Does she not like seeing the but- 
cher's cleverness in cutting off what is wanted, and trying 
to guess the weight of joints by the look, and admiring 
the fresh butter, and the array of fowls, and the heap of 
eggs, and the piles of vegetables and fruit ? I believe 
it is no small treat to a girl to jump up early on the 
market-day morning, and reckon on the sight she is going 
to see. The anxiety may be great when she begins to be 
the family purchaser ; but it is a proud office too ; and 
when the first shyness is over, there is much variety 
and pleasantness in it. — Miss Martineai^s Household 
Education, 



Practice in German; adapted for Self Instruction. By 
Falck Lebahn. London : Whittaker and Co. 1849. 

The German language is now a fashionable study. It is 
rich in varied resources ; and the literature of the country 
offers to those who acquire it an exhaustless stream of 
delight, of interest, and of valuable information : but the 
gate to this wide field has hitherto been blocked up by 
the clumsy looking instruction issued from the press. Mr. 
Falck Lebahn, in his " German in One Volume," cleared 
the way, smoothed the road, and, if we may speak meta- 
phorically, bridged all the rivers of diflSculty and obscu- 
rity which arrested the traveller's progress. Thus the 
passage was opened, and the student had nothing to do 
but advance. The same writer has now, however, in his 
" Practice in German," provided the learner with a vehicle 
to carry him a great way forward. By his plaOi the chief 
obstacles to the speedy and complete acquirement of the 
language are removed ; and we may impartially say, that 
whoever is at the pains to study these companion volumes 
with common diligence, will in a short time find himself 
master of no little of the German language. They are 
simple in their plan, admirable in their arrangement, and 
reflect the utmost credit on Mr. Falck Lebahn, whose 
talents are only equalled by his industry. They have 
been warmly eulogized by every portion of the press, 
and fhlly deserve the panegyric which has been bestowed 
on them, as being at once the best planned, and the best 
executed works of instruction which have been prepared 
for the German student. We recommend them to such 
of our readers as may wish to acquire a language now so 
J widely studied, and always so valuable. They will thanJc 
us, we are sure, for this brief note of introductioD. 
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TRY AGAIN. 

King Brace of Scotland flung himself down 

In a lonely mood to think ; 
'TSb true he wm monarch, and wore a crown, 

But hia heart was beginning to aink. 

For he had been trjing to do a great deed, 

To make hi* people glad, 
He had tried and tried, but couldn't succeed. 

And so he became quite sad. 

He flung himself down in low despair, 

As griered as man could be ; 
And after a while as he pondered there, 

" I'll give it aU up," said he. 

Now just at the moment a spider dropp'd. 

With its silken cobweb clue. 
And the king in the midst of his thinking stopped 

To see what the spider would do 

'Twaa a long way up to the ceiling dome, 

And it hung by a rope so fine. 
That how it would get to its cobweb home. 

King Bruce could not divine. 

It soon began to cUng and crawl 

Straight up with strong endeavour, 
But down it came with a slippery apranl, 

As near to the ground as ever. 

Up, up it ran, not a second it stayed, 

To utter the least complaint, 
Till it fell still lower, and there It laid, 

A little diuy and faint. 

Its head grew steady— again it went, 

And travelled a half«yard hiirher, 
'Twas a delicate thread it had to tread. 

And a road where its feet would tire. 

Again it fell and swung below. 

But again it quickly mounted. 
Till up and down, now fast, now slow, 

Nine brave attempts were eountcd. 

•' Sure," cried the King, " that foolish thing 

Will strive no more to climb. 
When it toils so hard to reach and cling. 

And tumbles every time.*' 

But up the insect went once more, 

Ah me, 'tis an anxious minute. 
He's only a foot from hia cobweb door. 

Oh, say will he lose or win it I 

Steadily, steadily, inch by inchj 

Higher and higher he got, 
And a bold little run at the very last pinch 

Put him into his native spot. 

' Bravo, bravo !" the King cried out, 

" All honour to those who trp. 
Hie spider up there defied despair, 
He conquered, and why shouldnH I ?" 

And Bruce of Scotland braced his mind. 

And gossips tell the tale. 
That he tried once more as he tried before. 

And that time did not fail. 

Pay goodly heed, all ye who read. 

And beware of saying, " I can't," 
'Tts a cowardly word, and apt to lead 

To Idleness, Folly, and Want. 

Whenever you find your heart despair 

Of doing some goodly thing, 
Con over this strun, try bravely again, 

And remember the Spider and King I 

Eliza Cook. 



DIAMOND DUST. 

A poem must be either music or tense ; if it is neither, 
it possesses no interest. 

The wretched are great readers of countenances. 

In the natural history of insects, the grub turns into a 
butterfly ; but it often occurs in the natural history of 
man, that the butterfly turns into a grub. 

It is good and elevating to believe that there are men 
who preserve in manhood the boyish bloom of their open- 
hearted teens ; but as it is a rare fortune to meet them, 
let us honour, cherish, and love them, in proportion to 
their scarcity. 

Spcak of yourself as seldom as may be. If yon pnise 
yourself, it is arrogance ; if you dispraise, it is folly. 

Utility is the truest test of exceileoce. 

Patience is power in a man, warning him to rein his 
spirit. 

A house is no home unless it contain food and fire 
for the mind as well as for the body. 

Often from our weaknesses our strongest principles of 
conduct are bom ; and, from the acorn which a breeze 
has wafted, springs the oak which defies the storm. 

True art finds beauty everywhere. 

It is more noble to make yourself great than to be 
bom 80. 

We may safely fix Our esteem on those whom we 
hear some people depreciate. 

Benevolence is allied to few lioes ; selfishness to 
fewer virtues. 

Humility is the low but broad and deep foundation of 
every virtue. 

Every day is a little life, and our whole life is but a 
day repeated. 

Of all straggles, the endeavour to be just is the 
greatest. 

When we arc alone, we have our thoughts to watch ; 
in our families, our tempers ; and in society, our tongues. 

Every time a man breaks a divine law, he adds a 
thorn to the rod which he puts into pickle for his own 
back. 

It is the prerogative of genius to elevate obscure men 
to the higher class of society. 

Wise sayings often fall to the ground, but a kind word 
is never thrown away. 

Reading is the ally, not the adversary of genius; and 
he who reads in a proper spirit can scarcely read too 
much. 

Critictsm is a study by which men grow important 
and formidable at very small expen;>c. 

When the domestic virtues display themselves in the 
midst of privations, and anzietie?, and sufferings, then 
they shine most conspicuously. They are like the snow- 
drops and crocuses, which unexpectedly peep out of the 
frost-bound soil, to diversify the depth and dreariness of 
winter, and give us a cheerful foretaste of the coming 
spring. 

Suspect men and women who affect great softness of 
raann<»r, an un raffled evenness of temper, and an enun- 
ciation studied, slow, and deliberate. These things are 
all unnatural, and bespeak a degree of mental discipline 
into vvhioh he that Has no sinister motive cannot submit 
to drill himself. The most successful knaves aro sharp, 
and smooth as razors dipped in oil. They aifect the 
innocence of the dove to hide the cunning of the serpent. 
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Whether it b« attribaUble to our chillif northern skies ; 
lod foggy atmosphere, or to the itroDg iwtiTe appeCile 
for ttirouliu which, from time immemorial, hu charHc- 
terited oar race, ceitiia it u that tha people of Grut 
Dritain ue a lerj driokiDg people, consumiDg enormous 
qoanlicies of ardCDt ^iriti, vine, and feimeated liquor 
of Ttrioiu sorts. Tkej Hem to hare a hat ipark iii their 
throats, nhieh stands in need of perpetual cooling, or to 
be troubled irith a thirst which is pereooial, or almost 
unqueachable. 

Tha drinking of intoxicating liquors enters into and 
perradei our entire social system. We drink st hirths, 
nurriages, and deaths. We drink in celebrstion of our 
gaeceasea, and we drink to console oorseUei for our de- 
feats. We drink to eohaoce joj, and we drink to drowo 
aorrow, WhBnfnend8meettheydriiik,andwhentliojpart 
thej drink. Men drink because tbe]r are together, aad they 
drink because they aie alone. Political rejoiciogl, social 
maetiags, party gatberingt, are all cromned with drink- 
Commercial men treat their customers to drink, working 
man gain their " footinp" by drink, members of parlia- 
ment secure many " most sweet voices" by drink. In ninter 
we drink to keegi out the cold, in wet weather to keep out 
the wel.in summertoketp outthe beat. We drink to make 
onr food digest ; we drink to " qnaiify" this, that, and the 
other dish ; we drink to keep away tha cholen — in short, 
one would almost imagioe, from the Tarions uses of the 
kind to which drink is put, that it nas the immortal 
CathoUcoD, the Grand UniTenal Remedy. But eicusea to 
drink, in erery way and on CTsry occasion, are always 
ready at hand; and when it is employed in such a variety 
of wayi, and on such a multitude of occasions, it ne«d 
scarrely be matter for wonder that (be quantity consumed 
in this country should be SD very prodigious. 

We consume yearly about tliirty million gallons of ar- 
doit (pirila alone. The average annual consumption is 
above two quarts for every man, woman, and child in 
England and Ireland, and above two gstlons a-piece for 
every man, women, and child in Scotland. In the latter 
hi^^kcy is cheap, Ihe cUmate raw, and the people 



The bvonrite potation of the latter is beer and stout, of 
which the consumption in England quite as much exceeds 
that of Scotland, as the latter exceeds the former in ill 
consumption of ardent spirits. About twenty-Cive 
lion bushelsof grain — equivaledt to some fifleen hundred 
milUon pounds of bread (ware the grain c 
bread instead of malt)— are consumed annually in Eng- 
in the manufacture of beer, porter, ale, stout, and 
soch hke drinks. 

Englishmen are generally quick at counting the cost of 
Jugs : and a word may be said on this head. A little 
Black Book" was recently published, showii 
of the Government at something hke aiity c 
year — truly a furmldabla sum — the details of which have 
aicil«d no small amount of indignation. Bat what will 
the people say when they are told, as we now tell them, 
that not leas than forty millions a.year are voluntarily 
■pent by tbeta upon drink ? We do not defend the 
former eicesaite eipenditure, nor can we aij anytliing in 
defence of the latter. But we must remember, that for 
the eipendilure on the purposes of Government, we have 
at least an admirable post-office, an army and r 
ooart* of law, diplomatic and consular estabhihments, 
penitentiaries. Queen, Lords, and Commons, and a great 
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expenditora? Only a prodigious quantity nf poison, . 
ducing poverty, demoralization, and crime! A seaicling 
reform in onr publie financial affairs may be very urgently 
called for ; but we think it nill be admitted, that there 
is even a still more imperative necesiiily for ao equally 
searching raform in our pei^onal and social expcndil 
in respect of drink. 

From the year 1801 to the year 1B46, the people of 
the United Kingdom spent nearly fifteen hundred mil- 
lions of pounds sterling in intoxicating drinks; a 
£800,000,000 on spirits, £176,44a,O0U on wines, 
i, 95, UU 1,000 on malt; or eiiual to about duublt.. ihc 
amount of the present National Debt I The duly altn 
which we paid on the above articles during these forty- 
five years, amounted to iG4*,9CB,553, or equivalent ti 
about five .sixths of the Nutiouol U^ht* 
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Oar army costs us aboat ten millions a year, which we 
think a great deal too mach; bat, then we voluntarily 
spend about fifteen millions a year on whiskey, gin, 
brandy, and their villanous compounds ! Our navy costs 
about eight millions ; but, our beer^ ale, and porter, cost 
from thirteen to fourteen millions f We pay less than a 
million for our admirable post-office, and more than four 
millions for our wines 1 The taxes we pay for our courts 
of law and justice amount to a little above a millioB : 
the taxes we pay on our tobacco and snuiT are above four 
millions ! Financial reform is surely needed, but at home, 
and in the publio house, as much as anywhere else. Under 
two millions a year are spent on Life and Health Assur- 
ance; and about forty millions on drink of all kinds. 
Are not these facts most discreditable to us as a nation ? 

It is not, however, merely because of the money which 
is worse than wasted on all this drink, that these facts 
are to be lamented; but, because of the many broken 
hearts, ruined characters, blasted homes, diseased frames, 
crowded prisons, vioei, infamy, and moral ruin, which 
have everywhere followed in the track of drink. The 
money consideration is the very least, — though that is not 
to be overlooked ; for the money saved from drink might 
have made huTidreds of thousands of families happy and 
independent ; — but it is the moral wreckage— the brutish 
dagradation — ^the frightful sodal eufierin^, that have been 
produced by our drinking practices, that form the most 
prominent considerations in our minds. 

Let us bear in mind too, that by far the largest portion 
of the above expenditure has been on the part of those 
who could the least afford it, namely the working cUsaes — 
for, at least two-thirds of all the drink manufiictured in 
the United Kingdom is for theii use, — and we cannot fail 
to see in the facts we have stated still deeper cause for 
lamentation and dismay. What hope is there for a 
people who abandon themselves to so extensive a use of 
intoxicating drink ? Such is the question, that at onoe 
Iprvaents itself in appalling force to the philanthropic mind ! 

Drink diytroys a man's aelf-respect, eats away his 
moral character, makes him powerless to resist the insidi- 
ous approaches of vice, saps the foundation of his spiritual 
being, ruins his health, brutalizes his intellect, iropo- 
venshes his family, desolates his home, and spreads a 
uoral pestilence throughout society. 

The money now spent by us in drinking, might found 
and maintain schools in every parish, and a college in 
every county ; and it would leave a surplus sufficient to 
provide public libraries for the free use of the whole 
)>opalation. • 

Or, employed in another direction, it would enable 
most working men to invest themselves with the electoral 
franchise, to put money in the savings' bank, or in the 
assurance office, and to provide for the comfortable main- 
tenance now, as well as in time coming, of themselves, 
their wives, and their families. 

The time which many men spend in drinking would, 
if better employed, enable them to master the entire 
realm of knowledge, to read every known tongue, to 
procure and study every accessible book. 

The abolition of the custom of drinking intoxicating 
drinks would empty our gaols and penitentiaries, diminish 
our poor-rates, fill our churches, schools, and mechanics' 
institutes, and effect a moral and religious iniprovemetit 
of the grandest character. It would make homes hap- 
pier, the ])eople wiser, and the world better in all respects. 

Although drunkenness is gradually diminishing in this 
country with the progress of intelligence (as shown in a 
recent article in this Journal), still a great deal remains 
to be done in this wide field of improvement. There is 
no field of philanthropic labour we know of, that will 
yield more abundant fruits than this. There is room 
enough fur all activities here. Those who would take 
part in this greut movement must aim at the habit, and 
begin at th« begiuniug. '* The diminutiTO chain of 



habit," says Dr. Johnson, "is scarcely heavy enough to 
be felt, till it is too strong to be broken." We must begin 
with children. Abstinence from drink ought to be 
taught in all our schools, in all our churches, by all our 
teachers. It ought to be taught in all our homes, by 
fatiiers and mothers. And example will teach it more 
forcibly then than any words can do. 

When the habit ia/ormedt comparatively little can be 
done. Yet, here too is room for activity, and hope of 
suocen. The teetotallers have shown what is to be He- 
oomplished by well-directed efforts, in the host ef men 
whom they have made and kept sober, and in the 
thousands of drunkards they have reclaimed. The Tee- 
total missionary is one of the most beneficial workers of 
the age ; and let no one discourage his noble efforts to 
reclaim the erring and the lost. There is really in politics 
no more vital question than this; in physiology, none 
more important as regards our saniuiry well-being; in 
morals and religion, none more urgent, as concerns tin 
real virtue and happiness of our race. Therefore, all who 
earnestly desire a purer morality, a more spiritual 
religion, and a more happy social state, must fervently 
wish the temperance labourers " God-speed.' 
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FROM THE ITALIAN O? MEtASTASIO. 

The pitying lean that steal from eyei,— 
From hearts— by ftiendthip*! tender ties 
Vast bottad to oun— tike tears that flow 
In silent sympathy with woei— 
Are like the softening dews of Heavea, 
To whom the blessed power is given. 
To raise «p languor-laden stemi, 
And deck ev'n fading flowers with 



AN OLD IRISH MANSION. 

Onb of the pleosantest spots I ever visited, wherein to 
dream away a summer's afternoon, was the wooded moun- 
tainous demesne of Oldcourt. How, in years gone by, 
I loved that place, with its mossy orchard, beneath, whose 
venerable apple trees grew such hare-bells, pink, blue 
and white; as one never sees in these d^enoete days. It 
belonged to a friend of mine ; and then, years ago, when 
a shy, dreamy child, living in a fantastic world, whose 
unreal garniture was furnished by those marvellous up- 
holsterers, Haroun Al Raschid, Daniel De Foe, and the 
mighty two of the Tweed and the Avon, whose namel 
should never be disassociated — there I used, day after day, 
to ramble and repose amongst the solemn old trees, 
building those castles whose architecture owns no <irdfr« 
and whose foundation rests but on the key-stone of a 
rainbow-u'ch. 

But I must remember what I am now, a sober woman, 
writing for sober people, in a sober age, whose only 
dreams are those that may be supposed to visit railway 
Heepens so I will leave the fair wild grounds of Oldooint 
and describe the mansion they surrounded. 

It was a real old Irbh tumble-down concern, abound- 
ing in dark mysterious unswept corridors, long arched 
linings, and low-roofed rooms, whose flooring was in a 
state of dilapidation, which kept an exploring visitor in 
a most charming state of uncertainty as to whether his 
premier poM would land him on the boards of the second* 
or send him crashing through the ceiling of the first story. 
One wing of the house was more modern than the rest» 
and kept in good repair by the family who resided in it. 
Tliey consisted of a father, mother, and several sons and 
daughters of various ages, all kind, hospitable people* 
never so well pleased as when their house was crammed 
with visitx>rs, for whose refreshment a superabundant 
table was kept perpetually spread, and a whiskey cask 
perennially flowing. The HicksonSy for bo I ahaU call 
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them, thoufh themselves of excellent hirth, were "no 
ways particalar" as to the rank or breeding of their 
ffuests. Every one that chose to drop in at Oldoourt, 
from the baronet of twenty deseente to the livery-stable 
keeper who came from the next town to purchase hay« 
was made weloome to dinner, and afterwaras despatched 
to the terra incognita up stairs, on a sort of hap-hazard 
ehaae after a bedroom, the usual formula employed by 
the host being : — *' Just go up stairs to the lobby like a 
good fellow, open the doors as you go along, and take 
possession of the first room you see without a carpet bag 
in it." 

Of course, under these circumstances, rather queer 
reucounten would sometimes take place, and the noc- 
turnal comforts of the guests be but indifferently pro- 
vided for, had it not been for the superintending presence 
of an ancient dame, yclept Mrs. Mahoney, whose stores 
of fine white herb-scented sheets, home-filled down beds, 
and soft warm blankets, appeared quite inexhaustible. 
The mistress of the house, in conjunction with her able 
ttidcde'Can^g the cook, was chiefly concerned with the 
commissariat department, leaving Uie care of all means 
and appliances for worshipping the drowsy god to dear 
old nurse Mahoney. How well I remember her with her 
thick muslin neckerchief, and cap to match, encircled 
by a broad black ribbon, commemorative of the fact that 
she was "a lonewiddy;" her shining black stuff petti- 
coat rendered visible by her bright cotton gown being 
turned up in front, drawn tightly back, and carefully 
pinned, so as to liJl behind in a long pocket-shaped 
festoon, — a fashion, I believe, frmiliar to Ireland. 
Since tiie earliest ages — ^for who forgets the exquisite 
mention of " Deborah, Rebecca's nurse," buried beneath 
the "Oak of Weening"— the faithful old domestic, 
bearing that endearing name, suggestive alike of care 
bestowed on our earliest and latest day, has been 
cherished and raspected among right-minded people. 
I am not ashamed to oonfsss that, when somewhere about 
my tenth year, I first read of Montague and Capulet, I 
loved and understood the nurse far better that I did 
either Romeo or Juliet ; only, I rather wondered that 
so big a girl as the latter would allow the old woman to 
scold her. 

However, to return to the matter In hand, Oldcourt, 
amongst its various perfections, possessed one un- 
deniable proof of its claims to a venerable antiquity, 
vis., a haunted chamber. 

The great-grandmother of Mr. Hickson had been » 
distinguished personage in her day, — a rich heiress, a 
haughty beauty, and, withal, a clever woman of business. 
While assuming an overbearing manner towards the rich, 
eh^ was hospitable and generous to the poor ; in short, 
her eharaoter might be described as a sort of compound 
of Queen ElizalMth and Lady Bountiful. She stood 
nightaly on her pedigree, and no lady patroness of 
Almack's could be more exctusive touching me birth and 
breeding of those whom she invited to her house, than 
iras the proud mistress of Oldcourt. She died at a good 
old age, expiring peacefully on a rich state bed in one of 
fhe best rooms of her mansion. After her funeral the 
apartment was shut up, and for years remained unoc- 
eupied. Of course, " there needs no ghost to tell us" 
that, by the denizens of the servants' hall and surrounding 
oottagee, the *' old mistress's ghost" was said to walk 
there, and terrifjr any bold nocturnal intruder, especially 
if he happened to be of humble rank. 

Time, however, rolled on, and at the period I write of, 
^tt extensive hospitality of Mr. Hickson, at times, ren- 
dered inevitable the occupation of his ancestress's formi- 
dable bed-room by some jovial guest, who cared not for 
any spirits but those against which Father Mathew wages 
war. Still the state-room was not a favourite apart- 
ment, and was much less frequently inhabited than the 
wiaUect eraaAy*hol6 under nurse Mahoney's jurisdiction. 



It was rather difficult to come at her real opinion 
touching the haunted room. She would sigh, shake her 
head, purse up her mouth, and look mysterious, when in* 
terrogated on the subject. I remember her once saying, 
when, fresh from the perusal of '* The Midnight Bell," I 
ventured to put some queries to her on the subject of 
apparitions, ** Ask me no questions, child, and I'U tell you 
no lies." With which oracular response I was ^in po 
content my youthful imagination. 

It happened one day, in the month of August, when 
the house was more than usually crowded, that Mr. 
Hickson received a visit from an inhabitant of the neigh- 
bouring town. This was a Mr. Murphy, agent to a 
gentleman who possessed extensive grouse-moors, lying 
some miles to the west of Oldcourt. 

Mr. Hickson was very fond of shooting, and had tried 
in various ways to obtain leave to go on these mountains 
fh)m their non-resident owner. By a masterly course of 
eondliation, and a few judicious presents to Mr. Murphy, 
all fair and above-board however, he had succeeded m 
obtaining the desired permission ; and now the worthy 
agent had come out to Oldcourt on the 19th of August, 
bringing with him a formidable looking fowline-ptece, 
and a very mongrel sort of pointer, in order, as he said, 
"to have a crack at the birds himself, Mrs. Murphy being 
particularly partial to cold grouse-pie." Truth to say, 
Mr. Hickson and his assembled friends would as loon 
have had Mr. Murphy's "room as his company;" how- 
ever, there was no help for it — it was both polite and 
politic to make him welcome ; and all the other dormi- 
tories being occupied, Mrs. Mahoney was formally di- 
rected to prepare "the old mistress's room" for this 
plebeian guest, whose father had been a baker, and who, 
in Hibernian parlance, " could not count a grandfather 
at aU." 

Mr, Murphy, when in the society of his betters, was 
a timid sort of man, rather apt to be troubled with fiMii- 
vaiie htmte — an unpleasant and unnational infirmity, which 
however abated considerably in the course of the even- 
ing's potations ; end after predicting that the morrow 
would be a sort of Bartholomew's day to the grouse, 
he retired to his room in a most unwonted state of 
hilarity. 

Next morning the party of impatient sportsmen as- 
sembled in good time round thff breakfast-table, and 
marvellous was the demolition of substantial viands, in- 
cluding hot meat and potatoes, that ensued. At length 
the host, laying down his knife and fork, exclaimed-^ 
" Where's Murphy this morning ? I'm sure I hope the 
fellow won't mistake any of us for grouse, and pepper 
our faces by chance.*' 

" Not he," rejoined one of the guests*-" even if he 
did fire at one of us, he'd be sure to miss. I was oat 
with him one day, and I give you my word, he couldn't 
shoot a hay-stack flying — the very dogs were laughing ^ 
himl" 

Just then the individual In question entered the rooni« 
and took his seat at the table in solemn silence. A 
sadder, if not a wiser man, he certainly looked than On 
the previous evening; and his cadaverous paleness of 
visage caused his host to exclaim — 

" Why, Murphy, what's the matter with you, man; 
you look as if you had seen a ghost ?" 

A deep groan prefaced the reply. 

" Ah, don't be talking to me, but give me a cup Of 
green tea to keep the life in me, until I make the best of 
my way home out of this terrible place." 

Every one's attention was now of course excited; a 
torrent of questions was poured on the poor man, who at 
length, when fortified by the desired beverage, seasoned 
with " a small taste of whiskey," began his tale an 
follows ! — 

*' When I went up stairs last night I wasn't long torn* 
ing into bed, but I didn't put out my candle, for I ie» 
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membered hdaring that the old lady used to waUt, and 
I thonght to myself, *t would be just as pleasant as not 
to have the light in the room till I went to sleep. Well, 
somehow I couldn't do that as fast as I thought, so I lay 
awake turning one thing and another over in my mind, 
till the house was all hushed, and there was a big long 
snuff on the candle. Suddenly I heard a sound on the 
lobby ; tap, tap, tap, it went, till it came to the door. 
'Merdftil Moses!' says I to myself, "tis the high- 
heeled shoes of the old woman, and here she is !' The 
door opened slowly, and sure enough in walked the old 
lady. Though all my limbs were taking, I had sense 
enough left to pretend to be asleep, and I kept the comer 
of my eye open. She was dressed in red satin, with high- 
heeled shoes on her feet, and a brass caodlestick in her 
band ; and she had a mighty fierce look with her, that 
went through and through me, as she first looked at me, 
and then walked towards the • table. She took up my 
candlestick, quenched the candle with her finger, and 
walked out of the room, giving a look as good as a pro- 
cess at me, before she shut the door. Oh, indeed 'tis 
truth," he added, seeing incredulity strongly depicted in 
the faces of his auditors. " Sure the housemaid can tell 
you there was no candlestick in my room this morning. 
I didn't close an eye all night with the fright I got, 
and I wouldn't sfiend another hour in this house if I got 
the fee-simple of Munster by it !" 

So saying, the ghost-seer arose, took a rueful farewell 
of the company, and, despite all remonstrances and con- 
jectural explanations, set out fur town the moment his 
horse was saddled. 

The Hicksons and their guests had no faith in appa- 
ritions, yet they could not help saying to each other, that 
it certainly was a queer business, and that Murphy, goose 
as he was, mast have seen iometking. Various remarks 
and conjectures were offered, until Mr. Hickson jumped 
up from table, saying — 

" Come boys, 'tis high time we were on the mountains. 
Peace be with my old grandmother ! Who knows but she 
saved some of us from being shot, by frightening Murphy 
back to town!" 

About an hour after breakfast, when the sportsmen 
had all departed, Mrs. Hickson betook herself to the 
upper regions, there to commune with Mrs. Mahoney, 
os^nsibly touching domestic regulations, but in reality 
to gain some information respecting Mr. Murphy's ad- 
venture. The lady, however, resolved to introduce the 
matter cautiously, and, if possible, not allow the ghost- 
story to transpire. She therefore commenced — 

" That Mr. Murphy is a strange man, nurse ; he went 
away quite suddenly after breakfast." 

" Oh then, I'm sure Ma'am," rejoined the faithful do- 
mestic, " he's small loss any way. 'Twas well we weren't 
all burnt alive in our beds last night through his 
means." 

" How was that. Nurse ? " 

" I'll tell you then. Ma'am. I always take a round of 
the house every night to see that all is right before I go 
to bed; and last night, as I was passing the state-room, 
what should I see but a light shining under the door. 
' Oh,' says I, ' this will never do. Y\\ engage this town- 
agent made a baste of himself with the whiskey-punch, 
and tumbled into bed without quenching his candle ; ('twas 
a tallow-dip too, by the same token, that Kitty gave him,) 
and I'm afeard of my life the snuff will fall over and set 
fire to the place. So in I went, and there was my gentle- 
man lying quite quiet, hat asleep, and the candle burning 
away. I outed it and carried it off, and shut the door 
Asy, right glad that I chanced to go in." 

Mrs. Hickson gave a hearty laugh, and then, to nurse's 
immeasurable delight, described the mental sufferings 
which had been so unconsciously inflicted on the unlucky 
agent. 

Such was the denouement of Mr. Murphy's ghost- 



story; and somewhat similar, I believe, would be thetmo 
explanation of all the so-called " well-attested narratives 
of apparitions" on record. 

After a few years, the Hickscms' mansion was rebuilt, 
and the " old mistress's room" became classed among 
the things that " have been and are not." But to the 
end of nurse Mahoney's life she took the utmost pride 
and pleasure in telling " how she frightened the agent, 
and made him as good as swear that her brown merino 
was a red satin, and that the old slippers that the mis- 
tress gave her were a pair of high-heeled shoes ! " 



AULD ELSPA'S SOLILOQUY. 

There's tw» moons the nieht. 

Quoth the anld wife tae herael*, 
As the toddled hame fa' cantia, 

Wi* etomeeh eteep'd wi' yiU. 

There's twa moons the nieht. 

An' watery dae the glower, 
As their week were huming darkly. 

And their oil were rinning owcr. 

An' they're aye spark, sparkia 

A« my ain auld crooiie did, 
When it blinket by the ingle. 

And the rain drapt on ita Ud. 

O, I'm nneo lafte the nieht, 

And on the eaold hearth ataae, 
Pttir Tamie nil be croonin' 

Wae an' weivy a' his Una. 

An* the wee bit fire I Isft, 

By this time's blaok an' canld ; 
Od I'll ne'er stay oat sae at e'en. 

For I ken I'm frail an' auld. 

I nerer like tae see twa moons ; 

The speak o' storm an' run. 
An' aje whan the neist morning eome% 

Mjr head is wracked wi' pain. 

AiTDaBW Pa&k« 



MY WALK TO " THE OFFICE." 

No. 2. 

The Desert and the City.— The Old House la Westnuaater.— 

Mary If ay. 

Bt some little effort of the imagination, and with the 
assistance of my respectable travelling friends alluded to 
in p. 84, No. 32, we may perhaps partially enter into the 
sensations experienced by a wayfarer, alone, deserted, and 
with no help at hand, toiling still on and on in the middle 
of the Great Desert. We can see depicted, as in a glass, 
the interminable waste of waterless sand, and almost 
feel the annihilating rays of the burning sun,— we can 
fisncy too, as time and hope pass on, the starting blood- 
shot eyeballs, now turned upward to the fire-red sky in 
imploring supplication for relief; now pierdng into the 
dim distance, in hopeless search for that which will not« 
cannot come. We can, in the mind's eye, distinguish the 
just parted lips attempting utterance of a prayer the 
parched and swollen tongue refuses to pour forth, the 
while, in that lonely solitude, the incidents of years and 
the busy world are passing through the heated brain of 
that lone wanderer ; and the heart uplifts its silent cry in 
throbs of anguish which ascend to that high throne, where 
voice akme would ever fail to reach* And anon we can 
discern the tottering steps becoming more feeble, as the 
limbs, grown powerless and stiff, refuse to bear their 
almost Ufeless burden on its dismal way, and then, while 
crouching to the earth, and biting the dust in madness 
and the deathpang agony, the wild birds swoop in cir- 
cles smaller^ and still less« to watch the passage of the 
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fleeHng spark, to feast upon the remnant of what was 
onoe a man ; as for the rest, that is beyond their reach— 
the spirit has fled to its kindred light, and it is free ! 
Now in such a position what must be the intensity, the 
awfully oppressive weight of such feelings of utter loneli- 
ness. But far, far across that desert land, on, on beyond 
the line where earth and the etherial heavens seem to 
meet (would that they did !) ; still on, across mountains 
and through Tales, traversing mighty pathless seas, and 
passing such wondrons specimens of nature's work, that 
the highest aims of man arc lost beside them, and then 
you may fall upon a Babel of a city, where languages 
innumerable are spoken, yet called withal the mother 
tongue ; where wonls indeed are spelt alike, or should be, 
but their sense varying with the interpretation each man's 
heart may put upon them. Talk to yon hard visaged 
passer-by of charity, and of the mercy which droppeth as 
a dew from heaven, and you speak an unknown tongue ; 
recount to yon wan and crippled half-idiot, half-knave 
begging in the streets, the joys of life procurable to man 
by honest work, and' speak to him Chaldaic, he will un- 
derstand it every bit as well ; or stay the hand of yonder 
ragged little thief, and tell him of the horrors attendant 
upon crime, the worth and honour of an honest man ; 
well, tell him this, and he may stare a cunning, leering, 
" knowing " stare, which plainly says how great a fool he 
thinks you are. Or, even once again, take that somewhat 
respectable, plodding old gentleman standing at his oum 
shop-door, and teU him of the riches literature can 
boast; of the works of art ennobling all mankind; of 
genius and its offspring, elevating the minds of men, and 
leading them on to something spiritual and godlike, — 
something immortal and sublime, and he may think it all 
very pretty, and he dara say it is, for he would not con- 
tradict your scholarship's word ; but ke knows nothing 
about it, and he would feel obliged by your informing 
him how hog's bristles are in the market, for he does a 
little in that way, being in the brush line. Well, then, 
I say, in this very Babel of a city, are creatures traversing 
life's path more lonely, more desolate, than that desert 
wanderer, who do not mercifully die, as he did, but, 
wish to heaven they could. 

I hardly recollect at the moment whether my breakfast 
had been of a very indigestible character that particular 
morning, but I do remember, if not the very words, still 
the substance of the above, running heavily like a dray- 
horse through my brain, as with my gaze cast downwards 
towards the pavement, I was trudging at my usual pace to 
"the office;" when a light-hearted musical voice suddenly 
aroused me with a pleasant " Good morning to you. 
Sir." I looked round, and it was my old acquaintance 
Mary May. But this was by no means our first time of 
meeting, and so that the patient reader may know 
something more about her, let him collect his faculties, 
and listen to the following " short, true, but particular 
account." 

Some years ago stood, as also, in fact, at the present 
time stands, in a certain street in Westminster, a house 
let off in tenements, much loftier than its neighbours on 
either side, and though now, as then, in a miserable con- 
dition, from the habits of the inhabitants and the utter 
Ignorance in which it is kept of such compositions as 
paint, whitewash, or soap and water, still bears proofs, 
both in outward style and inward ornament of its having 
once upon a time been far more kindly cared for. Now, 
although I am by no means prepared to prove that things 
inanimate have any meatus whereby to make their 
grievances known, still I cannot forbear remarking, that 
the stairs of that house went a long way to prove some 
sudi existence on their part, for creaking of such an 
eloquent, expressive character it was never my fortune to 
Ksten to before or since, — could it but once reach their 
owner's ears, I am sure they would not- plead in vain. 
Well, it must be full ten years ago now, on a stormy 



winter's night, while the rain was beating in through the 
numerous chinks and crevices of the little back attic of 
that same house, the darkness made palpable as it were 
to the sense of touch by the faint glimmering of a msh- 
Itght, who^e tiny flame was flickering in constant danger 
of being extinguished by the boisterous wind that came 
moaning through the desolate apartment. " Ay, 'twas 
a rough night," and terrific was the battle of the 
elements without, but there was a scene then passing 
within that little miserable comer of the house, which 
made one cease to thmk of that, and pause the while one 
looked in wonderment and almost awe on thii. 

Lying on a frame of wood-work, covered with just so 
much of furniture as might dignify it by the term of bed, 
was a poor, wan, miserable-looking woman, not old in 
years, though deep furrows marked her cheeks and fore- 
head; neither were the traces of some early beauty 
altogether indiscernible, albeit the cold clammy sweat 
of death was on her brow. On the edge of the bed was 
sitting, or rather reclining, a girl about seventeen, almost 
as pale as the mother that lay beside her ; and in her 
anxious look one might read the tender love, the won- 
dering dread, and the efforts that her nature made to 
bear her up through this long night of trial. Clasping 
the poor woman's hand in hers, she leant her face down 
to her parent's cheek, to catch any whispered word of 
parting love, as also, even while she trembled, to watch 
the growing coldness of her mother's lips. 

" Mary," murmured the poor woman, as, with feeble 
effort, she grasped her daughter's hand more tightly, — 
" Mary, dear, you'll mind what I say, love, and not 
forget it. I know you may have to fight ibr it, to 
struggle for it, to starve for it, perhaps to die for it," and 
an expression something like a smile passed over her 
face as she continued, "but, my dear girl, let all 
your efforts be to keep your conscience clear." 

The poor girl could not speak, for her tears flowed 
fast, and her whole frame trembled from the very energy 
with which she vowed to keep in never-fading green those 
words. 

" You will promise me, Mary," resumed the mother ; 
** I know you will ; you have been a good girl, and a 
comfort to me in life; so promise me this, dear, and 
you will be a comfort to me in 
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Yes, dear mother," sobbed the crying girl, and 
staying the dreaded word. " I will strive; I wilt work; 
I will be honest ; I mil keep my conscience clear." 

" Bless you," returned the mother, " I know you will; 
and may God give you strength to do it." 

And there, locked in each other's embrace, did those 
poor creatures lie, now and then murmuring words of 
comfort each to the other, till at last the mother spoke 
again. 

" Mary, dear, the rushlight's going out ; in the comer 
is a wee bit more; put it up, love — ^its getting very, 
very dark." 

The light was still glimmering as brightly as it had ever 
done, but mechanicsdly the poor girl sought the " wee 
bit " of candle, and placed it in a bottle, the rushlight 
occupying the place of honour in the broken candlestick ; 
this done, she returned to her post of vigil, but there, 
alas ! she was not needed now — her mother was dead 1 
and Mary May was left ahne. 

Long did the poor girl sit on the edge of that miserable 
bed, utterly unconscious of anything but the one great 
fact just passed; and then at length a sense of the 
necessity of action crossed her mind, and she trembled at 
the idea, that again she must go forth, again fight the 
fight that willing industry so often has to battle with, and 
get in return — a crust, perhaps accompanied with hanh 
words, cruel insults, and cold sneers at her " propriety ;" 
ay, many's the poor girl who would have toiled on and 
on in virtuous, honest labour, were she but left to her 
native modesty, and not tainted, hardened, and made 
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AamtleM by the conduct and remarks of those con- 
trolling them. Oh, when will that glorioos day arriye, 
when, opening their mental eyes* men shall look upon 
themselves and others as they ought, seeing and honour- 
ing the God-spark that bums continually in every 
breast alike, — none the dimmer for its cloak of rags, none 
the brighter for its outer covering of a robe of blue j ay, 
would they but look and recognise, and realize this 
M#, this God-illumined light, they would never dart to 
corse the temple in which it is ordained to bum, how- 
ever wretched it might seem to earthy eyes. 

But let me hasten on. I need not detail poor Mary's 
grief and wretchedness at the parish burial of her mother ; 
ilbeit in the house she found some comforters on her 
return to the little attic; — yes, there were men and women 
too, whose lives were of the roost degraded class, living 
in wretchedness, nay, never had been anything else, had 
never known anything beside ; but they had hearts, and 
feelings, and sympathies to be moved by others* woes, 
and they comforted and soothed as best they could ; and, 
in truth, there was a something in the look and speech of 
Mary which even checked the outpouring of a word that 
might offend. Do you wonder, gentle friend* at this 
strange contrast found in the same atmosphere of poverty 
and crime ? nay, I pray you, do not, for that would argue 
a non-knowledge of tbe poor, and that would argue — ^but 
I forbear ; conscience here speaks best, so I will say no 
more. 

Neither do I think it necessary to enumerate the 
trials and temptations Mary had to pass through and to 
battle with; their name is legion, and so trumpet-tongued, 
that every one must, more or less, have heard of &em. 
She succeeded in obtaining employment with a number 
of other girls, many younger than herself, and they the 
most precocious in their sins ; and in this arena was her 
hardest victory won ; the tittered sneer she taught her- 
self to pass unheeded ; the whispered temptations to stray 
from that one path she hitherto had trod, were uttered to 
a deafened ear ; the bright prospects predicted and con- 
firmed by the many extra articles of dress shamelessly 
held forUi by their wearers, were lifted up before a 
darkened eye; and in-doors and out, through good and ill 
report, did Mary May for ever bear in fond remembrance 
that last faint utterance of her mother's prayer— to keep 
her conscience clear. 

But some more ready pen than mine must describe 
the lonely, solitary hours she passed in that poor, 
dreary room ; many's the time, and oft, with little or 
no fire, on bleak, cold, winter's nights would she sit 
wearied and filing with no friend, not even an acquaint- 
ance she could trust ; there would she strive to pierce the 
dark veil which overhung futurity, and vainly search for 
any glimmering that might indicate a spot where, some 
day or other, the sun might shine ; but it was all a deep 
dark blank, as far as happiness was concerned, to her, so, 
bowed to the earth with her weary weight of grief, she 
Islt indeed the utter desolation of her hear^ from the 
fact that she was aion$. 

But courage, my «;ood girl, courage, and hold on but 
yet a little while ; what means that earnest conversation 

going on between your master and his wife ? tiiere seems 
at one doubt about the matter. 

" I know her trustworthiness and honesty," says the 
husband i " but will she, think you, have the necessary 
firmness to overeome so many unrulj spirits? I am 
afraid not" 

"Try her; and if she fail," i^oined the wife, 
'' blame me; but rely upon it^ she has other and better 
Nsouroea tofly to than over-awing them, to keep them to 
their duty and their work." 

" Then so it shall b^," replied the master, and the 
matter was settled. 

And new behold my Mary May the fore*mi8tress of a 
laiga shopful of girls; nothing prood* nothing ttrioW 



but reforming and improving them by a rod of lov^ 
and teaching them, by the best of lessons — ^the foree of 
her evimple— the road to fortune and respectability, 
and so, through all, to " keep their conscience clear.** 

J. St. Cl^icsmt. 
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ALLY MOOEE. 



la last algbf ■ dreasA I 

A happy-heaitsd ^iU, 
Aad fnelj as tbe air 1 ■trsilsd, 

Whert gjeencst meadows imflsJ^ 
The robin ca ro lled fortb bU M»g, 

Tbe eanligbt glittered o'er 
Tk» road Z uaed to go ecbook^ 

Beside young Ally Mooit. 

A trnant boy, I wandered fortii 

'Mong April's early bovra. 
And watcbed tbe bee and butfeitflf 

Upon tbe opening flowers 
Aad picked tbe beeeb-nnu *asalh Ite 

Roaming tlM woodland o'er, 
Tet all tbe biggest ones I kept 

Foe lovely Ally Moort. 

And wben beneath tbe maple's ikade 

We'd Unger side by side, 
8be'd wonder I disliked my book 

But never-Maever ebide, 
And try to teaeb tbe letteis tksta 

Wbose namee I could aot td), 
Wm I, alas I bad learned to love 

Before I leamad to spell. 



^or ber I found tbe cat-bird's 

In wild wood's bidden dale. 
And bulnasbes and buttereups 

I gatbered from the rale \ 
Tbe watercress beneatb tbe wave, 

Tbe mint from marsby sbors, 
Witb berries red of wint«r.grse&, 

I songbt for AUy Moore. 

And sometimes, on my way to school, 

I'd stray to Alder-brook, 
And tying on a length of threads 

A bent pin for a hook, 
Would angle half the day away 

By dingle and by dell, 
And, going home at nlgbt, would 

Dear AUy not to tell. 

On afternoons of Satnrdays 

like uncaged btrds we flew, 
To chase the thistles' winged 

Or pull tbe violets blue i 
And once I snsred a little wren 

On currant bushes low, 
But the bright tear in AIty*s eye 

Soon made me let it go. 

Ver her t climbed tbe apple lie«h 

Wbooe trunk was lithe and eltm. 
To get the ripest, rsddest fruit, 

Upon tbe topmost limb. 
Ob! bai^y days to live again 

Ib innocence and glee. 
For I ..s all the world to her, 

Atk the tbe world to me. 

nea I awoke aweary msa, 

For long, long yeaxs have Itowa { 
nie April of my lifr is o'tr, 

Tbe glorious June is go«e*- 
For only once the May flowers Uosaa 

On childhood's bUssful sboie, 
Aad only ones tbe heart can Uwe 

As mine loved AUy Meon. 

GaIM liTOM. 
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THE FORTUNATE MISFORTUNE. 

It was a chilly eTening in the beginning of December, 
18 — , sleet began to fall, the wind blew searchingly, and 
all around looked dirty, desolate, and wet. Madame 
de St. Amaranthe, who had been making calls and shop- 
ping, was retuming home cold and cross. She had at 
one house heard of a rival being invited to a party, to 
which she herself had received no invitation, and at 
another had seen a dress which her friend was to wear on 
the morrow at a ball, which quite eclipsed her own ; she 

had been disappointed in procuring some silk oi the 
shades she wished for to finish her embroidery ; she bad 
canght a glimpse of her own face in a mirror that bung 
provokingly in the way, displaying a countenance, of 
which the discontented expression alone would have 
deprived of all beauty, even had the extreme coldness of 
the day not transferred the roses of her lips to the point 
of her nose ; and, to crown all, having no engagement for 
that evening, she was on her way to spend it at home 
stupidly with her husband. 

As she passed down a narrow street, the nearest way 
to her own dwelling, a feeble, constant, querulous cry of 
" Matches, matches," exasperated still more her angry 
feeling, and when the poor feeble old man who hawked 
them about, turned and begged ber in broken accents for 
God's sake to purchase a packet of his humble merchan- 
dise, to enable him to buy something to eat, she passed 
on with a stony look without an answer. Still the cry 
punned her; and as the rain began to fall faster, she 
turned into a neighbouring church, where she resolved to 
wait, until both beggar and sleet had passed by. 

Madame de St. Amaranthe, the daughter of a silly, 
heartless, worldly mother, had been married at sixteen, not 
however sgainst her wishes, for she longed to marry some 
one, that she might have the power to order pretty 
toilettes, go where she pleased, and flirt with whom she 
fiMkcied — and when M. de St. A. was proposed, and she 
was asked if she had any objection to him, she eagerly 
answered, " Oh no 1 none in the least, I rather like him 
than otherwise, and shall he happy to comply with my 
parental wishes." Monsieur de St. Amaranthe d'Ufraville 
was a worthy man, very much in love with the pretty 
face of his young Jltmc^, and persuading himself that 
Coralie Clairville's anxiety to be married was only anxiety 
to marry kim, he looked forward undoubtingly to happi- 
ness, as he thought her far too young to have any faults 
that might not easily be corrected. He was deceived — a 
love of pleasure^ and dislike of restraint ; an empty bead, 
and temper spoilt by indulgence, is a very difficult soil to 
work upon, and these qualities ere long displayed them- 
selves. Tha sort of love her youth and beauty bad in- 
spired soon melted away, and was replaced by no 
stranger or more enduring affection, and they lived as 
many conplea in. easy circumstances do, spart from one 
a&othsr — he seeking in scientific pursuits an interest he 
could not find at homei, and she running after all the 
fbsfaionable frivolities of the day, that Paris renders so 
graceful and so captivating. Coralie had quick talents 
and perception, and a superabundance of vanity; no 
wonder then that she excelled in all accomplishments : — 
languages she learnt without difficulty, but except ena- 
bling her to talk nonsense in five ways, instead of only 
one—'they were of no further use, for she never looked 
into a book. She sang and played with execution, oor- 
rsctness, and taste, for she had studied hard under the 
best masters; but, as her music was rather a matter of 
rsason (one may say,) than feeling, it gave no pleasure 
to herself further than as it ministered to her vanity. 
She drew in order to design patterns for her fancy work — 
in fact her only occupation, unless lounging over a novel 
of the diqr may be so termed— and these we fear, how- 



ever talented, when they are not positively immoral* or 
rendered interesting to wrongly constituted minds by 
unnatural horrors, give at best but false or distorted views 
of human nature. 

The good Cure who had prepared her for her first 
communion, had in vain endeavoured to touch her heart ; 
she learnt quickly all the necessary catechisms, which she 
repeated as a parrot, that as little time might be lost aa 
possible from more important studies, and when this duty 
was over, dreamed no more of religion : for when she 
occasionally attended mass in a becoming costume, she 
thought there of anything rather than the sacred mys- 
teries which ought to have engaged her attention. Upon 
this day, she entered God's house to avoid doing an act of 
charity, and to shelter hersel** from the weather. She 
neither crossed herself upon entering to compose her 
thoughts, nor knelt on passing the altar; and in short, 
her whole demeanour was so irreverent, that an old 
woman and young girl who were retiring from their 
devotions, involuntarily stept aside, to let pass afar off, 
so unholy a figure. After looking about her for some 
minutes, she sat down opposite a representation of the 
blessed Virgin in stone, in order to criticize its execution, 
which, perhaps in all its details was not quite faultless — 
but as she gazed, the purity of look, the mild resignation 
of the countenance, made her call to mind the expression 
of her own as she beheld it, and she rose from her seat 
with a sensation near akin to anger, feeling somewhat 
humbled and ashamed at the contrast. 

The storm still continuing, the old woman and girl 
were yet in the church. They were going the round of 
the stations, and conversing upon the sufferings of our Sa- 
viour. Where he is depicted bending under the weight 
of his cross, the younger female knelt down, s^ing aloud* 
" Oh Lord I who didst carry a heavy cross up Mount 
Calvary, for my sake, teach me to bear the litUe crosses 
of this Ufe for Thine I" The calm look of both as she said 
this short prayer — thin, pale, and even ragged as they 
were — struck Madame de St. A. so forcibly, that she 
could not help muttering, " I wish I could believe as 
firmly as tlicse poor, ignorant, superstitious creatures do, 
for then perhaps my mind would be as peaceful." But 
as it was now fair, she pursued her way, joining to her 
former discontent with the world in general something 
like shame and anger against herself in particular, and a 
half-formed wish that £e could believe and pray, and be 
as happy as pious people invariably are. When she 
arrived at her house, she changed her dress by a bright fire, 
and sat down to a well-served dinner. An idea flashed 
across her, that home was not perhaps quite so disagree- 
able a place as she usually considered it ; but an unfortu^ 
nate question from her husband, as to whom she had seen 
during her visits that morning soon banished these good 
itiMiineU, and brought to her mind all the thoughts of 
wounded vanity, jealous rivalry, and worldly frivolity 
which bad before disturbed it. Next morning she was 
still brooding over her petty vexations, when bw/amme 
de chambre said, abruptly, " Ah I Madame, what a dreadful 
occurrence ! a poor seller of matches has been found this 
morning, dead of cold and hunger, for there was neither 
firing nor food in his house ; and his daughter, who was 
ill, was taken just in time to be recovered by a littla- 
nourishment, or she would, poor thing I have been buried 
with him." Madame de ^t. Amaranthe felt sick at heart, 
and burst into tears. " I would not have related this t» 
Madame, could I have thought it would have so affected 
her sensibility," exclaimed Lisa, surprised at an outburst of 
feeling, from one she had never observed show any before. 
" I am very, very sorry 1 Poor man I He ought to have 
made his wants known. I am very nervous ! — it is no- 
thing ! You may go, Lisa, and when I want you I will 
ring." Madame de St. A., unaccustomed to reflection* 
wept bitterly, repented her idleness (for in truth it was 
more to avoid taking her hands out kA her warm muff* 
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than any dislike to give, that made her past the match 
merchant) ; she wept then for some minntes, resolved 
always to bestow a trifle in fat are, then dried her e3re8, 
and comforted herself with thinking that it was not her 
faalt. She did not know the poor creature wanted food ! 
It was impossible to give to every one who begged I Still 
feeling dissatisfied with herself, she went out to banish 
her unpleasant thoughts by plunging into amusement, 
and soon to forget her sympathy, sorrow, and scarody* 
formed good resolutions. 

The day after, returning home by the same church she 
had entered to avoid the unhappy old man, now gone 
where sorrow and sickness could no more come near him, 
the whole was brought back to her mind, and a good tm- 
pvhe made her turn again into the sacred building, 
and try to remember " Our Father." A coffin on trestles 
was in the body of the church, and the same young girl 
and woman she had before seen there were asperging it, 
and weeping bitterly. Madame de St. A.'s heart was 
softened at the moment, and she said to the younger 
female, " If the relation you mourn was as poor as you 
appear to be, you ought not to regret him; take this 



napoleon, and get some decent moummg. 



Ah, 



Madame, forgive me, I thought yon were hard-hearted ! 
How wicked I am to judge my neighbour. God bleas 
you ! and support you, if you ever come to lose a father 
as I have.** " He was your iather, then ?" " Yes, my 
lady, and he died of starvation; no one would buy his 
matches." Hastily pulling out her purse, Madame de 
St. A. emptied its contents (five napoleons) on the coffin, 
and leaving the church, got into a hackney-coach, to 
avoid the poor gi'ateful girl, who gave a pang to her heart 
by following her with blessings, begging to know her 
name, and where she lived. 

The salutary impression left by this little incident was, 
however, soon effaced. Our heroine plunged anew into 
dissipation, became more and more a mere woman of 
fashion, and at twenty -six, late hours and luxurious living 
had so hurt her health and spoilt her complexion, that 
no one would have guessed her at lees than thirty-six. 

Deeply grieved that his endeavours to reclaim his wife 
were fruitless — moitified by having no family, for this 
foolish woman had twice been unfortunate, owing entirely 
to her obstinate lolly and impatience of the least 
restraint — M. de St. Amaranthe listened to the insidious 
counsels of a soi-disant friend, and began to seek excite- 
ment in gambling at the Bourse. Fortune favoured 
him, for a long time money flowed rapidly in, and 
Madame even showed occasionally an appearance of afiec- 
tion towards one who so liberally supplied her extrava- 
gances. Their house, their horses, her toilettes, her 
entertainments, were the constant theme of the world's 
admiration ; and, if the power of gratifying every selfish 
wish, and the absence of reflection upon anything dis- 
agreeable be happiness, Madame de St. A. was supremely 
happy. 

But the tide at length turned. Grown bold and care- 
less by success, M. de St. A. engaged in a speculation 
where gain would have been mines of wealth, and where 
loss was ruin. He lost ; and the reproaches of his own con- 
science, and (though last, not least) those of his unworthy 
wife, drove him to despair, and in a fit of derangement, 
he made an attempt to put an end to his life, which, 
however, failed in its object, but by wounding, disfigured 
him for life. 

After some time his afiairs were settled, and it was 
found that, when every creditor was paid, a small farm 
and an income of 1500 fnnca was all that remained to 
them, for older than Coralie Clairville, deeply enamoured, 
and his own master, he had committed that unheard-of 
piece of foUy of marrying a woman with no fortune, in- 
stead of one with equal means with himself, as is the 
custom in our admirably organized system of society. To 
Ufraville then they went, to live a life which, bad her 



mind been rightly constituted, might still have been a 
nseful and a happy one, but which, to Madame de Sfe» 
Amaranthe, was a banishment for ever from everything 
worth living for. Except her clothes and her evil pro- 
pensities, she carried with her nothing into the country 
that she had enjoyed at Paris, and when first they came in 
sight of their future home, beautifully situated in a 
pretty garden, and shaded as well as sheltered by old 
trees, she talked of nothing but the amokiness of the 
house, which consisted of six rooms, and one large ealom 
that had lately been added. A dear brook brawling over 
rocks, she only observed was noisy ; and the happy village 
sounds which, softened by distance, struck upon the ear^ 
she thought vulgar and disagreeable; the old woman who 
was to cook for them was ignorant, the girl engaged to 
wait upon herself awkward ; everything raised a murmur, 
and she went to bed weeping, only to awake with a head- 
ache, that afforded an excuse for remaining in bed, froai 
which she said she never wished to rise again* Hot God 
is mereifiil as well as just : He gave her a longer trial, and 
she at last arose, walked through her house and garden, 
and condescended, so far as to ask some questioiM of the 
servants, who, quite intimidated by the airs of the 
Parisian lady, were unusually backward in offering the 
services which appeared so distasteful to their new 
miitress. 

" Pray, is there any one to speak to, who lives near 
tills?" 

" No one in the rank of Madame bat Monsieur le Cui&« 
and Docteur Daffe." 

" A country cure, and apothecary, repeated she, in 
accents of contempt. " Are there no families ? Who 
lives there, in that ch&teau that I see on the hill ? — ^but 
indeed, who that could avoid it would bury themselves 
in this solitude ?" 

" M. le Marquis de la Taillense, his lady and daughter. 
The son is at school." 

" Is Madame old >" 

*' Oh no, quite young, and her daughter is nearly 
seventeen ; they always come to church, and sometimes- 
have company staying with them ; they are mudi> 
respected, and do much good." 

" Country gentry," muttered the fine lady ; " but aaj 
society is better than none; and they wiU, no doaht, 
be delighted to see the fashions." 

Fired, then, with the noble idea of astonishing the vil* 
lagers, and delighting the family at the chateau, wbe 
would, she supposed, be attired in fashions of a year, or 
at least six months date, and eagerly make her acquaint* 
ance for the sake of her patterns, Madame de St. Ama- 
nnthe, in her most brilliant toilette, and holding a richly- 
bound prayer-book in her hand, went to take po s sessi o n of 
the crimson velvet chair, and, prU dieu, she had ordered 
to be sent down, as, in the absence of all other amuse- 
ment, an hour even in a country church, where she 
doubted not but that she would be " the observed of all 
observers," would at least be one hour got rid of. The 
bell had ceased — mass had begun — the little simple 
church was full of the peasantry, in their holiday dresses, 
but Madame de St. A. liad no difficulty in finding her 
own conspicuous chair, placed immediately behind those of ; 
the de la Tailleuses, who were already there. As she 
could not see their faces, ^he employed herself in noticing 
their dresses. The mother wore a blue mou»9eline de 
Ittine, with small brown leaves upon it, a brown satin 
mantelet, and bonnet with blue ribbons under it, dose 
and warm, for, although the beginning of April, the 
weather was cool ; the daughter, a gown like her mo- 
ther's, a blue shawl, and straw bonnet, entwined with a 
wreath of blue periwinkles; all was quite plain and 
unpretending, but fresh, and of the most fashionable 
form, and poor Coralie began to fear her piitteros were 
not needed, and also, that perhaps her own elaborate 
costume was not altogether quite in character with a 
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tillage church. Their old black oak chairs, on which the 
arms had been carved many a oenturr ago^ covered with 
dark pnce velvety had an air of ancient respectability 
that threw her gorgeous and glittering seat into the shade. 
Alas ! alas ! an envious mind finds subjects of envy 
everywhere, but it had never been occasioned by plain 
dreasee and worm-eaten wood before; and Madame 
de St. Amaranthe quitted the lowly church in a worse 
frame of mind than that in which she had entered it, bad 
as that was. 

M. de la Tailleuse, helping his wife and daughter into 
a little pony-carriage, took the retns from his servant, and 
drove slowly off, nodding to one, speaking to another 
peasant, and throwing an orange to almost every little 
child they passed, without appearing to observe the fine 
lady who was walking affectedly through the crowd. 

Some days after this scene, taking a walk of tome 
length, byway of getting through the weary day, Madame 
de St. A. felt tired, and observing a very neat, substan- 
tial-looking cottage, she knocked at the door, and begged 
to be permitted to rest herself. 

" Enter, Madame, is not this house and all that it con- 
tains your own ? Oh, how I have prayed for this day ! 
And now it has come, I have not words to express my 
gratitude." 

''What can you mean?" answered the amazed lady. 
•' I never saw your face before." 

" Have you then forgotten the poor people who were 

weeping over a coffin in the church of , upon which 

you emptied the contents of your purse?" 

Coralie remembered it well, and blushed a little at the 
remembrance, but could not recognise in the healthy, 
•tout woman, and bright-faced girl before her, the ema- 
dated beings she had then relieved, to relieve herself from 
the oppiessive feeling of shame and sorrow. These six na- 
poleons had, it seems, enabled them not only to purchase 
food and clothing, but were enough for the girl to ap- 
prentice herself to a cotf/«n^e. She afterwards accom- 
panied her aunt to her native village, where her trade 
prospered, and where they lived respected. A year before, 
a young farmer had married her, whom, with pride, she 
presented to Madame de St. A., telling him to thank their 
kind benefactress ; and then taking a fat baby out of a 
cradle, asked to be allowed to name the next after Ma- 
dame's husband or herself, according to its sex. For the 
first time in her life, Coralie felt herself interested — for 
tiie first time felt the pleasure of doing good ; and, on 
her return home, looked so aiive, that her poor husband 
hazarded a compliment upon the beautifying effecta of 
ooantry air, which was well received. 

A few days after this the Cnr6 paid a visit, and men- 
tioned with satisfaction the benevolent action the lady 
(whose behaviour in church had certainly not prepos- 
sessed him in her farour) had performed, in presence of her 
husband, to whom it seemed a new light; he looked 
affectionately at his wife, addressed her as my dear Co- 
ralie, and the day passed in a manner it had not done for 
many a year. The Cur^ was a man of observation ; he 
nw how matters stood, and trusted that a wretched worldly 
education had not entirely perverted her heart ; and that 
she might be led by gentle degrees towards a better frame 
of mind. This little unexpected incident was an advan- 
tage gained, and he resolved to try and improre it. In 
furtherance of this benevolent plan, he raised Madame de 
St. A. in the opinion of her husband and poorer neigh- 
bours, mentioned her with respect at the ch&teau, ad- 
dressed his conversation to her, as if he supposed that 
charitable actions were habitual to her, and at last 
she began to feel — first, a desire to ieem good, then a 
languid wish to be so, and not long after these good 
symptoms showed themselves, a fixed determination to 
set about trying to be in reality all she at first cared onle 
to appear ; but, at first, she found it not so easy as shy 
thought ; very frequently her trials did not succeed, and 



the Cur^, to whom she often spoke now without restraint^ 
enlightened her as to the reason. She relied upon 
herself alone; her own will and endeavours she thought 
sufllcient ; she did not seek for strength from God, 
without which her strongest endeavours went for no- 
thing. By degrees, in recalling the wordM she had learnt 
in her childhood, and hearing their exposition, with 
a contrite heart she began to comprehend the great 
benefits to be derived through her Saviour's death, and 
at last felt real sorrow for her sins past, and a fixed reso- 
lution to sin no more. 

To be brief, the conversation and advice of the Cur^, 
to whom she confessed all her life past without reserva- 
tion, wrought by degrees a happy change ; she became 
as patient, as meek, as sweet-temperbJ, as she had been 
before the contrary ; her husband loved her better than 
he had ever done, even when first he married her. The 
accomplishments she possessed contributed to their mu- 
tual amusement; the cultivation of her long-neglected 
mind, her domestic concerns, and the care of the poor, 
gave her constant occupation; so that she lived a 
happy, useful, contented life, beloved by all who knew 
her, and never neglected morning and night to thank 
God for having, by their ruin in this world, paved the 
way for their salvation in the next. 



SONNET. 

TO THE SKYLARK. 

Bail •oaring lark I I too must speak of thee. 
What though thou hast been sung in sweeter layi 
Than I can give ? Yet will I tune thy praise. 

Thou beauteous emblem of true minstrdsy. 

As best I may, and when at mom I see 
Thee heavenwax^ take thy monitory flight. 
Still may my thanks for blessings of the night 

Arise, blithe bird, with thy sweet melody 
All cheeringly upon the listening ear. 

Thy warbling gush with golden sonlight blends, 
Rich as the summer shower, the prophet seer 
Called down on the parched earth : then still to heaven 

Let good men pray, when thy sweet song ascends. 
For stiU to |^>od men's pimyers are blessings given. 

J. K. 



THE CHEERFUL HEART. 

" I cannot choose but marrel at the way 
In which our lives pass on, from day to day ; 
Leaving strange lessons in the human heart, 
And yet like shadows letting them depart." 

Miss Lamdon. 



How wearily the little news-boy plodded along the 
deserted streets on that New Year's Eve. The cold 
rain was beating fiercely upon him, and a few tattered 
garments served to protect him from its rage. All day 
had he been out amid the storm, and was now returning, 
weary and hungry, to his humble home. The street 
lamps were lighted, and as he passed by them yon oould 
see by the gleam that his face was pale and emaciated — 
oould see that, young as he was, something had been 
there already to attenuate his features, and give that wan 
and desolate look which can be given only by some great 
affliction, some pinching want or overwhelming grief. 
You could teU at a glance that a dark shadow was resting 
upon his pathway^a shadow out of which there seemed 
just then but littie hope of escape. Bom amid poverty 
and wretchedness, and left fatherless while yet in his 
cradle, his life up to that hour had been nothhig but 
misery — and the whole record of that life was written in 
his pale face and tattered rags. Yet, with all this, as he 
passed along, a close observer might have noticed a strange 
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light in his clear blue eye--«ii expression of kindly 
cheerfulness, such as «re may not often see in this world 
of care and grief— for God's blessing was upon him <- the 
blessing of a cheerful heart. The sorrow of his life, 
however deep and abiding — the gloom upon his pathway, 
however dark and fearful — dimmed not that light that 
burned so quietly, and yet so steadily within. Like the 
Vestal fire of old, it grew not dim, but threw its rays far 
out over the great gloom around him— even now the cold 
storm beat upon him unheeded. There are waking 
dreams that come upon us sometimes when we least ex- 
pect them — ^bright dreams of love, and home, and heaven ; 
beautiful visions of such a future, now filled and crowded 
and blessed the heart of that forsaken boy. He was 
dreaming as he walked along, of better days to come — 
of the time when poverty in his pathway should depart, 
and the beautiful flowers spring up to bless him with 
their presence — of a bright home far away from that 
great city, upon whose cheerful hearth the fire should not 
go out, and where hunger should never haunt him more. 
And then into that dream of a better life — into that vision 
of a cheerful home, far off among the green hills, came 
a pleasant face, the face of his beloved mother. He could 
tee her as she sat by the lattice, at the quiet evening hour, 
reading the Bible, with the Last red rays resting like 
a glory upon her brow, while the rose-leaf trembled at 
the whidow, and the little violets folded themselves to 
sleep. Very pleasant was the picture then passing be- 
fore the gaze of that ragged child — very glorious the 
Sanorama of green hills, and bright flowers, and singing 
irds — very beautiful that humble cottage, half covered 
by the clustering foliage, and his heart thrilled and 
heaved with a strange rapture, never known before — such 
rapture and such joy as the stricken poor can never know, 
save when some good angel comes down from the blue 
heaven, and beckons them away firom the haunts of woe 
and wants in which they suffer, to the free air and the 
blessed sunshine. 

But the dream had passed — ^the son had set — ^the 
flowers faded-^the cottage disappeared. Of all the 
beautiful vision, so cheering and so glorious, no trace re- 
mained — ^no vestige of leaf, or tree, or biird — ^no letter 
of his mother's Bible"— no love-light of his'mother's eye. 
The darkness came around him, and he found himself 
there amid the storm, in the silent streets of the great 
dty; so gathering his garments more closely about him, 
he hurried along to his home, with a prayer upon his Up 
and God's sun-light in his heart. Turning into an ob- 
scure street, a few steps brought him to the door of a 
wretched dwelling, which he entered. Follow now, and 
behold a scene of want and penury, such as may be found 
sometimes in this world of ours — a scene upon which 
men look with unconcern, but on which, thank God I the 
angels gaze with joy ; a home where poverty struggles 
with a brave heart and is conquered. 

Before the fire sat a pale, sad woman, upon whose fea- 
tures the traces of great loveliness were still visible, 
though sorrow had sharpened them somewhat* and 
ghastly want done much to dim their beauty. Upon 
her high and queenly brow the blue veins were clearly 
visible, as the blood coursed through them with unwonted 
rapidity. Her large dark eyes were dim with tears. Some 
new sorrow had started afresh the sealed fountain of her 
grief — and now, as she gazed silently upon the red embers, 
in all the utter agony of despair, it might seem that hope 
had gone for ever, and God forsaken her. 

" Mother 1" said the boy as he entered, all dripping 
with rain, '* I have come at last, and 1 am tired and 
hungry." 

" My son I my son I" replied the mother, "there is 
no morsel of food in the house," and her lip quivered. 
" We must starve 1 we must starve I" and her tears 
broke forth afresh. 

Thus had it been for many a weary month. With 



scarcely food sufficient to support life, that mother and 
her boy had struggled, and suffered, and wept, and prayed 
— and now that the cold winter was coming on, no won- 
der that her heart shuddered and her cheek grew pale at 
the hopeless prospect ahead. How could they pass th« 
dreary days and long nights, the storm and the terrible 
cold, without food and raiment, and shelter ? And thea 
where could they go when the landlord should thrust 
them from their present wretched dwelling, as he had 
threatened to do on the morrow ? Verily the gloom and 
despair were great and fearful I And yet, even at that 
desolate hour, an eye looked down from heaven upon the 
friendless widow. There, by the hearth-stone — ^by the 
dying embers an angel hovered — an earthly angel, even in 
the guise of that tearful child, i^or 

Earth ku its anseU, though their fomu are moulded 

But of aueh elay as fatbtons all : 
Though harp* are wantina and bright pinioni folded. 

We know them by the love-light on their brow. 

" Mother," said he, " we will not starve — God has not 
forsaken us. There are better days to come, mother ! I 
saw it in a dream, and in it X beheld your ovm dear self, 
and you were singing a pleasant song away in that blessed 
home. Oh, mother, cheer upl cheer upl" 

When the little boy lay down upon his wretched couch 
that night, he was changed. His mother^s great deipair 
had transformed him from a suffering child into a strong* 
hearted man— from a weak and helpless dependent into 
an earnest, thoughtful worker ; henceforth, his path w«f 
one of duty alone — and no allurement, be it ever so 
bright, could turn him from it. Before him glittered for 
ever a guiding star, from which neither the cares nor the 
pleasures of this life could for an instant divert his Intense 
and absorbing gaze. Existence had for him but one 
object, and his utmost energies were taxed for ita 
attainment. 

Never did the sun rise in greater splendour than on the 
New Year's morning following that night of hunger, 
gilding the spires and domes of the dty with its rays. 
The streets were already filled with the gay crowd 
seeking pleasure, and men walked as though new life 
had been given them by the general hilarity and 
bracing air. 

In the most crowded street was the news-boy, not the 
disconsolate, wretched lad, who had plodded his way 
through the storm the night before, to a desolate home 
and a supperless bed. You would not have recognised 
him as he hurried along, eagerly intent on his new avoca- 
tion, and his face all radiant with the great hope that 
struggled in his heart. 

That night joy visited the forsaken fireside. They had 
paid the landlord his rent, and still had sufficient 
left to purchase food. It was a merry New Year for 
them. 

Years came and went. Great changes had taken place. 
The boy had grown to manhood. High honours were 
conferred upon him. Wealth flowed into his coffers — his 
praise was upon every tongue. And at this very hour, 
upon the banks of a mAJestic river, his mansion stands 
conspicuous, among a thousand others, for its taste and 
ele^anoe. 

He has bat one companion — his aged mother— the 
lonely widow whom we saw some years ago gazing mourn- 
fully into the fire, and watching the flickering light. His 
influence was felt far and wide, and the poor and wretched 
of every class and kind came around him with their 
blessings. 

Thank God 1 thank Godl that scattered here and 
there throughout the world, in many an humble home, 
may be found men and women unto whom life presents 
but little hope of love, or hope of joy, and yet who pass 
along amid its deeolate paths without a murmur, sustained 
and soothed* and bleased by this alone— A Ch££&pul 
U&aAT. 
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THS SONG OF THS LAST LBAF. 

O^ t why wu I thus left oomptalonlcMi dreary, 

T* tetr the itark eoldncM of Winter aloae* 
To pm« on in •olitiuU hopdew, Ukd wMvy, 

And i^b O'er bright teenea thit for erer have flown. 

Ob t bow sweet was tbe Spring-time, wben emibeaina were daneiag, 

In gold-coloured raiment* our bowers between, 
ini loied by our beauty they ceased from their glaadiig. 

And slundtered in peace on our boaoou of green. 



Oh I bow gay waa the Summer, when flowers wen springing. 

Uplifting their beads all bespangled with dew. 
While from bosoms of softness their perfumes were ffingii^, 
As they waved in their splendour of scarlet and blue. 

And tbe breese as it swept through their bells, meekly bending, 
Bore a murmuring sound from their elfin-like throng. 

Like th' sweet dying notes, when young spirits are blending 
Their voices and harps in the far land of soug. 

But the Spring and tbe Summer passed laughing before us. 
Nor paused in the flight their soft raiobow-like wings ; 

Then tbe dark breath of Autumn swept blightingly o'er as, 
And smote to tbe Karth all her loteliest things. 

I gaaed ob them ftJling, with sorrawAil anguish, 

I felt, as each ranisbed, a lonelier doom ; 
Oh 1 how hard 'tis to lire, when we live but to languish 

O'er friends that in silence have gone to the tomb. 

But companions of Spring-time, 'tis vain thus replniag, 
ICy spirit is Unktwl with your phantom-like baiid i 

X leel the last fibre of strength is declining. 
That binds me to life in this desolate land. 

Farewell to tbe Winter,— -too long have t tarried 
In the grave of my Undred— eoon->-«oon I shall be 1 

tt Mased, on an eddying gust it was carried, 
And thoa died with song " The last leaf of the tNO." 

RiCHAKO ROWLBT. 
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NatiOMi Svih mul Praetieml E*m§diet, 

{Cvnelttitd fhnn fmgt 174.) 

The fbixrth great eyil mentioned. Is Commercial Mono- 
polies instead of Free Trade. Politics do not lie within 
our sphere of action. We are apart from, and clear of 
the turmoil and contests of parties. Free trade has its 
^onsands of earnest advocates, while protection is yet the 
oreed of thousands more. With that we have nothing to 
do, and will content ourselves with quoting Mr. Bucking- 
ham's argument, to shew that nature meant different 
nations to eichange with each other. 

It is a remarkable fact, that the very conformation of the euifaee 
of our globe teera* specially formed for this interchange. If the 
Whole eruat of the eurth had been land, the difficulties and ex- 
Mnee of transit between distant cooncriee. as France and CUna, 
for instance, would have been immenee. But eeven-tenthe ctf tbe 
surface of the globe are covered with water, that fluid highway of 
nations, which aflbrda the easiest, speediest, safest, and least costly 
node of transit for all eommoditiee of trade, flrom one region to 
another, and which highwav all may now freely use. 

There was a time, indeed, when England arrogated to heraelf 
the supreme dominion of the sea, as Frunce, in a similar spirit of 
delnaion, once aimed at universal empire by land. But both theee 
dxMuns of ambition have been dissipated by Inoreased ksowledg* 
and a clearer sense of justice among mankind. It is happily not 
Withhi the nower of any nation to monopolize the ocean, and it 
■ever will be. Tbe track of every ship, along her fluid path, is 
closed up wain ae aoon ae she baa ploughed the furrow with hse 
keel. No ^rtifications can be erected tbere, as around Paria or 
Portsmouth, nor barriers establish^, nor outposts occupied by 
any nation to the ezeiasion of any other, 'rte raging tempest 
would aeatter them in iu fury, and the aiknt calm would aoule 
on them with pity and disdain. 

The fifth great evil is War— wir the homioide— -war 
the widow-maker^-war the orphan producer — ^war the tai 
Inteder— war the hero creator — ^war the incabna of 



natioiiet the oppfobrium of civiliiatioD, and the disgrace 
of Christiamty. All power founded upon the sword must 
be Baintained by the sword. As lie is built up upon lie, so 
is conquest upon conquest, till detection in the one case 
and defeat in the other, brings the whole deformed edifice 
crushing in ruin upon its creators. Egypt, Syria, Persia, 
Greece, Rome, once all-powerful, where are they now ? 
They, in their decay, all testify to the fact, that power 
founded upon furce is never permanent, and that the 
curses and ruin of war ever recoil upon the war makers. 

But, (says Mr. Buckingham) if these do not speak in language 
sufficiently intelligible to be understood, of the emptiness of 3I017 
snd the waste of war, let the three living nations of England, 
France, and Amerlca^all now or receutly engaged in scenes of 
conquest and subjugation — anrwcr. England, if she speak the 
trutit. will aay, that her eight hundred millions of public debt, the 
interest of which crushes her labouring population to the earth by 
the taxes necessary to discharge it. is tbe price which she has paid 
for conquests that never enriched her, snd for battles in trhich 
she has never yet gained a continent, or an island, a plantation, or 
territory, that has not cost more than it was worth, and the m&in- 
tenance of which, when won, has not been an incumbrance on ber 
natural resources. And France, if she would sneak truly, might 
point to Algeria as an example of how much blood and treasure 
may be wasted in vain; while the conquest of Mexico by America, 
wss calculated to extend her weakness, increase her debt, and 
risk disunion, rather than add to her prosperity or increase her 
strength. 

And yet we go on, in the face of all these facts, which history 
teaches us, as if they had never happened, to apeak of war as a 
noble occupation — to give to warriors more honour than to any 
other class of citixens — to dress and decorate the slayers and 
destroyers of their fellow-men in the costliest robes snd adorn- 
menta, and to idolise them while living, and when dead, ae if they 
were the saviours and benefactors of mankind. 

Then there is the waste of preparations for war in time 
of peace, and the only remedy for this is, as Mr. Budc- 
ingham teUs us, a "truly Holy Alliance^' — a Congress, 
where each nation should have its representative, and 
whose decision in all national disputes should be binding. 
The " good time" when this philanthropic dream shall be 
a happy reality is assuredly " coming," but as yet we are 
afraid that neither rulers nor people are, with all our 
boasted civilization, sufficiently enlightened to permit the 
realisation of the idea. Before that can happen, tbe 
strong must consent to give up their pernicious vantage 
ground of power, and stand with the weak upon the 
common platform of equal right and justice. 

The sixth great evil to which Mr. Buckingham allnde?, 
is Competition* or Bivalry and Opposition, instead of 
Union and Co-operation. This is to us the great and 
monater evil which is at the bottom of almost all 
societarian evils. The advocates of our present system 
assume the whole matter in dispute by telling us 
that " Competition is a law of human nature." But 
we think thiat they talk of laws, while they do not take 
sufficient care to analyze and discriminate between laws 
and tendencies. Under varying conditions, the same law 
produces not only different but very dissimilar tenden- 
cies. Thus an object placed exactly on its centre of gra- 
vity, has a tendency under the law of gravitation to remain 
steady, divert it a fraction of an inch on either side, and 
the same law produces a tendency to fall. A natural law 
is a frineipl^ unchangeable and immutable — a tendency 
it the mere expression of a law under certain conditions, 
and varies as the drcumstances under which it is produ- 
ced vary. Bo that when it is broadly asserted that oom- 
petitian is a law of human nature, we should require 
to be shown that it is not a mere tendency. Again* 
we are every day told that " Competition is the bond 
which holds society together." This too we think a bare 
assertion, and would rather believe that society has held 
together, not in consequence of, but in spite of competi- 
tion. All analogy impels us to this conclusion, for com- 
petitaon implies separation, while co-operation implies 
^nion, and which of the two is more likely to bind sodelj 
together, is so apparent, as not to need the pointing out. 
It is to the principle of combination that we owe 
our railroads— our docks and canala— our ateam fleetl 
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•nd all the really great things (too great for oompetitave 
individual effort) which render the firet half of the nine- 
teenth century glorious. Competition is the chaos of 
labour — oomhinaHon its order, and it is to order and not 
to chaos, tliat mankind must look for the elements of 
|K)wer. We have left but short space for the extracts 
from Mr. Buckingham's excellent and instractiTe 
cnapter. 

It must itrike the most unobserrant, on reflection, that there are 
BOW engaged in ttjerj trade and profession a mneh larfser number 
of penooa than can obtain, by their labour, a fair remunerative 
reward ; the consequence of which is, that each underbids the 
other in his claims to support or employment, by which means 
wares and profits are reduced to their lowest possible minimuin ; 

d eren at this minimum many remain still unemployed, while 



an 



thousands are driren to labour for the smallest pittance on which 
human life can be sustained, with no surplus whateTrr for sickness 
or old age — with none for instruction, comfort, recreation, or en- 
joyment. It is the common sense and feeling of the injustice of 
this state of things, which has led, in England, France, and 
America, to the formation of Trades* Unions, to the establish- 
ment of Co-opcratire Societies, to the preaching the doctrines of 
Communism and As)«ociation, In Tarinus forms ; to the outbreaks 
of the Luddites and Chartiits in England ; to the insurrections of 
the workmen in Belgium and France ; to the resistance to the pay- 
ment of rent and taxes in America : — the labouring classes, in all 
these countries, feeling that they hare not their due share in the 
enjoyments even of the wealth which their own labour produces ; 
and that it is monstrous injustice, which no laws, either human or 
dirine, could authorise or sanction, that while the labour of their 
hands and the sweat of their brow produeea enormous wealth for 
otbera, they should themselves be kept down in the lowest sUg« of 
indigence and want. 

Again, as to the benefits our labouring classes receive 

from competition — 

We are thus, in England, exporlinpr to the extent of many 
millions annually, for the supply of other nations, every species 
and kind of article that the labour and ingenuity of our artisans 

Eroduce, and have aU our warehouses and shops overcharged with 
nmense stocks of each ; while, at the same time, thousands of our 
own countrymen are but half-fed, wretchedly clothed, miserably 
lodged, wholly uninstructed, and not epjoying so much actual 
happiness as the Hottentots of Africa, the Indians of America, or 
the savages of New Zealand ; for all these have abundance of food, 
and stifliciency of raiment and shelter for the climates they dwell 
in, with an entire freedom from that incessant toil, confinetl atmo- 
sphere, and never-ending care and apprehension for the futiire, 
which, more than even present toil, oreaks down the forms and 
spirits of our labouring population, and eauaca them to degenerate, 
by want and care coinbined, physically, mentally, and morally, 
and to give birth to offspring, for whom there seems no better or 
brighter hopes than for themselves. 

" All this," says Mr. Buckingham, " demands a re- 
medy," and he demands not co-operation by the poor, — 
" for that without some wealth to begin with is impossible," 
but for them, and for this purpose he would invoke the 
aid of the legislature. He asks for shortened hours of toil, 
and a larger share of their produce for the poor, — Parlia- 
ment has^ by the Factory Act, shortened and defined hours 
of labour, and probably that principle will be further ex- 
tended in action; — how more fiurly to distribute pro- 
duce is another question. Mr. Buckingham's device 
is, in principle, the same as that long ago propounded 
by Fourier; viz., to limit, by legislative enactment, 
the profits of Joint-stock, or associated bodies to 8 or 
10 per cent, upon the capital, and in addition to the 
wages of labour, to divide the residue of profits among 
the labourers, so as to give all a tangible interest in the 
common prosperity. All this is just in principle and 
most desirable in practice, but in a commeraial and com- 
petitive community. Government has neither the will nor 
the power to effect such changes. We would rather rest 
upon the power of the people to work out their own 
salvation, and with habits of prudence, forethought, and 
above aU, temperance, they can do so. We would 
trust rather to feeling than to law, and would more im- 
plicitly rely upon a principle, graven by sound education 
upon the hearts of the masses, than to all the laws ever 
placed upon the statute book. By a fair union of capital 
and labour, the waste lands of England and Ireland mi^ht 
bo made to yield not only employment, but competence 
to all who are now oompulsorily idle. Mr. Buckingham 
is ftiUy sensible of this when he says — 



As a proof of the safety and prott of aneh invostnuAls, twe 
instances may be given. One is the manufacturing eatablisbmsMtj 
of Lowell, in tha United states of America, the best cundoctodt' 
and ocenpied by the happiest labouring population in the world, 
aa snperioT in tlieir condition to the working claaam of Uanehastet 
and Lyonv, as the best pa>d English mechanics are to the worat 
paid Iribli peasants, and yielding an average profit of fifteen per 
cent, to the capitalists who formed these establishments. The 
other is the Irish Waste Land Improvement Assuciadon, by 
which about 90,000 acres of wholly unproductive land have beai 
made fertile by labour, giring full employment and comiortabU 
stibsistenee to more than S,000 persons, most of whom entered oa 
their labours without money, and all of whom have now some of 
their surplus omaiugs laid by ; while the capitalists who assisted 
them in their tirst outlay, have realised seven or eight per cent, 
of profit. 

The seventh great evil is the helpless and hopeless 

condition of the unfortunate. How hopeless and how 

'helpless, no man who moves about the world with his 

eyes open, need be told. On this point Mr. Buckingham 

writes thus eloquently — 

It is a matter of wonder and astonishment that the existln* 
state of things has endured so long. In countries aboundiug ana 
supcrabounding with wealth ot evrcy kind, thousands arc suffering 
from hunger, nakedness, and want ; in countries blessed with the 
highest degree of intelligence, and the means of communicating ft 
to all, thousands are suffering for crimes resulting from their 
ignorance. In countries proverbial for the honour of their men 
and the chastity of their women, thieves and prostitutes abound in 
every town. In oountries vaunting of their benevolence and piety, 
thousands are left unheeded in the depths of misery and immiM«iity. 
In countries complaining of the difficulty of employing their capital, 
thoTisands of able-bodied men are seeking empIormcDt, and unable 
to find it, reduced by that *' neoessity which knows no tew,'* to 
borrow, beg, steal, or lie down and starve in the midst of wealth 
and abundiuaee ! 

The true remedy for this, as also for that other great 
evil — the conflict which every man finds going on between 
his sense of justice and charity, and his desire for indi- 
vidual gain — ^in short, between his duty and his interest, is 
a system of co-operation, which would impose on each 
his fair share of work, and deny to none the (air share of 
that abtmdance, which general industry could not fail to 
create. 

The second part of the work treats of a ''Model 
Town and Associated Community," and, as a prelimiiuiry 
inquiry, Mr. Buckingham inquires as to the possibility o( 
systematic association. He shows how the health and 
serenity of mind of all classes are destroyed, their means 
are limited, and labour, to an injurious extent, is im» 
posed upon all who work by our present system, tlM 
sole object of which is to gain wealth, and wUch blindly 
defeats its own end. Ask the noble what has mortgaged 
his estates and made him only the nominal owner of 
his princely domains ? If he answers truly, he will say» 
competition in pomp, ostentation, luxury, and extza> 
vagance. Ask the prince-merchant what it is that every 
now and then tasks all his energies to avoid bankruptcy? 
He must say, competition with rivals either foreign or 
domestic Ask the manufacturer how it is tlut he 
grumbles at a ten hours' bill, and stints his work people 
to the lowest farthing ? He will reply by pointing to 
competition, which cuts down prices. Ask the tradesman 
what it is that placards our streets with "extensiv* 
failures," and "ruinous sacrifices," and yon will hear 
that it is competition to sell even at a loss. Ask the labourer 
what cuts down the reward of his toil, and stUl tba 
answer is, competition of man striving for employment 
with man. For a people to be good, happy, contented^ 
and heslthy, amid such a stormy batUe for very existence^ 
is as utterly impossible, as that we should have grapee 
from fig-trees, and real progressive improvement under 
such conditions is but the vision of a dream, the shadow 
of a shade. There is the root of that covetonsness, which 
makes strife and enmity the mental atmosphere in whidi 
we live. And firom this too proceeds that iuconsistenej 
between the theory of Christianity which we profess, and 
the course of life which we practice ; and which, with 
all our lip-service and knee-worship, makes us contrast 
but poorly with the very infidels whom we affect to 
)iso. Association, if practicable, would afford an antl* 
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dote. But then comes the question, is it possible ? The 
general opinion no doubt is, that it is impossible ; and 
the Government or the iegisUturewould, to a certainty, 
toout the notion as a dmm of a socialist or communist 
Tisionary. But Mr. Buckingham truly says — 

Tet the OoTerament find no diiBcvdty in organising a fleet and 
an armT. with ••ueh eaae and in nich yerfeetion, that erery more- 
nent oi CMh is regulated at the Admindty and the Hone Guards ; 
and if you deeire to obtain any information about any one in- 
dividttal in either of theae Taet bodies, you have only to apply to 
tte Admiral^ or the War OIBee, and they will give you hu name, 
age, height, eomplezion, the colour of his eyes, the peculiarities of 
hta countenance, and tell you in what ship or regiment he is, 
where stationed,, in what company, what amount of pay is due to 
him, and every other particular. The Government can organise a 
large army of Ciutom- House and Excise Officers, coast-guard, 
tax-gatherers, and police, with a discipline so perfect, that they 
will find out every man, and ascertain his income, and even his 
political opinions, if df;siired. They can organize labour to build 
useless ships of war, and extravagant royal yachts, to kill oxen and 
hogs, prepare salt-beef and pork, and even bake biscuits in their own 
ovens, for the fleets at Plymouth and Portsmouth, besides making 
ropes, sails, and blocks by machinery, and evtry other thing needed 
for their naval arsenals. They can cast cannon and cannon-balls, 
bombs, and shells, make gunpowder, and Congreve rockets, and 
•tore up at the Tower 100,000 stand of arms, muskets, bayonets, 
pistols, spears, and tomahawks, to shed the blood and take the 
lives of our enemies when needed. They can swear in nearly the 
whole miUe population of London as special constables, to resist 
an apprehended insurrection, and marshal every division in its 
most appropriate place, earollinir old men of seventy, and young 
boys of fifteen for this purpose. 

They can do all these things in the way of " organization and as- 
sociation of labour ; but, alas, they catmot (as they say,) or they 
wM not (which is perhaps nearer the truth), undertake any organi- 
sation and association of labour, to employ the unemployed portion 
of the population, and place in their own hands the means of not 
merely earning their own livelihood, but adding largely to the health, 
wealth, moialitv, and happiness of the whole nation. The old 
proverb says tnuy, *' Where there's a will, thoe's a way ;" and 
the absence of the wUl, seems, in this instance, the only solution 
of the problem, why the wap has never yet been found, and why 
it is deemed, by the Government at least, to be beyond the power 
of discovery. 

To take a first step in the right direction, Mr. Buck- 
ingham proposes the formation of a Company, the shares 
to range firom a minimum of j^20 upwards. The first 
step to be the purchase of 10,000 acres of land (that is a 
mik square). On this is to be built a town, called Victoria, 
of which a handsome print and a ground plan accompany 
the work. This town is to be inhabited by shareholders 
only, and by them all kinds of manufacturing operations 
are to be carried on. The hours of labour are to be fixed 
—labour itself is by its division and variety to be made 
attractive. Spirits and weapons of war are to be excluded. 
The profits of capital and the reward of toil are to be equi- 
tably adjusted ; universal education is to be provided for ; 
and the means of instruction and amusement t<o be free 
and abundant for all. In short it is to be an associated com- 
munity, supplying all its wants and accumulating wealth 
by the fair union of capital and labour. The cost of such 
a town, Mr. Buckingham estimates at four millions, 
not half what has been expended on many railways ; and 
m a commercial point of view, such a speculation pro- 
mises to be lar more profitable than those undertakings, 
which have engulphcd so many in utter ruin. Mr. 
Buckingham thinks, and it appears to us correctly, that 
after all expenses, a revenue of 25 per cent, would be 
Mcnred — 10 per cent, to.be appropriated to capital, 10 
per cent, to labour, and 5 per cent, for a reserve fund — 
beside the vast indirect saving, resulting from the decrease 
of crime and the increase of health, under proper social 
and sanatory arrangements. For a description of the 
proposed town, we do not find any passage sufficiently brief 
to quote, and we must therefore refer those who are in- 
terested (and who should not be) to the work itself ; but 
this we may say, that, if realized, it will exceed in beauty, 
oo&venlonoe, and healthfnlness, all that ancient or modern 
visions have pictured. There are to be wide open streets, 
squares, fountains, lawns, covered arcades, dining-halls, 
kictnre-rooms, places of worship, libraries, museums, 
musio*baUs, workshops, storehouses, and dwellings of all 
gnhdei systematically arrangedt conveniently situated, and 



healthily constructed. And amid all these, those who 
tremble at the phantom of Communism, need not fear 
to recognise its presence. Men of all gradations and 
rates of remuneration are to be there, except that lowest, 
in which a continuous struggle is perpetuated to keep soul 
and body together. The common platform on which 
humanity stands is to be elevated, but step upon step in 
towering ascent will still remain for the ambitious and 
aspiring to climb. There will still be the governors and 
the governed, the leaders and the led, but the interests 
of all classes will be as one, and the duties and interests 
of each reconciled. Is this merely a sunny phantasm 
or may it be a more sunny reality ? It may and will be 
true, but the " when" is yet hidden in the depths of tho 
future. Mr. Buckingham quotes a host of high authori- 
ties ancient and modem, to confirm this view, and we 
can but respect doctrines to which are attached the 
names of Moses, Plato, Aristotle, Machiavel, Moore, 
Berkeley, Bacon, Wordsworth, and many others. In 
more modem times, Babbage says — 

It would be of great importance if, in every large establifthment, 
the mode of payment could be so arranged, that every person em- 
ployed should derive advantage from the success of the uholc ; and 
that the profits of each individual should advance, as the factory 
itself produced profit, without the necessity of making any change 
in the wages. 

Mr. John Stuart Mill remarks — 

The obicction ordinarily made to a system of community of pro- 
perty and equal distribution of produce — " that each person would 
oe inoessaatly occupied in evading his share of the work " — is, I 
think, in general, considerabljr over-stated. There is a kind of 
work— /Aaio/^^A/<ii^-- which is never conducted under any other 
than the eO'Operatitt syttem : and neither in a rude nor in a civilised 
society, has the ««p/)0«fc{ tfi^Ecu/(« been experienced. Education and 
the current of opinion having adapted themselves to the exigency, 
the sense of honour, and the fear of shame, have, as yet, been 
found to operate with sufBcient strength : and common sentiment 
has sanctioned the enforcement, by adec^uate penalties, upon those 
not sufficientlv influenced by other motives, of rules of discipline 
certainly not aeficient in rigidity. The same sanctions would not 
fail to attach themselves to the operations of industry, and to 
secure, as, indeed, they are founa to do in the Moravian and 
similar establishments, a tolerable adherence to the prescribed 
standard of duty. 

And we perfectly agree with Mr. Cliarles Bray, of 
Coventry, that. 

If Government can take the raw recruit, and thump, drill, and 

Eipe-clay him into a good soldier, so, that at the word ul' command, 
e will march against an enemy, even to the cannon's mouth, 
vaxtlj it might dnll and march an army against the greatest of all 
enemies, — want. 

But better than all these opinions, Mr. Buckingham 
quotes the actual facts of the Lowell factories in America, 
where may be seen a happy, contented, manufacturing 
population, thriving by regulated industry ; and the exam- 
ples of the Rappites, Shakers, and Mormons, and the 
German Community at Zoar, whose members by asso- 
ciated labour, without wearying toil, have, according to 
high authorities, after providing abundantly for the wants 
of all, amassed wealth more than sufficient for their 
needs, and almost beyond their desires and power of dis- 
posal. If this can be done by a few comparatively igno- 
rant men, surely it is within the reach of England, with 
all her resources, wealth, science, skill, industry, and 
manufscturing ingenuity. It is not only possible, but 
the only possible peaceful solution of the deadly compe- 
titive struggle between the wealth and the want, the 
abounding capital and the superabundant labour of 
modem civilization. 

The remainder of the work is occupied by able and 
interesting essays on "Financial Reform" advocating 
direct taxation on the progressive or graduated system — 
" Emigration," shewing how labour and capital may be 
advantageously and profitably employed in our vast colo- 
nial possessions — "Ireland," and "The necessity for a new 
Reform Bill," pointing out those political reforms, to the 
attainment of which the popular mind is directing itself. 
AU moot questions of vast importance, which we must 
leave to the arbitration of professedly political joumalisis* 
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W« bftTo demoted some space to this work, becauae it 
appears to us to be one of much importance. There is 
little in it that is absolutely new, but the best points of 
ultra writers l^ve been carefully culled and lucidly eom- 
bined. There is little to offend the feelings of society, 
and much with which all the good must sympathiie. Aa 
a composition, it shows that much thought has been ez* 
pended upon its preparation, but that it has been rapidly 
and hurriedly executed. We might wish it to hare been 
more concisely and tersely written in a smaller space, 
for the public at large mil not read large books } but, on 
the whole, we must put upon it the stamp of our approral, 
as a work written with an earnest purpose, for a useful 
end. We hope that it will be extensiTely studied, and 
that Mr. Buckingham may haTe an opportunity of fisirly 
launching his project, as a hopeful means of solving those 
great questions, with which the heart of humanity is 
throbbing, and upon a settlement of which really de- 
pends the prosperity, happiness, and progressive improve- 
ment of all nations. 



THE ROSE, THE THISTLE, AND THE 
SHAMROCK. 

Sbameock — " Oire me, thy fngnnce lovely Bote, 

Why aceDtlcM wu I born 7" 
Host— " On me, thii fragrance heaven bestewe, 

But with it gives the thorn." 
** Good Thiitle, *— then the TnfoU said, 

'* Otve me thy ailver dofwn,** 
The Thistle gisvely shook hb head, 
" Fbst bear my prickly crown.** 



ADVICE TO THE LADIES. 

FBeM causes I need not now stop to trace, those persons 
on whnm the ladies liberally shower the epithets of kill* 
joy, square-toes, or old quiz, have hitherto, for the most 
part, bad it all their own way in the reading of "lectures" 
and delivering of " preachments " to our fair country- 
women. May not I — seeing from a point of view quite 
different to theirs — jot down some notions of mine on so 
important a subject? I have never heard that the 
alphabet was less easily learnt fW>m ginger-bread letters ; 
that draughts of medicine were rendered less efficadons 
by being flavoured with peppermint, gsreished with pink 
paper, and dispensed by an assistant posiessed of good 
teeth, and valanced with those "dear whiskers j" nor 
can I believe that my observations, and fault-findiBg I 
may add, will be the less note-worthy for their writer's 
being a young bachelor, with not the faintest intention 
of ever being an old one ; but keeping at the bottom 
of his Pandora's bot of daily vexations, the hope of 
matrimony. 

At all events, I shall try the experiment threngfa the 
medium of passionless foolscap and ink, of making you 
acquainted with some of my convictions on what I may 
call lady-vices, illustrated by no highly-finished por- 
traitures, but mere outlines of the most prominent 
characteristics of those of mj female friends, who may 
serve to show my meaning. And, if you please, I shsdl 
dispense with the rules of art altogether in my gossip to 
you, meeting promiscuously (as I am in the habit of 
doing with Margaret, of whom, more anon^-though thei« 
ii often some art about that) meeting promiscuously, I 
say, with the topics as they rise. And, first, my fair 
readers, I would lay great stress on yotir not being 
frivolous ; and this, I would beg of you, not to be, in 
defiance of those conventional rules that indicate the 
manufacture of book marks, fiy-traps with yellow paper, 
canary birds insida, porte monnaiet, anti-macassars, 
Joseph*B-roat-like patch-work table-covers, and jug- 
shaped Borlm mod pence-pouches, aa the fit dispoaal of 
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your time, in defianoe of « saying— enirent only aaumg 
the shallowest of men, and having no foundation in 
truth — that "nothing profound should be expected 
from the petticoats i" and in conformity with the senti- 
ment of that beautiful oouplet la " Manfred," — 

" TUnk'st thou exlsleDce doth depend on time 7 
It doth, bat actaona are our epochs." 

Bear in mind that, as Dr. Johnson well obstrres: 
" many of our hours are lost in a rotation of petty cares, 
in a oonttant reooRenee of the same employmenta." 
That yon are, by nature, " noble in reason and infinitB 
in faculties i" that — ^but I will introduce you to Mra. 
Le Grand, late Miss Pinchbeck, «n exeellent specimen 
of fiivoUty. 

Mrs. Le Grand, late Miss Pinchbeck, then, is a great 
oorrespondent, that is, every afternoon she unlocks her 
ladies' rose-wood writing-desk, and pqpeterie, which 
latter contains her envelopes and fancy note-paper, and 
dashes off some half-dosen vapid notes, containing lesa 
practical utility, perhaps, than Solomon's (in the 
"Stranger") "foreign correspondence," and every 
morning the business-like knock of the postman an* 
nounoes the arrival of some responsive echoes wafted to 
her, crossed in the writing, and sealed with motto 
wafrrt. She calls her husband variously "hubby," 
"dear old crosspatch," and "old mani" says "bless 
you," unfailingly, — if she sneezes; carries a Letts' 
diary, in which she makes ostentatious memorandi^ 
probably having in it fbr subject-matter, foUowers, and 
un&ar joints; calls any hurry the may happen to be In 
a "Mffle;'* laeea hsr howawi£Bly keys, and then is 
"in tribulation abont them f and know* only twa watde 
of French, which she consequently wears to death: 
" tfiiltfifW;" and " diiirmiJ' She u no reader, indeed, 
she wonders how any lady can go and see " Othello j" 
•he parades a luperttitiouB di«ad of ill-lnok on a 
Friday; she will apostrophite a singed moth lor five 
minutes together, in your presenoe ; will speak of " $iyim 
of meat,** of a cheesemonger's "skim»§" in bacon, of 
the weather as "muggy," and when disposed to be 
joculv, aims at it by using such exaggerating phraias 
at " evehequer," or " finances," to eipreas a purse or 
money ; " breaking a charter," Ibr making an eieeptioa, 
—and the like. In fine, she will go on with the nmt 
monotonous note, as the travelling dockman annonaces 
his passing by soundings— day after day ; like, as after 
they hava "cast on," "knitted," and <* purled" ten «r 
twelve rows, the votaries of crotohek and embroidery will 
eomnence again, so, ten or twelve heurt of one day of 
her llf^ and amploymant of it, typifies the whole. Msgr 
I not write a brief moral nnder this picture. I have no 
high-flown views about woman's mission to impart. I 
was passed the other evening by two women, one 
eoTOwd about the bonnet and doak with small dust-frU, 
f<rflowed St a little distance by two men, one «f whom had 
donbttoM been amusing himself by pttddng handsful of 
gravel after th«m. I should not have notieed thia, but 
that, just aa they passed me, one of tlie women ssid» in 
reply to an obaervation, I had not heard made by one of 
the men, " We were not made to tiirow stones at» how- 
ever." Very well, I adopt your sentiment, madam, that 
woman's vocation is net to have stones thrown at it, nor is 
It either to be put in a glass-caae and looked at like a wax 
flower— like Mrs. Le Grand. Should you hava "great 
tasto in dress," but nothing besides, no genuine sympa- 
thies—no degree of information— no average intelligenea 
— ^no anything ? Is it fitting that yon shoi^ while away 
your time in conversation, well termed amall-talk, that 
leads to no result— «licits no new Uct, and cenld 
possibly have no Q. E. D. written at the end of it? I, 
at aU events, wiU launch Bureheirs (in the Vicar of 
Wakefield) expressive criticism, "Fudge,** at yon for it. 
I, at all events, will assert that the cares of honsa-kecpiag, 
whether shared by a femfly af dangbtws, or di sehaif sd 
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gingle-handed, are not so Migrossing; but that jou^ 
who ar« en^^aged in no regular occupation, have the 
amplest leisure for laying in a stock of that learning, 
which is justly pronounced better than houses and lands. 

Mrs. Bell Wether too is a lady who I hope will not 
Include you among her disciples. She is a great stickler 
for conventionalities (" I should like to do what is pro- 
per, of course," in her own words), tells you, that no 
fashionable person would be seen in town after August 
12th; that the Queen has t»ken her physician with her 
on her tour ; or that a new ladies' ear-trumpet has been 
inventedj shaped like a flower. The peerage and baron- 
etage suppUes hw idea of the sublime and beautiful (a 
Burke wrote a book on each) ; indeed, she has an im- 
plicit respect for the great, in the abstract, and will 
prose half an hour together on what relationship my 
Lord Tom Noddy bears to my Lady Noodlehead, and 
whose titte he will succeed to : she would lose anything 
rather than caste ; and over her tea, which she makes 
from a tea-nm, she will afibct a very finical horror of 
low neighbourhoods and humble people. Poor quivering 
shirt-band in White's rents, ragged hawker in Brown's 
Lane, she knows you not I And yet, tell her of a ship- 
wreck in the other hemisphere, read to her of a confla- 
gration leagues away» and she will show such *'a de- 
jected 'haviour of the visage^ together with all forms, 
Bodei, shows of grief»" as makes me recall a phrase in 
the cheap outfitters' advertiaements, " moumiag to any 
eitent at five minutes notioe." 

But lei me now, however, turn to a more congenial 
subject! let me leave the Le Grands and Bell Wethera 
(polished grates may I call them, compared with stoves 
glowing with a ruddy, crackling fire), let me leave these, 
and all who in their anxiety to be lady-like forget to be 
womanly, and turn to that Joan of whom I confess my- 
self to be the Darby, that certain party who has not the 
Itest idea of high life — Margaret. Mind, I by no means 

desire to affirm that Margaret is the N. of , to whom 

I am irrevocably willed to be the M. of . No, if 

it were in that certain state, I should hardly last week 
have been exacting the customary tribute, which bad 
tost me a three minutes' chase and all my breath, from a 
very pretty girl in pink, at kiss in the ring, or reassuring 
her engaging terror, while what was billed aa " a sanguine 
display of fireworks " was going on, hard by : or at a still 
later period have, Petrarch-like, dogged a very Laura of 
charmers in a slate-ooloured bonnet, and a black silk mrite, 
a full two miles out of my way, until, indeed, her ab- 
ruptly stopping to exchange salutations with a rival in a 
shooting-Goat and garden-hat at the corner of a street, 
obliged my simultaneous disappearance down an opposite 
one. Oh no, we are not engaged, though when, as she 
sews a button on for me, she asks what we men would do 
without her sex I cannot help beginning to think. / 
shall never be able to do without Her : though, when I 
am sufficiently happy to be holding skeins for her to 
reel, and ahe oalk all my fingers thumbs in such a be- 
witching way, that 1 do sometimes catch myself glancing 
at the unringed fourth finger of her left hand; and 
though, often, when roused by some remark of hers from 
a Apt contemplation of her, 1 begin to wonder whether 
this may not t>e the private interview preparatory to a 
final settlement, mentioned in matrimonial advertise- 
ments. 

1 will attempt a faint outline of her appearance : — Ivory 
shoulders, pearly teeth, ruby lips, ebon hair, thesv are 
some of the gifts, which fused into one person, make her 
*' a real fortune to a husband," but could I daguerreotype 
the " feminine assault " of her smile when she corrEcts a 
trifling misstatement with, no— 1 tell a story —or tells your 
and her humble servant of wet nights, that he will ** go 
home by water, then," — you — why you too, perhaps, 
would be wanting to launch into the honourable estate of 
mathmony with lo wtaaome a ■tMrsnato* 



And as I consider Margaret as coming near enough to 
womanly perfection for my purpose, I shall just finish 
this paper with her description. She works for her 
living with her hands, whinh may excuse her fondness 
for light reading in leisure hours; she can sympathize 
with that dashing >^' ' -^'ayman, Claude Duval, with that 
pretue chevalier 'Vaiaucoart, and in a word, generally with 
that numerous class of travel-stained pedestrians, who 
towards the close of a wet day in the spring of the year 

, and at the opening of many a dry novel I call to 

mind, are continually arriving at romantic road-side inns. 
(I know that by many this same novel reading is re- 
garded as only an intellectual dram -drinking. But is not 
this preferable to the intellectual total abstinence so 
rigidly observed by Mrs. Le Grand, and many ?) In 
her own humble phrase, she is not dull. I say she has a 
decided talent at making lemon cheesecakes, whips, &c : 
she is what b called a good morket-woman ; she is 
very fond of her needle, and mending (Aer head, I promise 
you, does not go Berlin-wool gathering) ; she is the only 
woman I believe in, for sewing on buttons strong ; and 
lastly, she has that excellent quality of being a good 
listener, seldom speaking but when she has something to 
say. 

My dear girls, I have led you with a strangely vagrant 
step, it is true, over a page of my crotchets on that im- 
portant topic, the ladies and matrimony. I have drawn 
on life, not fancy, for my sketches and observations, 
may I conclude by hoping that such A. B. C. hints, as 
it was in my power to give, may not be useless to you« 
and by adding that I may, pcrliaps, at no very distant 
period, write to you in a different capacity than that of • 
young bachelor. 

LOaUACITT AND KV8BRVS. 

The ideas of a great talker difler very much from those 
of the reserved man — the former beine superficial and 
comparatively valueless, while the latter (generally vented 
in proverbs) are truthful, impressive, and profound. The 
language of the former skips along as easily and grace- 
fully as the greyhound, while, on the contrary, that of 
the latter proceeds slowly, clumsily, and heavily onwards, 
like the ponderous and unwieldy elephant. He finds it 
diflkult to give utterance to his thoughts, which ru.^h 
forward to the portal of his mouth in such crowds, that 
they in fact block it up. Whenever you meet with a man 
of this kind, give him time, and do not mistake his 
tedious taidiness for ignorance or imbecility of mind. In 
nine cases out of len he has lived in solitude, and becautie 
he has not been habituated to conversation, his tongue 
grows so rusty that, when he does venture into society, 
no one will wait till he is drawn out, and therefore his 
reserve continues to increase. Do not contemptuously 
turn your back upon him, but listen, and he will, in all 
likelihood, repay your civility with interest. The eagle 
is a solitary bird, and his voice may be harsh, but still he 
is an eagle nevertheless. Do not imagine that he is dead 
or asleep, but be more attentive to nature. The gun is 
silent until its note is one of triumph ; the tiger's fatal 
s))ring and terrific roar are simultaneous ; the volcano is 
silent before an eruption; and all nature seems dead 
bif »re the tornado and the earthquake. Nature employs 
silence to concentrate her energies, that the effect may be 
more appalling and sublime. As iron, by long exposure 
to the action of fresh water, has a rusty exterior, but 
is inwardly improved in quality, so the rust of the re- 
served man is only superficial, while his ideas, over which 
the stream of time has passed, are susceptible of a higher 
polish, and sink more forcibly into the mind of his hearer. 
The diamond is a rough, dull stone, when first brought 
from its rocky bed, yet it receives from the lapidary ft 
brilliancy, almost capablo of dispelliag the gloom of 
night 
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OUR RAMBLES BY THE DOVE. 

ADDRKS8EO TO C. C. IN AMERICA. 

lis wdl to pnmdly tell me of the glories of the West, 

Of the 8tTe«m with npid torrent and the lake with heaving breast, 

Of the mountain and the prairie, of the forest and the bluff, 

Sarannah spot so fragrant and the jungle dell so rough. 

I know that there are wonders in your own gigantic land, 

llxe gorgeous and the beautiful, the startling and the grand, 

I know the cataracU are bold, the fields of maiie are wide, 

I know the pines are thick enough to let the lightnings hide ; 

But gUd I am to hear thee say with warm and clinging love, 

Thou thinkest of Old England and our rambles by the " Dove.' 

• 

Prise as thou wilt the banks that keep thy clear broad rivers in, 
Where panthers drink and light canoes bear on the tawny skin. 
Be speaking fondly as thou may'st of hills that dimb around. 
And boast of wildflowers that bedeck the trackless "hunting ground** 
Magnolias are exquisite and humming-birds are choice. 
And ** whip-poor-will" may charm thee with his melancholy voice ; 
But canst thou quite despise the thrush that whistled on the thora. 
And those " forget-me-nots'* that wore the jewds of the mom, 
Canst thou shut out the green below and cloudless blue above. 
That led us still, still onward in our rambles by the " Dove ?*' 

Oh, no indeed, I know thjf land will never chase away 

The happiness we found in mine on that long, sunny day ; 

I know thy great White Mountains cannot dim the winding steep, 

That lured us dreamily along to gain the " Lover's Leap,*' 

Do you remember how we sat, and tried to And a word 

That would express the plashing gush of water that we heard ; 

And how we watched the alders bend, as peacefully and light. 

As though an angel's wing had passed and touched them in its flight, 

And how we said that Eastern clime held no Arcadian Grove, 

Of more romance and sweetness than the valley of the ** Dove.' 
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We were familiar with the place, we had been there before. 
But somehow on this August day we worshipped it the more. 
And every crag of old grey rock and every wave-washed stone. 
Seemed touched with richer colouring and breathed a softer tone. 
That tiny river, how it crept beneath the leafy shade. 
Where golden perch and ^ver dace in glancing frolic played. 
And how it dashed in foaming haste adown the mossy wall. 
Where granite fragments broke the flow and made a waterfall. 
And how we stood in silent joy with hearts brim fiill of love. 
And saw the great Creator gliding onward with the " Dove." 

Oh, do not let the mighQr scenes that meet thy vision now 

Shut out " Thorpe Cloud" that standcth like a frown on Beautv's 

brow. 
Oh, do not let the noble trees that spring upon thy sod. 
Prompt thee to spurn the bramble arms that hugged us as we trod. 
Thou wilt be seeing ouuiy things to win thy loudest praise ; 
But let Old England's woods and dales yet steal upon thy gaze, 
Think of our merry travels on this narrow island earth. 
And own that we have often found rare spots of Eden birth. 
And when amid the vast and fkir thy native footsteps rove. 
Call up our sunny rambles by the waters of the " Dove.*' 

I breathed a prayer while straying there, God grant 'twas not in vain, 
It asked the boons of Life and Health to seek that place again. 
It asked that those around me then might share the future joy. 
The hope was earnest, strong, and pure, God keep it from alloy. 
Write on — and proudly tell me of the wonders of the West, 
But glad I am that more than once thy spirit hath confessed 
Affection for our daisied fields, green Isncs, and babbling brooks. 
Our orchards and white cottages, and fairy-haunted nouks. 
For I believe that thou wilt come with all thy olden love, 
And let ray prayer be answered by the waters of the " Dove." 

Eliza Cook. 



HOW USBFULKKSS 18 TO BK ESTIMATED. 

The tuefulness of a man is not to be estimated by the 
length of time during n-hich he is employed, bat by the 
characfcT of the resources, powers, and qualifications, 
which he combines, and puts vigorously in operation, 
while he is engaged in any undertaking. 8ome men will 
be more useful in an hour, than others will in a year. 



DIAMOND DUST. 

PnovD mea never have friends ; either in prosperity, 
because they know nobody; or in adversity^ becaosfi 
then nobody knows them. 

Never condemn a friend unheard, or without lettiiig 
him know his accuser, or his crime. 

The commentary of a severe friend is better thaa the 
embellishments of a sweet-lipped flatterer. 

An ape is ridiculoos by nature, but men become m by 
art and study. 

The morning hour has gold in its mouth. 

Poetry accommodates the show of things to the desires 
of the mind. 

There is nothing ugly for those who know the virtues 
and beauties of all the things which God has made. 

It is more easy to forgive the weak who have injured 
us, than the powerful whom we have injured. He that 
has cut the lion's claws will not feel himself quite secure, 
until he has also drawn his teeth. 

Where merit appears, do justice to it without scmple. 

The future is always fairy-land to the young. Idfs 
is like a beautiful and winding lane, on either side bright 
flowers, and beautiful butterflies, and tempting fruits, 
which we scarcely pause to admire and to taste ; so eager 
are we to hasten to an opening which we imagine will be 
more beantifol still. But, by degrees as we advance, the 
trees grow bleak; the flowers and butterflies &il; the 
fruits disappear, and we find we have arrived, te reach a 
desert waste ; in the centre, a stagnant and letheaa lake, 
over which wheel and shriek the dark-winged birds, the 
embodied memories of the past. 

You can never overtake time. It is best therefore to 
be alwavs a few minutes before him. 

* 

Forgiveness of injuries — The odour flowers yield 
when trampled on. 

Wickedness is generally a plant of slow growth, and 
we rarely find that extreme youth is totally devoid of 
virtues, though it may be stained with many vices. 

Go not to your doctor for every ail, nor to your lawyer 
for every quarrel, nor to your bottle for every thirst. 

A READY wit retorts upon our persecutors, and they 
get laughed at, but by displaying it we make ourselves 
enemies. 

The public mind is the creation of the master writers. 

Errors are good examples. 

There is a mode of presenting that gives value to any- 
thing. 

Politeness is like an ahr cushion — there may be 
nothing solid in it, but it eases the jolts of the world 
wonderfully. 

He that pryeth into every doud may be stricken with 
a thunderbolt. 

There are times when the meeting of the past and the 
present is sensibly felt, from their strange contrast. We 
have all seen two rivers unite and flow on in peace, 
mingling their waters together so gradually, that the line 
of their junction can scarcely be told ; but many have be* 
held two torrents rushing down in fury, like contending 
armies, and, for a time, struggling in a whirlpool, ere they 
blend and rush away. 

Litrratcrb is an avenue to glory, ever opsn for 
those ingenious men who are deprived of honours and 
of wealth. 

A man's works make a man of him. 
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MAKING A FUSS. 

" Hakiko ■ fan " wwini very Insignificant and harmlm 
fa tbs Bbatfkct klladon, bpt alu 1 it is no trifling inRic- 
Uon in tb* practiml eiiatenco of cierj-dajr life. Tliose 
who bare aertr been placed nitbin full reach of its lire- 
•ome and irrilatiDg influence are not competent to enter 
into ODT teelinfg on the matter, lor it require) pergonal 
eipericDcs to enable one to judge of the extent of diacom- 
fijrt prodnoed by luch a atate of propinqntty. 

Hioee who have acquired soma knowledge of what we 
OOmplun of will doubtleu give us their genuine sympathy, 
toA thOM who bare not will facgrateful tons roTaObnling 
them jast aufflaent initiation, to convince tbem that, in 
Hil« particular iaitiQce — " Ignorance ia decidedly bliss." 

There irevarioosminifaBtationaofthe "miking afoas" 
complaint, which deTelope themselves differently in dif- 
ferent indmdnab. We have seen the most diatreuing 
and violent lymptoms produced in many, by the nnei- 
pected Tint of a couple of fticnds, for whom the " family 
dinner " was not coniidered goi>d onoogh — tbeee gene- 
rally belong to the feminine gender. We bare obiened 
tba worst demODStntiona In others, when a cold, or 
qirained ankle has confined them within doors for a few 
days — these are principally evinced by mescaline philoao- 
pher*; and we haTS often noted the extreme of rabid 
realleasneee in lome at railway stations, whore the greateet 
pOMJble amornit of mental anxiety and bodily uneasiness 
was exhanated, oter the safety of a portmaotasD, and the 
choice of a scat. We by nn mrans irow that these are 
the only occanons on which people who are given to 
" make a fiiss " diaplay their nnfortunale propensity, hat 
simply wish to show that there are certain limes and 
drcomstances which elidt their peculiarities to the most 
prominent diiadrantoge. Indeed, these people arc ever 
reminding one of " industrious fleas /' and their unceasing 
•ctiTity over affairs of no consequence, (heir pcrtinadoos 
oxaggEration of inaigniticanC molebills into important 
mountains, and their system of inveating all they do and 
My with neesslTe parade, are onougb to create a fever in 
any naturally qoiet temperament ; and among tlie minor 
miaariea of endoring spirita, may surely be reckoned the 
eqiecial one of apending a day with Aiends who prove 
the heartineas of their welcome by " making a fusa.' 
_ W« admire hospitality, we Itrra enthusiasm, we respect 



good manners j bnt we are ecquaintcd with a lady, wl 
incognito shall be prcserved under the name of Courtney, 
who has onen tempted us to abjure tbem all. 

This lady lives in a very pretty cottage a few miles 
from town — a cottage intended for a complete hover of 
happiness, with i(a trelliiTl ilnnrwny, its woodbine- 
shadowed windows opening on to the greenoet of lawns, 
it* Gothic gables coiered with ivy, whore sparrows twitter 
as only sparTOwa can twitter, its garden in front, its 
orchard on one side and its three-cornered meadow o 
the other, in which may be seen the blackest of cows, Ae 
whitest of ponies, and (he most ancient of pet-Iambs ; and 
as for the honeysuckle, cowslips, dog-roses, and a' 
woodruff which may be found in the immediate neigh- 
bourhood, why we would match it against any spot in 
England, and that is saying something. In ihon, it is 19 
charming a home as ever auggealed the cnnjunction of 
love and a cottage j but — oh I these depressing " buls," 
they break in upon us like boarding-acbool usbera in a 
boys' play-ground — bnt the hdy of the house, this said 
Blra. Courtney, i* alarmingty celebrated for " making a 
fusa." like many others of her "genns," she is 
" good at heart." She gives away beef and flannels at 
' Christmas, pats two orphan children to school, knits 
warm socks for poor old folk alflicted with rhenmatism, 
and has taken in no less than live stray Idttcns within six 
monlba ; bat— there it is sgsin '. — that monosyllabic ii 
podiment — but ahe ever contrives to create such a bos 
dii;!y, walking, talking " fuaa " over everybody and every- 
thing in her establishment, that we candidly confea 
look upon the place as a domesUc anthill, and on 
self as the embodiment of all the ants in one. 

The last lime we paid a visit to her, we met her at the 
garden gate, just aa she was going into the village, and we 
expressed our readiness to share and enjoy the wal 
the beautiful snnshine ; but her eicesaive delight at se 
ua could only declare itoolf by insisting on our awallowinga 
glasa of wine before we storied, though we protested 
Bgunat it with all onr own atrong disinclination, and 
doctor's authority to back onr rejection. Keys rattled, 
servants hurried, glasses chinked, cake-baskets appeared 
in perceptible confusion, and Mrs. Courtney he 
mshed amongst alt and each like a locomotive champagne 
cork. We declined port, and she was pNnfuIly disap- 
pointed ; we put aside madeira, and she grew presalDgly 
energetic ; we scrupled at hock, and she became despe- 
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ntdy imperative; and when wo allowed oanelvet to be 
victimized into a dose of the latter wine, she instantly 
discovered that we were sitting at an opened window^ and 
the consequence of draught was impressively dilated on. 
We were compelled to remoTO to the opposite seat, when 
she jumped up in dismay, perceiving that the sun was 
streaming down upon us, and she was sure it was " so 
unpleasant to sit in a full light." Down went the blind 
in rash haste, to the exclusion of the cheerful greensward 
and shining bUckbirds ; and what with being obliged to 
take golden wine which we did not like, and forbiddm to 
bask in the golden rays which we did Uke, our sense of 
freedom was somewhat wounded, and our easy temper 
began to chafe. Mrs. Courtney then again started up, 
bells were again rung violently, servants again hurried to 
and fro, and we were embarrassingly cognizant that a coun- 
cil of alimentary policy was being held. We became bold in 
our perturbation, and entreated that no alteration in the 
dining arrangements should be made ; but it was in vain. 
We were silenced by impassioned declamation, and heard 
the order given for a couple of ducks and a cranberry 
tart, condiments we happen to passively scorn, while the 
original meal of cold chicken and mutton chops, edibles 
we greatly rejoice in, vras repudiated entirely as unworthy 
our refined taste. 

At Ust we set off, and it would be useless to attempt to 
relate all the annoyance we suffered on our way. We were 
snatched, with violent tugging from a roay-faced child that 
we felt inclined to propitiate, on account of its having 
had the scarlet- fever six months before, and sub- 
jected to divers illustrations of the dangers of infection ; 
and when we accidentally walked in a grassy path, where 
the dew laid as though the fairies had been flinging their 
diamond necklaces at each other, Mrs. Courtney was in 
an agony of fear lest we should get cold through wet feet ; 
we displayed our double-soles in all the pride of prudence ; 
but our endeavours to evade the " fuas " were useless. 
Home we went, and nothing less than a change of " sock 
and buskin" satisfied her. At last we dined, ^hen lo ! 
the ducks were tough, and never in this eating and 
drinking world was there ever such a noisy " fuss " over 
a pair of antediluvian birds. Our appetite was fortunately 
quite destroyed by the mental disquietude which had been 
excited in us, and we secretly vowed it should be the last 
time wo crossed that threshold. We left with our 
cheeks perfectly hectic, our pulse heightened, our spirit 
mortified, and our natural humanity retrograding to a 
savage state ; and all this disturbance in our moral and 
physical economy was produced by that simple, but 
peace-destroying, capacity of " making a fuss." 

We have another acquaintance among the " lords of 
the creation " who is equally great in this way ; and per- 
chance the air of Dombeyish dignity with which his 
" fuss " is ever surrounded, is even worse than the en- 
thusiastic style of the lady. Poor dear gentleman ! he 
had the influenza a few months since, and never shall we 
forget the general household misery that ensued. Wife, 
daughters, and servants, were all objects of his dissatisfied 
grumbling. No pillow was rightly placed, no barley 
water was well flavoured, no doctor understood his case, 
no devoted attention was prompt enough, no limbs ever 
ached as his did ; and, in fact, he was a Pandora's box. 



without the bright saving clause said to reside at the 
bottom of it. 

This gentleman is one of the pleasant members of 
society, who will lecture his wife for an hour for having 
permitted the cook to place Spanish instead of Italian 
olivei on the table at his last dinner party ; who seriously 
moralizes with his eldest daughter if she laugh above the 
noise of a simper, and haggles with a cabman on a wet 
night for threepence, " on principle," before ladies ; he 
is especially tiresome over the set of his shirts, and to our 
cwtain knowledge, his Ust dozen have been altered four 
times, and now there is a plait or two left, a thread awry, 
over which he invariably "makes a fuse." Poor, dear 
maal we have often stood in doubt as to whether we 
pity him, or his family most, bat his example has so 
imbued us with dread of it, that whenever we hear of a 
young lady friend being about to wear orange blossom, 
we instinctively inquire whether the " intended " is given 
to " make a fuss." 

We have a profound antipathy touching "fussy" 
people ; to be located with them is as pleasant to us as 
living in a whirlwind of March dust. We get nervous 
and agitated beyond expression, with their unceasing 
fidgeting and fuming, and whenever their tendency is 
exhibited in our personal interest and favour, as in the 
case of Mrs. Courtney, we should be infinitely more 
grateful for a little wholesome "letting alone." It is 
very possible to smother one vrith roses, and many well- 
intentioned people mar all their excellent meaning by a 
redundancy of active politeness, which vulgarly amounts 
to " making a fuss." 

If we ever visit Mrs. Courtney again, >ve trust she will 
allow us to take water, even with the " chill off," if we 
choose. It is a sad thing that such a charming cottage, 
with a thousand a year to keep it aired, should be ren- 
dered uninhabitable by the fatal power she possesses of 
"making a fuss;" and, in confidential malice, we can 
assure her that Mr. Courtney is often to be foimd dining 
at his club, when he makes her believe he is busy in his 
oounting-house, and the reason he gives is^ that Mrs. 
Courtney never can let a splash of gravy fall on the table- 
cloth without " making a fuss." 



AN ADVENTURE WITH THE INDIANS. 

During my wanderings through the Mexican States, I 
one night accepted an invitation to join in keeping watch 
on a post of some danger; my companions were two 
hunters, renowned over a wide extent of country lor their 
daring and persevering courage^ and skill with the back- 
woodsman's weapon — the rifle. While out on m himting 
expedition they had been surprised by a pMty of 
Appaches, who carried off their horse, and the skins of 
the animals they had shot. Enraged at the loai, and 
eager to wipe out the disgrace, they determined to follow 
the Indians, and recover their property at all hft<ardi; 
one of them picking up the saddle which had bmn left 
behind, vowed to carry it on his own shoulders uatil he 
oould attach it to the back of a savage. There was a 
strange contrast between the two; Benito, the Mexican, 
had all the impetuosity charaeteristic of southern blood, 
while Ue oomrada Dnpont, though not loss bmve, ffrovtd 
his Canadian birth» as much by a moro pfalegiaolae tem- 
perament as by his language. To relieve the tedium of 
a lonely watch, Benito offered to give me an account of 
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Ibejr pomilt, and attack of the Indians, to which I gladly 
aaiented. The Canadian stretched himself out, and went 
to sleep ; the moon was shining brightly through the 
branches of the tree beneath which we were seated ; and 
the hnnter's Toice as he commenced his narratiTe was the 
enly sound that disturbed the silence of the night. 

We spent two days, he began, in looking for the traces 
of the Appaches, which, notwithstanding their doublings, 
we found without much difficulty; and among the 
numerous tracks, I discovered those of my horse. A 
closer inspection convinced me that the poor animfd had 
staggered under a load beyond his strength ; the thought 
increased my fury. Soon after, more numerous foot- 
prints of horses and mules were visible, from which we 
concluded that new depredations had been committed by 
the savages, but when we came to a stream that falls 
into the Rio San Pedro, we suddenly lost all trace of 
the f^tives. It was the third day of our march ; we 
crossed and re-crossed the river many times to find the 
traU, but in vain ; not a sign of the Indians was to be 
discovered upon the pebbles which covered the banlcs to 
a considerable distance ; once more wore we circum- 
vented. Bvenlng overtook us, when some distance from 
the stream, overcome with fatigue. It was the Cana- 
dian's turn to stand sentinel; I was in a sound sleep 
when he woke me suddenly : — 

"What IS it," I inquired, "have you found the 
trail?" 

" Look," he replied, faithful to his habit of speaking 
as little as possible in the forest. I rubbed my eyes, 
and saw a light behind us that reddened the horiaon. 

" Somebody is burning grass upon a hill," was my 
answer. 

" You are still asleep," rejoined Dupont. 

I rubbed my eyes again; and saw that the distant light 
could not b^ produced by a continuous sheet of flame, 
but by a row of fires pretty close to one another. The 
smoke was not like that from the burning of dry and 
green gross together, but rose in separate columns. The 
flres again were partly hidden low down by a girdle of 
mist, that curved along the distant plain. This mist 
showed the winding course of a river, and the Indians 
must have encamped upon an island ; my comrade was 
right. " Forwards," I exclaimed. 

"Forwards," he repeated, as we retraced our steps. 
After a time, we advanced with greater caution, for the 
country was open, and we had reason to fear that the 
Indians might have posted some of their party as videttes, 
although it appeared, that confident in their numbers 
they took but little pains to conceal the signs of their 
presence. From the tracks we guessed the number of our 
enemies to be thirty; fortunately we were enabled to 
gain the edge of the water undiscovered, when our con- 
jectures were verified. The fires were lit at regular 
distances on an island surrounded with trees, and between 
their stems we could see the red skins of the Appaches 
glistening in the light. As well as the distance would 
permit, we mode out that all wore on their wrists the 
leathern palm used in shooting with the bow, which 
distinguishes the true Indian warrior from the sneaking 
villains that one sometimes meets in the woods ; the 
enemy before us was therefore worthy of our arms. 

I brought my rifle to my shoulder twenty times, 
tempted by an irresistible desire to bring down 
one of the red-skins, and as many times did Dupont 
beat down my aim. I consented, however, to listen 
to prudent counsels, and repressed my impatience, 
though with difficulty. The best thing we could 
do was to select a favourable moment for the attack, 
and we studied the ground carefully. All round us, 
with the ezoeption of an unbroken fringe of osiers 
and oott47n trees, the banks were alternately wooded 
and open, the spaces between the trees running up 
like glades. Farther away following the course of the 



river, and half hidden by the fog, was another little island, 
about two rifle shots from that on which the thievetf 
were camped; the vlliaiiis had chosen a spot where 
they could not be surprised. The moon shone so brightly 
on the water, that we could see the little foamy ripples 
where some large stones rose above the surface. This 
looked as though the river was fordable thereabouts i 
we crept quietly away, as the Indians would doubtlese 
cross the stream at that place in the morning, and took 
up a position under the osiers a short distance off. 

We consulted in a low tone: our knowledge of 
Indian habits taught us that the band had not encamped 
with such precautions without an intention of staying a 
day to hunt, for which purpose they would be scatterad 
in little troops. It was only in such circumstances that 
we could hope to succeed. Having had a little sleep, I 
persuaded Dupont to take a nap while I continued to 
watch the enemy. The rivet murmured softly, and I 
should have found it difficult to keep awake hod it not 
been for an occasional whoop from the Indians. At last 
they appeared to sleep also : they stretched themselvei 
around their fires, and nothing was heard but the wind 
sweeping through the trees. The hours went slowly by : 
at day-break our fate would be decided. In such mo- 
ments, -he is fortunate who leaves no one behind to mourn 
for him. In spite of myself, I could not shake off some 
gloomy presentiments, when I heard the owls hooting in 
the vast woods that spread around us. I began to sMver 
in the cold mist thickening above my head, when the 
grey Ught of the early dawn showed something in motion 
on the island. 

Fk^sently there was a noise of disturbed water, and we 
saw a canoe, with three Indians, coming across to our 
side of the river. I woke my companion, he squeeted 
my arm tightly, as though to assure me of his support, 
and then, after renewing the priming of our rifles, with 
one knee on the ground we waited for the Appaches, ready 
to fire if they came towards ns ; and so prepared for the 
worst. 

Once discovered it would have been all over with us, 
for we should have had the whole band upon us. The 
moment of their landing was a trying one; after 
a few minutes passed in consultation, while we waited 
breathless, they, luckily fbr us, went off in the opposite di- 
rection, directing their coarse up the river. I still had 
the saddle with me, which, in a moment of exasperation, 
I had sworn to fasten to the back of one of these robbers 
dead or olive. We hid it under some branches, and then^ 
under cover of the shrubs that bordered the riveti stole 
silently after the Indians. The Canadian, although so 
big and tall, crawled along as swiftlv as a snake, and I 
did my best to keep up with him. We had not gone fkr 
when a magnificent deer rose before us, and cantered off 
in the direction taken by the savages. The sharp wh!s 
of a bowstring told us that the animal had been seen ; 
it turned round and fell a few yards from where we lay, 
closely pressed by the Indian who had discharged the arrow, 
and now ran to finish the creature. The stag, in defend- 
ing itself knocked its enemy down, and I was yet bewil- 
dered with the sudden surprise, when my comrade, who 
had crept forwards, nailed the Indian to the ground with a 
thrust of his knife, while with his other hand he stifled a 
death-yell,heard only by ourselves. " One," said Dupont, 
and he let go his hold. 

We listened in anxiety ; the distant voices of the In- 
dians calling their companion echoed through the wood ; 
the Canadian answered by a cry imitating that of the 
hunter in pursuit of n deer. A second call, farther off, 
gare us to understand that the two Indians wished ineress 
to their comrade, after which we heard no more of them. 
All this passed in less time than I have taken to tell it, 
day was still breaking, and it was only by favour of the 
dim light that we could hope to surprise the other 
Appaches. There was no time to be lost ; as we left the 
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island farther behind on which the Indians were encamped^ 
and were now two against two, less caution was necessary, 
and we walked rapidly towards the side where we last 
heard the voices. We came to a little brook that ran 
down to the river, and followed it upwards for some mi- 
nutes in silence. A hunter's instinct assured me that the 
deer would come in the morning to drink at the spring, 
and the same instinct had probably sent the two Indians in 
the same direction. As you will hear, we were not mis- 
taken ; what we saw there is worth the telling ; you will 
see how cunning the villains are. 

The brook at its source formed a small pond, in the 
centre of an open space, surrounded by trees and bushes, 
growing close together. So quietly haid we reached this 
shelter of liatuu, creeping from stem to stem, the sound 
of our footsteps so nearly resembling the rustling of 
branches in the wind, that two tall deer gambolling about 
betrayed no alarm, and continued to leap among the tall 
grass which overtopped their heads and antlers. We soon 
saw two other deer that kept themselves at some distance 
from the first, watching them with curiosity, and yet with 
visible suspicion, for they came a step forwards, and went 
back two. Although the uncertain light showed objects 
but indistinctly, we could see a strange contrast between 
the two. The stationary eyeballs, and stiff and jerking 
movements of the first pair, were so many suspicious 
signs, which sufficiently accounted for the timidity of the 
second. Curiosity however seemed to get the better of 
fear — the two latter ventured to advance towards the 
centre of the opening; the two others then retired a 
few paces. Dupont and I stood motionless, with our 
knives between our teeth. Suddenly the bushes around 
us shook and rustled, — ^my comrade had fastened his 
strong hand upon one of the two stags ; the animal — or 
rather the Indian in disguise — yelled for the last time, as 
I sprang upon the back of the other, exclaiming — " Ha, 
dog I failing a saddle, I will mount your bare back." 
Twisting my legs round him I raised my knife, but, with 
a desperate effort, he avoided the blow, threw off his 
borrowed skull, and escaped from under me. I tried to 
seixe his leg, but with another bound he sent me rolling 
on the grass so suddenly, tliat I while getting up looked 
to see whether he had not left his leg in my hand ; I 
could hardly believe he would escape so easily from my 
gripe ; at one leap, however, he was out of my reach. I 
pursued him hotly, rifie in hand, but the rascal ran like a 
wild buck and I soon saw that I should never catch him. 
In a transport of rage I fired ; he never stirred afterwards. 
The report of my rifle echoed (ar and wide through the 
silence of the morning. 

" What have you done ? " shouted my comrade ; "you 
have roused the camp I " 

" Be it so," I answered; "he would have alarmed his 
companions ; better that my rifle should be beforehand 
with him." 

Recrimination was useless — the Canadian said nothing 
in reply, but went to examine whether the Indian I bad 
shot was really dead ; he was not long convincing himself 
of the f&ct. On coming back, he said, " Wo must now 
devise some means of get ting out of the scrape ; there 
are three at all events who will give us no further 
trouble!" 

Here be stopped; for a long time he had not said so 
much at once ; it was however his song of victory. The 
result of our deliberation was to hide ourselves if possible 
till the evening, and follow the track again in the night. 
Shelter was now to be looked for. The woods offered 
hiding-places enough, not easy to be detected, but if dis- 
covered by the Appaches they might surround us on all 
sides, or if they Uked better bum the forest and us 
along with it. WhUe we were deliberating, a concert of 
piercing yells broke out in every direction. The noise of 
my rifle had alarmed the Indians — the blood-hounds had 
discovered our trail, which we were at no pains to conceal. 



Brave as I am, that horrible music froze the blood in my 
veins : there was no longer time to hesitate. From the 
distance of the uproar, we judged it possible to reach the 
river under cover of the trees without being seen. We 
flew rather than ran, hoping to find the canoe of the In- 
dians we had killed at the plar^i where they had moored 
it. A few minutes afterwards the cries were redoubled ; 
the savages had probably discovered the saddle hid in the 
the thicket: then the tumult ceased, and was followed 
by a silence still more terrible. Three howls of la- 
mentation alone disturbed the stillness: the Indiana 
had found three warriors dead : we could not have dono 
better. 

By good fortune, our hope was not deceived; the 
canoe was still at the same spot, and by its side a much 
larger one, in which the second detachment had crossed. 
The latter was too heavy for our use, we were already 
in the other, trying to tow the large one behind us, so 
as to cut off the enemy's pursuit, when a fresh burst 
of yells let us know we ware discovered, and we were 
obliged to cast loose. A shower of arrows fell around 
us ; without further delay, we pushed out to the middle 
of the stream, and rowed with all our might towards 
the second island, of which I have told you — 
our only chance of refuge. We were a considerable 
distance ahead of the savages, and the river was wide 
enough to put us beyond the reach of a second flight of 
arrows. Our canoe flew over the water, urged by the 
Canadian's vigorous strokes. " Ah," he said, in a tone 
of regret, " If you could only handle a paddle as I can, 
I would pick off all those warriors yonder, one at a 
time." We were near the island, when the enemy 
rushed into their canoe and commenced a chase. My 
comrade ceased rowing for an instant-, and spoke, " Keep 
her going for a minute if you can ; I can't resist the 
desire to send a ball among those hungry hounds." 

I took the paddles» while Dupont fired among the 
group; one of the savages shrieked, and falling over- 
board nearly caused the canoe to upset. I cannot attempt 
to describe the rage of our pursuers, who, in turn, ceased 
rowing, to send a few harmless arrows after us. A few 
more strokes brought us to land, and carrying the canoe 
upon our shoulders, we plunged into the woods with 
which the island was covered. We hid the vessel 
under some thick bushes, and, when that was done, 
looked for a place where we might defend ourselves with- 
out being surrounded. Near where we landed, a litUe 
hill, crowned with tall trees, rose perpendicularly towards 
the water, and on the land-side sloped away with an easy 
descent ; there wc took up our position. 

Meantime, the noise of the oars seemed to come no 
nearer, I suspected somt; trick, and moved cautiously to- 
wards the trunk of a huge mahogany tree which leaned 
a little over the river; the canoe, instead of coming 
direct, was floating quietly by to double the island. The 
savages, it was clear, were afraid of our rifles, and meant 
to land at a distance, where we could not oppose their 
disembarkation, and come down upon us under cover of 
the trees and bushes. Fortunately our position secured 
us from a surprise in our rear. After the Indians landed, 
a complete silence prevailed for some minutes ; our death 
appeared inevitable, but we determined it should cost as 
much as possible. Our powder flasks were fiiU, our belts 
well provided with balls ; we had pinola and dried beef 
enough to last out a siege of twenty-four hours, and, 
above all, we had entire confidence in each other. 

In our situation the first few minutes seemed long; a 
doien of the Indians then showed themselves on the 
borders of the wood, a good rifle shot distant. With 
their faces painted red and yellow, long plaited hair, aad 
the figured leathern belts round their legs and arms, their 
appearance was altogether diabolical. There was one 
among them especially, a gigantic heathen, for whom I at 
once felt a violent dislike. They halted altogether, and 
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appeared to deliberate, when the big fellow advanced a 
few steps, and commanded us imperioasly to surrender. 

"Shall I lire?" I inquired of the Canadian. 

" Not yet," he answered, " thej are too far off, and 
yjta our situation erery shot must tell." 
] " Good," was my reply—" I will wait." 

A second summons met with no better success than the 
first ; they continued to advance, and my comrade fired ; 
an Appache fell, followed a moment afterwards by another, 
whom I brought down while aiming at the leader. The 
Indians then threw themselves flat on the ground, a cloud 
of dust rose in the air, and hid everything from us ; a 
few arrows whizzed by our ears, or fell at our feet. We 
fired a second time, and successfully, as could be judged 
by the yells that followed our discharge. The cloud of 
dust continually renewed concealed the savages, and when 
it subsided, ten or a dozen of the furious wretches were 
elimbing up the hill on which we were posted. Their 
painted faces were almost close to our own, and we felt 
their hot breath as they came nearer. The Canadian shot 
down one at the end of his barrel, and smashed another's 
skull with the butt-end ; all at once I saw him rolling 
down the slope, locked in the arms of three Indians, and 
heard him cry out with a half stifled voice — " Fire ! fire ! 
even if you kill me with them." 

I had already trouble enough to keep the other five at 
a respectful distance with my rifle, and a horrible sensa- 
tion of agony came across me at the sight of the reptiles 
clinging round my companion, who, alone against three, 
tried in vain to get at his knife ; sometimes he lifted them 
all with the strength of a Hercules, but overcome by the 
weight fell heavily down again. A minute later the head 
of one of the Indians came with such violence against a 
stone as to relieve him from all further trouble, another 
let fga his hold, I rushed with my knife upon the third, 
when a heavy blow on my head from a macana (mace) 
made mo cry out with pain and drop my weapon. I 
turned round ; the big feUow, to whom I had taken such 
a dislike, was before me ; raising my rifle as a club I kept 
him at bay, and having picked up my knife, retreated 
fighting to the top of the hill, to gain room and a chance 
to fire. Recovering from his surprise, my antagonist 
rushed towards me with such impetuosity, that before I 
was able to avoid it, his maeana once more descended on 
my head. Stunned and blinded, I lost my footing and 
fell senseless. An extraordinary sensation of ooolnees 
roused me from my torpor ; I lutd rolled into the river 
that flowed at our feet. 

That which might have done for me, saved me; the 
cold water restored my fitst departing senses. When I 
rose to the sur&ce, the Appache was bending over the 
river, watching my struggle with cruel joy; in 
one hand he brandished his maeana, and in the other 
my knife, which I had dropped in falling. But, as 
he saw me exert myself to swim to the shore and rejoin 
Di^nt, he howled with rage and plunged after Ine. I 
redoubled my efforts to get away, but loss of blood 
had weakened me, and the Indian swam faster than I. 
Kow and then I looked to calculate the progress he 
was making, and every time the hideous painted face 
was nearer to me — ^my knife between his teeth. I then 
looked towards the shore : my unfortunate companion, 
although released for an instant firom his antagonists, was 
in a most critical situation. His rifle, which had ren- 
dered him such fatal service, was at his shoulder, and kept 
at bay the Appaches, whom I heu^ howling round him 
as dogs round a bull. I was unable to repress a cry of 
distress. "Oh!" I exclaimed, "will you let me be 
murdered before your eyes ? " 

The Canadian turned his head hastily without lowering 

his weapon ; at the sight of the Indian, whose arm was 

stretched out to seize me, compassion overcame the care 

of his own safety, and with a rapid turn he took a new 

The report of the rifle echoed, — I beard the whist* 



ling of the ball, — the water around me was stained red. 
The Indian, mortally wounded, rolled his eyes, and while 
he was struggling in agony, I snatched my knife from his 
hand, and plunged it twice into his throat. My next 
thought was to look for my brave comrade : he had dis- 
appeared. But here the hunter added, he will tell you 
what happened to him better than I can. 

" It is simple enough," continued the Canadian : 
" after helping my friend by the discharge of my rifle, I 
knew he would do what he could to rejoin me. The 
Indians were in consternation at the loss of their leader, 
and as there was not time to reload, I turned round and 
round like a mill, and made a rush at the five villains who 
were waiting for me. Before they had recovered from 
their surprise, I was out of reach of their arrows, and 
retreated towards the river. You know,.Senor, it is not 
impossible to parry an arrow with the hand : the point 
goes straight to the object, but the feather end spins 
round as it flies in a bright cirele, so that you can stoop to 
avoid it or beat it down : in this way I gained the place 
where my comrade had landed ; the trees helped my re- 
treat, so that I had but three or four slight wounds. 
Benito will now tell you the rest," concluded the brave 
Canadian, seemingly ashamed of having said so much. 

The Mexican hunter resumed the narrative ; — Seeing 
us reunited, the Indians, discouraged by their loss, put off 
their revenge to a more favourable opportunity — for when 
chances are not in their favour, they do not consider it 
dishonourable to retreat, even ftoia an enemy inferior in 
numbers. I was for pursuing them to their camp, and 
attacking the dozen warriors who had doubtless stayed 
behind to guard their plunder, but Dupont would not 
give in to my advice. He argued thift the villains were 
too eager for our lives, not to comeback and attack us in 
greater numbers ; that our position was a good one ; a 
canoe at our disposal, in which we could ilways go to 
them, if they did not come to us. More than half 
stunned with the blow I had received, and seeing that my 
blood still flowed, I gave up the point. The Indians re- 
embarked without any interruption from us, while we 
thought only of repose, and dressing our wounds. Ex- 
amining our resources, we found a few scraps of dried 
meat ; my powder, it is true, was spoiled by the water, 
but Dupont's flask was full enough ; so that we had but 
little reason to fear the anticipated blockade. 

We kept a good watch all the rest of the day, but saw 
nothing that led us to suspect a renewal of the attack : 
the night came on peaceful and silent. The enemy, how- 
ever, were not far off. It is an anxious time when the 
schemes of these jackals are concealed by darkness. No 
fire was kindled ; the broad island seemed as deserted as 
in the first day of its creation ; the tranquil course of the 
river was disturbed only by an uprooted tree that from 
time to time floated past. This stillness portended no- 
thing favourable ; the Indians, doubtless, calculated on 
finishing us by some artful scheme. We resolved on 
ascertaining their intentions, and, with a world of pre- 
caution, lifted the canoe into the water and moved slowly 
down to the island. Here all partook of the same quiet- 
ness and repose: we were the only two beings in existence 
upon the expanse of water. 

"What does this mean?" I inquired of the Ca- 
nadian. 

" That the savages are waiting for the moon to go 
down before they make their attack, and put some 
infernal plan into execution, which as yet I cannot 
guess at." 

We listened again, trying to detect the least sound. 
By attention and patience, we at last fancied that a dis- 
tant rippling which we heard was less regular and more 
noisy than that of the river on its banks; it seemed also 
to be advancing towards us -from the shores of the island, 

" Let us return to our post," whispered Dupont. 

We rowed back as quietly as we bad stoleu out j tho 
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fufpected ripple however still continued. We again set 
ouraelTes to watch, well assured that the night would not 
pass without some attempt on the part of the Indians. 
" If/' I said to my companion, ** we light a fire, the 
heathens would see that we are not hiding ourselves, and 
we should perhaps discover their plot." 

Mj advice was approved, and a bright blaze soon illu- 
minated a portion of the river. Still the time crept by ; 
my impatience produced a kind of nervous agitation, that 
made expectation almost insupportable. We were lean- 
ing against the same tree, but on opposite sides, which 
enabled us to overlook all the approaches to our position. 
I looked towards the Indian camp, and my comrade to 
the interior of our island. The day's fatigue made us 
feel the want of sleep. Everything was silent around us, 
the leaves, the insects, the river ; and at times my eyes 
dosed involuntarily. To keep myself awake, I watched 
the trees drifting down the stream ; sometimes it was a 
trunk stripped of its branches, or with a crown of leaves 
rising high above the surface of the water; most of them 
grounded, and remained fast at the head of the island. 
Insensibly I lost all consciousness of outward life ; my 
body was asleep, but my eyes remained open. A strange 
sight presented itself, which at first I thought was the 
effect of drowsiness, and made an effort to shake it off. 
mxing my eyes more steadily on the river, I then saw 
distinctly a black compact mass, that seemed to be drift- 
ing towards us. I was not deceived ; a pile of trees, 
branches and leaves and all, ^as moving with the current, 
I ran to the fire, and seizing a brand hurled it towards the 
object : by the tight which it shed before falling into the 
river, it seemed to me, ftx>m the uncertain glimpse, that I 
saw human forms. I ran back to my companion ; he was 
on the alert. " Quick to the canoe, for Heaven's sake," 
I sud in a low tone, " the red-skins are on the island." 

Hie words were hardly out of my mouth, when an 
arrow whizzed past and pierced the CSanadian's cap; a 
whoop, redoubled by the echoes, split our ears ; we fiew 
to the canoe ; three Indians rushed upon us ; I brought 
down the first with a thrust of my knife, Dupont finished 
the other, and while the third was running back to rejoin 
his oompanioiift, he fell dead by a shot firom my rifle. To 
leap into our little skiff and push off was but the work of 
an instant ; the arrows sent after us flew wide of their 
mark in the darkness. When we were beyond their 
reach, I explained to my companion that the Indians had 
come down upon us by means of the floating trees, and 
pointed out to him the raft, on which the remainder of 
tiie band had embarked, gliding down the current. 

'* Let us go to their island," I whispered ; " we 
shall surprise their plunder, which they have left 
unguarded." 

"Not yet," answered Dupont; "I want to say a 
word first to the thieves skulking there under the 
branches." 

When within rifle-shot, the Canadian let go the pad- 
dles and fired at the raft. We immediately heard the 
noise of several bodies plunging into the water. I 
fired in my turn, but all escaped by diring. The 
yells of tlie heathens were a signal of their rage and our 
triumph. 

"Now for the island," said my companion, rowing 
vigorously towards it. 

After landing, we stood for a moment undecided, trying 
to make out our way through the darkness to the Indian 
camp. I then called out Santiago ! uttering, at the same 
time, a certain clacking sound familiar to my horse's ear, 
certain, that if he were among the baggage, we should 
hear his answer. A neigh soon followed, not far distant, 
and pat us in the right direction. After walking a few 
yards, we came upon a string of horses and mules, dosely 
tethered. By the side of the animals was a heap of 
saddles, cloths, blankets, and other articles, which the 
thieves had stolen. With one kick I scattered the mass. 



and found the bale of otter-skins which they had tak«a 
from us almost untouched. Whilst stooping to pick it 
up, I fancied that something moved under one of the 
blankets. Lifting it up, I saw an Indian boy who had 
probably been left in charge of the booty. The young 
wolf, finding himself a prisoner, remainet^ silent, betray- 
ing more of rage than fear in the fire of his eyes. I 
wrapped him up in a blanket without ceremony, and 
.called up the Canadian, who had remained on the look- 
out at the water's edge. I was answered by the report of 
a rifle, followed by the hasty approach of iry comrade : 
" I have just sent one more after the others ;" he said, 
" the villains will now give us a few momeuts' respite, 
but no time is to be lost." 

I immediately handed over the young prisoner to his 
care, and cut the rope that hdd my horse. In less time 
than I can take to tell it, two of the animals were har- 
nessed. " To saddle," I cried to the Canadian ; " give 
me the boy, and look after the skins ; leave the rest to 
me; my horse will obey my voice, and yours will follow 
him." 

I set the whole train of animals at liberty, thinking 
that the Indians would look after their scattered booty 
rather than waste time in pursuing us. Then roountiog 
our horses, I drove them towards the ford that I had re- 
marked the night before. The herd neighed in gladness 
at their freedom, while the Indians whooped and yelled 
with rage and vexation, to which we answered by shouts 
of victory. Once across the river, a forced march placed 
us beyond pursuit ; and we were soon at home again, 
having recovered our peltry, my horse, and captured a 
young Indian, whom I shall sell for a high price to some 
one who will make a good Christian of him. 

The foregoing narrative, though recording another in- 
stance of the white man's exterminating war upon the 
Indians, yet presents so extraordinary an achievement 
of daring and bravery, as to redeem some of its more 
objectionable features, and render it generally inte- 
resting. 



SONNET. 

THB PSACB IfOVBMBNT. 

Though soft the ■yllables of 21 aro*s songs, 

The while he swept his country's harp in vain, 
On Rome's vicissitudes, and on her wrongs ; 

" Anna vinunque cano" was the strain. 
In words nnsuited to oar modern tongOM i 

Yet few e'ea than of converts did he gain 

To glory o'er the alayen, or the slain ; 
Nor Kvrope't chccr»— nor Anm'a tehoing gonga I 

If so, the Epic Poet, as ia told. 
Failed to remudtate War's dying breath. 

Fto easier now mnat be If an'a project bold 
To save the uilliona from the aword of death. 

When Noah's dove fcgataad the Ark,~b«hold I 
She brought the oUve branch, not Victor's lauiel 

T. P. Dallt 



AUNT MABEL'S LOVE STORY. 

" How heartily sick I am of these love stories I *• ex- 
claimed Kate Lee, as she impatiently threw aside the last 
magazine; "they are all nat, stale, and unprofitable; 
every one begins with a 9<nr4e and ends with a wed- 
ding. Pm sure there is not one word of truth in any 
of them." 

" Rather a sweeping condemnation to be given by a 
girl of seventeen,'' answered Aunt Mabel, looUngup with 
a quiet smile. " Every young heart has its love-dream ; 
and you too, my merry Kate, must sooner or later yield 
to such an influence." 
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'* Whj, Aunt MabeU who would have ever dreuned 
of your advocating love itoriei 1 You, so staid, io grave 
and kindly to all ; your affections seem so universally 
difiused among us, that I never can imagine them to have 
been monopoliied by one. Besides, 1 thought as you 
woro never — " Kate paused, and Aunt Mabel continued 
the sentence. 

" I nev«r married, you would say, Kate, and thus it 
follows that I never loved. Well, perhaps not ; I may 
be, as you think, an exception ;^ at least I am not going 
to trouble you with antiquated love passages, that, like 
old fiMied picturee , require a good deal of varnishing to be 
at all attractive. But, I confess, I like ifot to hear so 
young a girl ridiculing what is, despite the sickly senti- 
ment that 80 often obscures it, the purest and noblest 
•vidence of our higher nature." 

" Oh, you don't understand me. Aunt Mabel I If I 
could only hear one true love story — something that I 
knew had really occurred — ^then it would serve as a kind 
of text for all the rest. Oh 1 how I long to hear a real 
heart-story of actual life I " 

Kate grew enthusiastic, and AuntMabel* aft« pausing 
a few minutes, while a troubled smile crossed her &ce, 
said, " Well, Kate, / will tell you a love story of real 
life, the truUi of which I can vouch lor, since I knew 
the parties well. You will believe me, I know. Kale, 
without requiring aotoal name and date for every occur- 
rence. There are no extravagant incidents in this ' owre 
true tale,' but it is a story of the heart, and such a one, 
I believe, you want to hear." 

I wish you could have seen Aunt Mabel, as she sat in 
the soft twilight of that summer evening, smiling fondly 
on the young, bright girl at her side. You would have 
loved her, as did every one who came within the sphere 
of her gentle influence. Aunt Mabel could never have 
been beautiful; and yet, as she sat in her quiet, silver- 
grey silk gown, and kerchief of the sheerest muslin pinned 
■eatly over tho bosom, there was an air of graceful, lady- 
like ease about her, fer removed from the primness of 
old-maidiem. Her features were high, and finely cut, 
yom would have called her proud and stem, with a tinge 
of sarcasm lurking upon the lip, but for her full, dark- 
grey eyes, so lustrous, so ineffably sweet in their deep, 
soul-beaming tenderness, that they seemed scarcely to 
belong to a fece so worn and faded ; indeed they did not 
seem in keeping with the silver-threaded hair so smoothly 
parted from the low, broad brow, and put away so care- 
fully beneath a small cap, whose delicate lace, and rich 
white satin, were the only articles of dress in which Aunt 
Mabel was a little futidious. She kept her sewing in 
her hand as she commenced her story, and stitched away 
inost industriously at first, but gradually, as she pro- 
eeeded, the work fell upon her lap, and she seemed to be 
lost in abstracted recoUeetions, speaking as though im- 
pelled by some unccmtroUable impulse to recall the events 
long since passed away. 

** Many years since," said Aunt Mabel, in a calm, 
soft tone, without having at all the air of one about 
talliog a story, " many years since, there lived in one of 
our small towns a lady named Lynn. She was a widow, 
and eked out a very small income by taking a few femilies 
to board. Mrs. Lynn had one only child, a daughter, 
who was the idol of her affections. As a child, Jane 
Lynn was shy and timid, with little of the gaiety and 
thoughtlessness of childhood. She disliked rude plays, 
and instinctively shrunk from the lively companions of 
her own age, to seek the society of those much older and 
graver than herself. Her schoolmates nicknamed her the 
' little old maid,' and as she grew older the title did not 
seem inappropriate. At school her superiority of intel- 
lect was manifest, and when she entered society, the 
timid reserve of her manner was attributed to pride, 
while her aoquaintanoe thought she considered them her 
iaferiors. 



" This, however, was far from the truth. Jane felt 
that she was not popular in society, and it grieved her ; 
yet she strove in vain to assimilate with those around her, 
to feel and act as they did, and to be, like them, admired 
and loved. But the narrow drde in which ^e moved 
was not at all calculated to appreciate or draw forth her 
talent or character. With a heart filled with all womanly 
tenderness and gentle sympathies, a mind full of restless 
longings for the beautiful and true, possessed of fine 
tastes that only wanted cultivation to lipen into talent, 
Jane found herself thrown among those who neither un- 
derstood nor sympathized with her. Her mother idolized 
her, but Jane felt that had she been far different from 
what she was, her mother's love had been the same ; and, 
though she returned ber parent's affection with all the 
warmth of her nature, there was ever within her heart a 
restless yearning for something beyond. Immersed in a 
narrow routine of daily duties, compelled to practice the 
most rigid eoonomy, and to lend her every thought and 
moment to the assistanoe of her mother, Jane had little 
time for the gratification of those tastes that formed her 
sole enjoyment. ' It is the perpetual recurrence of the 
little that crushes the romance of life,' says Bulwer ; and 
the experience of every day justifies the truth of his re- 
mark. Jane felt herself, as year after year crept by, becom- 
ing grave and silent. She knew that, in her circumstances, 
it was best that the commonplaces of every-day life 
should be sufficient for her, but she grieved as each day 
she felt the bright hues of early enthusiasm fading out 
and giving place to the cold, grey tint of reality. 

" With her pure sense of the beautiful, Jane felt acutely 
the lack of those personal charms that seem to win a way 
to every heart. By those who loved her, (and the few 
who knew her well did love her dearly,) she was called at 
times beautiful ; but those who admired only the rosy 
beauty of physical perfection pronounced her decidedly 
plain. 

" Jane Lynn had entered her twenty-second summer 
when her mother's household was increased by the arrival 
of a new inmate. Sverard Morris was a man of good 
fortune, gentlemanly, quiet, and a bachelor. Possessed 
of very tender feelings and ardent temperament, he had 
seen his thirty-seventh birth-day, and was still free. He 
hid known Jane slightiy before his introduction to her 
home, and he soon evinced a deep and tender interest in 
her welfere. Her character was a new study for him, and 
he delighted in calling forth all the latent enthusiaam of 
her nature. He it was who awakened the slumbering 
fires of sentiment, and insisted on her cultivating tastes 
too lovely to be possessed in vain; and when she 
frankly told him tlmt the refinement of taste created 
restless yearnings for pursuits to her unattainable, he 
spoke of a happier future, when her life should be spent 
amid the employments she loved. Ere many months had 
elapsed, hb feelings deepened into passionate tenderness, 
and lie avowed himself her lover. Jane's emotions were 
mixed and tumultuous, as she listened to his fervent ex- 
pressions; she reproached herself with ingratitude in not 
returning his love. She felt towards him a grateful alfefr 
tion, for to him she owed all the real happiness her se- 
cluded life had known ; but he did not realize her ideal, 
he admired and was proud of her talents, but he did not 
sympathize with her tastes. 

" Months sped away, and seemed to bring to him an 
increase of passionate tenderness. Every word and action 
spoke his deep devotion. Jane could not remain insen- 
sible to such aifection ; the love she had sighed for was 
hers at last — and it is the happiness of a loving nature 
to know that it makes the happiness of another. Jane's 
esteem gradually deepened in tone and character, until it 
became a faithful, trusting love. She felt no fear for 
the future, because she knew her affection had none of 
the romance that she had learned to mistrust, even while 
it enchanted her imagination. She saw failings and pecii- 
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liarities in her lover, but with true womanly gentleness 
she bore with and concealed them. She believed him 
when he said he would shield and guard her from every 
ill ; and her grateful heart sought innumerable ways to 
express her appreciating tenderness. 

" Mrs. Lynn saw what was passing, and was happy, 
for Mr. Morris had been to her a ft^iend and benefactor. 
And Jane was happy in the consciousness of being be- 
loved, yet had she much to bear. Her want of beauty 
was, as I have said, a source of regret to her, and she 
was made unhappy by finding that Everard Morris was 
dissatislied with her appearance. She thought, in the 
true spirit of romance, that the beloved were always 
lovely ; but Mr. Morris frequently expressed his dissatis- 
faction that nature had not made her as beautiful as she 
was good. I will not pause to discuss tlio delicacy of 
this and many other observations that caused poor 
Jane many secret tears, and sometimes roused even her 
gentle spirit to indignation; but affection always con- 
quered her pride, as her lover still continued to give evi- 
dence of devotion. 

" And thus time passed on, the happy ftiture promised 
to Jane seemed ever to recede, and slowly the conviction 
forced itself on her mind, — ^that he whom she had 
trusted so implicitly was selfish and vacillating, gene- 
rous from Impulse, selfish from calculation ; but he still 
seemed to love her, and she clung to him, because having 
been so long accustomed to his devotedness, she shrunk 
from being again alone. In the mean time Mrs. Lynn's 
health became impaired, and Jane's duties were more 
arduous than ever. Morris saw her cheek grow pale, 
and her step laogoid, under the pressure of mental and 
bodily fittigue ; he knew she suffered, and yet, while he 
assisted them in many ways, he forbore to make the only 
proposition that could have secured happiness to her he 
pretended to love. His conduct preyed upon the mind 
of Jane, for she saw that the novelty of his attadiment 
was over. He had seen her daily for fbur years, and 
while she was really essential to his happiness, he 
imagined, because the uncertainty of early passion was 
past, that his love was waning, and thought it would be 
unjust to offer her his hand without his whole heart, for- 
getting the protestations of former days, and regardless 
of her wasted feelings. This is unnatural and inoon- 
aistont, you will say, but it is true. 

"Four years had passed since Everard Morris first 
became an inmate of Mrs. Lynn's, and Jane had learned 
to doubt lus love. 'Hope deferred maketh the heart 
aiok ; ' and she felt that the only way to acquire peace 
was to crush the affection she had so carefully nourished 
when she was tought to believe it essential to his happi- 
ness. She oould not turn to another; her affections still 
longed for him who first awoke them, and to whom they 
had clung so long. But she never reproached him ; her 
manner was gentle, but reserved ; she neither sought nor 
avoided him ; and he flattered himself that her affection, 
like his own passionate love, had nearly burnt itself out, 
yet he had by no means given her entirely up ; he would 
look about awhile^ and at some future day, perhaps, 
might make her liis wife. 

'* While afiaira were in this state, business called 
Mr. Morris into a distant city; he corresponded with 
Jane occasionally, but his letters breathed none of the 
tenderness of former days ; and Jane was glad they did 
not, for she felt that he had wronged her, and she shrunk 
from avowals that she could no longer trust. 

"Everard Morris was gone six months ; he returned, 
bringing with him a very young and beautiful bride. He 
brought his wife to call on his old friends, Mrs. Lynn and 
her daughter. Jane received them with composure and 
gentle politeness. Mrs. Morris was delighted with her 
kindness and lady-like manners. She declared they 
should be intimate friends; but when they were gone, 
93ad Mrs. Lynn, turning in surprise to her daughter 



pouited forth a torrent of indignant inquiries, Jane 
threw herself on her mothei^s bosom, and besought her 
never again to mention the past. And it never was 
alluded to again between them ; but both Jane and her 
mother had to parry tho inquiries of their acquaintance, 
all of whom believed Mr. Morris and Jane were engaged. 
This was the severest trial of all, but they bore up bravely, 
and none who looked on the quiet Jane ever dreamed, of 
the bitter ashes of wasted affection that laid heavy on her 
heart. 

'* Mr. and Mrs. Morris settled near the Lynns, and 
visited very frequently; the young wife professed an 
ardent attachment to Jane, and sought her society oon- 
stently, while Jane instinctively shrunk more and more 
within herself. She saw with painful regret that Idoma 
seemed to find his happiness at their fireside rather than 
his own. He had been captivated by the freshness and 
beauty of his young wife, who, schooled by a designing 
mother, had flatter^ him by her evident preference ; he 
had, to use an old and coarse adage, " married in haste 
to repent at leisure;" and now that the first novelty of 
his position had worn off, his feelings returned with 
renewed warmth to the earlier object of his attachment. 
Delicacy towards her daughter prevented Mrs. Lynn from 
treatiug him with the indignation she felt; and Jane^ 
calm and self-possessed, seemed to have overcome every 
fiaeling of the past. The consciousness of right upheld 
her; she had not given her affection unsought; he had 
pleaded for it passionately, earnestly, else had she never 
lavished the hoarded tenderness of years on one so dif- 
ferent from her own ideal ; but that tenderness, once 
poured forth, could never more return to her ; the foun- 
tain of the heart was dried, henceforth she lived, but in 
the past. 

" Mr. and Mrs. Morris were an ill-assorted couple ; she, 
gay, volatile, possessing little affection for her husband, 
and,, what was in his eyes even worse, no respect for his 
opinions, which he always considered as infaUible. As 
their family increased, their differences augmented. The 
badly regulated household of a careless wife and mother 
was intolerable to the methodical habita of the bachelor 
husband ; and while the wife sought for Jane to condole 
with her — though she neglected her advice — the husband 
found his greatest enjoyment at his old bachelor houie» 
and once so far forgot himself as to express to Jane his 
regret at the step he had taken, and declared he deserved 
his punishment. Jane made no reply, but ever after 
avoided all opportunity for such expresions. 

" In the meantime Mrs. Lynn's health declined, and 
thev retired to a smaller dwelling, where Jane devoted her- 
self to her mother, and increased their small income by the 
arduous duties of daily governess. Her cheek paled, and 
her eye grew dim beneath the complicated trials of her 
situation ; and there were momente when visions of the 
bright future once promised rose up as if in mockery of the 
dreary present; hope is the parent of disappointment 
and the viste of happiness once opened to her view made 
the succeeding gloom still deeper. But she did not 
repine ; upheld by her devotedness to her mother, she 
guarded her tenderly until her death, which oocuned five 
years after the marriage of Mr. Morris. 

" It is needless to detail the circumstances which ended 
at length in the separation between Mr. Morris and hia 
wife — the latter returned to her home, and the former 
went abroad, having placed his children at school, end 
besought Jane to watch over them. Eighteen months 
subsequent to the death of Mrs. Lynn, a distant and un- 
known relative died, bequeathing a handsome property to 
Mrs. Lynn, or her descendante. This event relieved 
Jane from the necessity of toil, but it came too late to 
minister to her happiness in the degree that once it might 
have done. She was care-worn and spirit-broken; the 
every-day trials of her life had cooled her enthusiasm, and 
blunted her keen enjoyment of the beautiful; the had 



^1 »^ 



mm 



m^^m 



ELIZA COOK'S JOURNAL. 



21? 



bent her mind to the minor duties that formed her routine 
of existence, until it could no longer soar towards the 
elevation it once desired to reach. 

'* Three years from his departure, Everard Morris re- 
turned home to die, and now he became fully conscious 
of the wrong he had done to her he once professed to 
lore. He had thought of all the past, and the knowledge 
of what was, and might have been, filled his soul with 
bitterness. He died, and in a long and earnest appeal 
for forgiveness, he besought Jane to be the guardian of his 
children — ^his wife he never named. In three mouths 
after, Mrs. Morris married again, and went to the West, 
without a word of inquiry or affection to her children. 

" Need I say how willingly Jane Lynn accepted the 
charge bequeathed to her, and how she was at last blessed 
in tlM love of those who from infancy had regarded her 
as a more than mother." 

There was a slight tremulonsness in Aunt Mabel's 
Toice as she paused, and Kate, looking up with her eyes 
filled with tears, threw herself upon her auntfs bosom, 
exclaiming, 

"Dearest, best Aunt Mabel, you are loved truly, 
fondly by us all ! Ah, I knew you were telling your own 
story, and — " but Aunt Mabel gently placed her hand 
upon the young girl's lips, and while she pressed a loss 
upon her brow, sidd, in her usual calm, soft tone, 

" It is a true story, my love, be the actors who they 
may ; there is no exaggerated incident in it to invest it 
with peculiar intctest ; but I want yon to know that the 
subtle influences of affection are very busy about us; and, 
however tame and common-place the routine of life may 
be, yet believe, Kate," added Aunt Mabel, with a 
saddened smile, " each heart has its mystery, and who 
may reveal it ?" 



TUB TOICB OF BTOONB DATS. 

Whoever he may be, commend me to the man who has 
taken a delight in conversing with antiquity ; for, 
whether Fortune has thrown him into the luxurious 
paths of the great, or he has the dignity of worth beneath 
the lowly cottage thatch, I know that self-communion has 
allied him to poetry. Reflective habits have wedded him 
to the sublime and beautiful. And is there not solemn 
music in the voice of bygone days 1 Truthful lessons 
are spread for us in the open leaf of every day's page. 
Yes ! there is ever to be found, food for thought and 
matter of an instructive kind in the ongoing world about us. 
The present teems with importance ; but, in the past, we 
have cause and effect stretched out before us in unde- 
niable portraiture. " Man and his marvels " stand forth in 
bold outline for our criticism. And shall we not add, for 
our positive use, what unwritten fulness of «leep joy the 
lover of nature's poetry experiences when he is pacing 
down some rooflqps aisle. 

Where the Put ita mouraful atory raub. 
Clad in a mantle of moM and weeds ? 

To th« casual thinker, a visit to the ruins of an ancient 
castle or monastery merely awakes curiosity ; little that 
is instructive is gathered by him. He listlessly notices 
what may be pointed out by others ; thinks it is a gloomy 
old place, where he should feel miserably lost if left 
alone ; and hies back to the eternal hum of busy popula- 
tion to find his proper element. Not so with reflective 
intelligence. To such, the shattered might of faded times 
puts on its long-lost greatness — again it wears the smile 
that lighted up the morning of its glory — fancy clothes it 
in its pristine hues of splendour — the monks chaunt their 
services as in the olden times — the gorgeous pomps of 
ancient rites pass in review in such moments — and as the 
panorama fades away from our reflective vision, and we 
stand before the mouldering ridic, we feel that the me- 
Isndioly of such a pleasing dream was called into existence 
by the voioe of Bygone Days. 



THE WAVES AND THE LOST PLAYMATE. 

I AM li«tcmng, wftTca of the axore main. 

To the gentle hymn of love. 
As ye gush o'er the amber aanda again, 

Aa soft aa the lutea aboTe :» 
I am listening now, as in early years, 

To your foam-bells joyful peding, 
But 1 laughed out then,->and now big tears 

Are down my sad cheek stealing t 

I am listening, waves, while the radiant mom 

With a toueh of magic grace. 
Endows your saow with the rose-hues bom 

In her glad and mantling face. 
And the sunbeams still are your playmates there 

O'er those shell-strewn shingles leaping ; 
But mine I where is eAc /— so pure, so fair t 

She has gone, and my soul is weeping. 

I am listening, wavoa of the twilight hoar. 

While the plaeid moon looka down. 
And your erests are spun by the jewel ahow'r 

Of gleams firom her aoft eyes thrown. 
Your song seems now of the beautiful dead, 

8o calm, so hashed, so holy : 
It comes like an echo of voices fled. 

Of " farewells" murmured slowly. 

I weep o'er my playmate's early doom, 

But not tears of a Pagan sa d n ess . 
For the dead, like stars, will arise in gkMm, 

Though loet in the noon-day gladness. 
I am listening, waves, to your dirge-like paalss. 

To your ehannt, sad Ocean's daughters 1 
And find more to love in your midni|^t calm 

Than in woiida of sunlit waters. 

E« Ea Ma K* 



EXHIBITION OF THE INDUSTRY OF ALL 

NATIONS. 

It is proposed, in the year 1851, to open an Exhibition 
of the Industry of all Nations. The idea is magnificent. 
It will be laying out the industrial progress of the world, 
as it were, on a race-course, and indicating the positions 
which the various countries occupy in respect to each 
other. The conception was grand, and I trust the 
execution will be answerable. It will involve a heavy 
cost, and here the main difficulty lies. To discuss this 
point is not my intention ; but, as a preliminary remark, 
we may observe — ^that the country ought not to grudge 
the expense. All classes in general, and some in par- 
ticular, must derive benefit from the realisation of this 
great scheme. It will attract the tide of travel to 
England ; and it will make London the centre of a general 
circle of motion. Railway companies, hotel-keepers, and 
the infinite ramification of these, and similar interests, 
must be deeply concerned in the carrying out of this 
project, firom idea to actiona It will be a stimulant to 
industry ; an encouragement to improvement, and the 
fountain-spring of an emulation which cannot fail to exert 
the most beneficial influence on the useful arts. The 
reader who considers the subject cannot fail at onoe to 
perceive the advantages which the metropolis, and the 
country in general, will dcriye fi:om the proposed exhibi- 
tion, whKh will bring thousands to London who never 
trod its streets before; fvhich will d^w a ib>od of 
trayellers fix)m abroad, communicate an impetus to 
enterprise at home, and be to industry what gaUeries 
of painting and sculpture are to art — ^what a library is to 
literature — ^what a museum is to science — ^what a xoolo- 
gical and botanical garden is to natural history—* chart 
of the progress of mankind. 

All nations will be invited to enter the lists for tUa 
peaoefnl tournament, in which England^ and every other 
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country, will, by itself, be the standard of every other. 
None will be throst out. From London to Lahore, from 
Lahore to Cashmere, from that pleasant valley to the 
froien north, and thence, through all regions, tropical, 
temperate, or frigid, the summonses will be issued — 
" Come and show what you can do. If you are inferior, 
you can profit by our superiority ; and if you can excel 
us, we shall gratefully take a lesson frY>m your better 
methods." In the explanation lately afforded, of the 
plan of the Exhibition, it was stated that the raw 
material and the manufactures will be shown together. 
The elephant tusks of Africa will lie side by side with 
aU the productions of the tumer^s wheel, the ivory balls 
of China, and all the numberless particles into which that 
delicate material is wrought. Russian and Morocco 
leathers, beaver skins frtim Baffin's Bay, will be dis- 
played, with shoes, hats, and bookbinding ; the wool of 
Australia, Thibet and Sussex, with the wrought materials 
horn the looms of all parts of- the world. The broad' 
cloths of Europe; the shawls of Cashmere; silk, in its 
soft infancy, with the rich productions of Persia, India, 
France and England. The rough furs from the frozen 
regions ; with the luxurious manufactures of Russia and 
Great Britain. There ?dll be the cotton of America and 
India, the com of Poland, Russia, the United States, 
Asia, France, and our own country. The " Exhaustlees 
East" will fiimish its countless materials of Idzury ; the 
Indian Islands will tend spioea and gums, with all the 
productions of native indn^ry, — cotton, arms, domestic 
utensils, musical instruments, and models of Indian craft. 
There will be the rudest instruments in use among 
natives, stiU in the darkness of ignorance and slavery, 
with the delicate and complicated machines, which the 
unshackled industry of these islands can produce. 

The savage, amid northern snovrs, may send his sledge, 
his shoes, his rough garments, his humble ornaments, his 
implements of peace and war ; and, it will be seen how 
the industry of each tribe adapts itself to their particular 
wants and position in the human scale. From India we 
may expect manufactures delicate, gauzy, and refined, — 
the rdlections of the indolent, voluptuous Asiatic 
character. Their very costume is begemmed and decorated 
with all the contrivances of taste ; whilst the aborigines 
of sterner climates, will produce rough, useful, cumbrous 
things — ^illustrative of their hardy, frugal temperament. 
From the middle countries, if we may so express them, 
we shall see elaborate productions, finished with care — 
aolier, and giring evidence of an industry guided by re- 
flective minds. In the construction of steam engines, 
frhfcther ibr printing, for weaving, for coining, or for the 
manufacture of machinery, — what tokens of deep study ! 
Every spindle, every intricacy, every little bar, piston, 
liinge, wheel or spring, originated in invention — which is 
merely the result of inquiry — for a thing invented 
^teraliy means a thing found. Compare the rude spindle 
of Dacca with the flax wheel of Belfast ; the primitive 
instrument of the Cashmere shawl-workers with the 
^power-looms of our own country; the Egyptian or 
Chinese paper machine with that wliich receives at one 
end a bundle of rags and throws out a broad sheet at the 
other. Look at the rein-deer sledge of Kamtchatka, and 
then «t the magnificent carriage or the whirling steam 
train; the cumbrous, imperfect contrivance for printing 
still used in the land of tea, junks, and pagodas, with 
that vast machine which, wiUi an intellectual breath, 
emits four immense printed sheets in every second. 
Take up the antiquated gun employed by the Chinamen 
of Borneo — a long iron pipe, with a hole for the match — 
with the magnificent instalments of European warfare. 
Place the carved cocoa-nut shell, or the calabash, in the 
same compartment with the delicate porcelain, which 
seems to add flavour to the liquid it contains. In short, 
gather the productions of the industry of the four 
q;aarters of die earth* and their several divisions, classify 



them, place tJiem in oontraat, and the result will be the 
most extraordinary spectacle which the ingenuity of 
modem times has devised. 

I venture to say that no one country or climate will 
carry off an universal prize. England will excel in some, 
Ireland in some, Scotland in some, and there will doubt- 
less be seen the gigantic improvements of our vigorous 
national industry, our machines, and the great and grand 
engines of peace and war. France will probably outrun 
us in many of the materials of luxury and refinement — 
such as ornaments, whether of buildings, for the person, 
or for furniture, or those numberless trifles which are 
replete with beauty, but can be turned to little practical 
use. None can compete with the shawl-workers of 
India for the exquisite fineness of their fabrics; but 
they occupy months and even years with a manufacture, 
which an English engine will finish in a few days ; their 
production is an article of the most delicate texture and 
costly worth — ours is for use. In ten thousand branches 
of industry, we excel the Chinese, yet they excel us in 
some, and, glancing at the various nations of the world, 
we shall find this to be the case with many, if not with all. 

The savages of the most uncivilized regions will send 
specimens of carving, executed with instruments, which 
to an Englishman would be useless — nor is this surprising. 
The savage, having no better, is compelled to use those 
implements which he has at his disposal, llie civilized 
man, enjoyhig more advantages, relinquishes such things — 
which seem to him toys for the infrmcy of industry, and 
in time forgets the very manner of their use. A child 
will f^quently spin a top, build a card-house, or per- 
form numberless feats, which a man would be timid 
to undertake. Thus the Australian can hurl his waddie, 
the Yankee can snuff a candle with a rifle-ball, the 
Chinaman can carve ivory and compound sweetmeats, 
the South Sea Islander can construct a dwelling without 
a single nail ; and every savage race possesses some rude 
art, which cirilization only imitates in an inferior degree. 
But this argues no superior ingenuity in the savage ; cir- 
cumstances form the school in which all mankind are 
taught. Wc bridged the Thames long before we learnt 
the use of knives and forks. It will consequently be a 
most curious study to observe, when the great exhibition 
is opened, how the savage of the African wilds exercises 
an industry, which is sufficient for his wants, and how 
the denizen of an European city never rests in the career 
of discovery, continually observing new necessities, and 
contriving new things to answer them. 

I trust that the site of the exhibition will be chosen 
with judicious care. The open space indicated, in Hyde 
Park, would appear at once sufficiently large and con- 
veniently situated. To huddle such a collection into a 
few confined rooms would only be an illustration of the 
truth, that in proportion to the greatness of our concep- 
tions, is frequently the littleness of our practical execu- 
tion of them. Let the place be rooftiy, well-lighted, 
and accessible. Let the specimens of industry be dis- 
played to advantage, with impartiality and taste. They 
should be arranged in compartments, we might have the 
most exquisite fabric of linen at the bottom of a broad 
sloping shelf, above it the inferior specimens of the same 
country; next that of some other region, and so on, 
that no invidious selection may be made. If we do not 
fear to display the specimens of our industrial progress 
in contrast wiUi those of other nations, we should not hesi- 
tate to allow others equal advantages with ourselves, by 
arranging the manufactures of France, or Spain^ or India, 
with the same care and judgment, and attention to effect. 

Another result of the exhibition will be, that it will 
open a new field of invention. In India^ eapedaUy, roanu- 
fsctures are carried on, of which the people of this coun- 
try are wholly ignorant and implements are constructed 
of which the use b unknown in Europe. Now, if wo 
can make a machine to measure the fifty thomandth 
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part of an inch ; if from an English manufactory more 
than fifty milliona of miles of yam a-year can be produced, 
we can sorely turn in the undeveloped inventions of 
other nations to some useful purpose. The mechanical 
contrivanees of the Asiatic workman may not be applicable 
to any process employed in England; but they may 
suggest useful additions to the knowledge of the industrial 
arts. We do not need punkahs to cool our chambers ; 
but the theory of ventilation is in its in&nt stage 
amongst us. In the simple matter of oyster-eating, how 
many inconveniences attended the indulgence, until lately 
an ingenious contrivance dispelled the important difficulty. 
Did space permit me, I would enter into a brief classi* 
fication of the nations which will contribute to the great 
exhibition of the world's industry; and indicate the 
various machines, £Abric8, and instruments of all kinds, 
in their several degrees of perfection, which the various 
races will furnish as illustrations of their progress in the 
useful arts. But this would spread my observations over 
a surface which we have not at our command. What I 
have said, however, may excite a little reflection in the 
reader's mind, and impel him, if he have not already 
entered warmly into the proposal, to afford the support 
of his advocacy, for the spirited and complete carrying 
out of an idea at once so original and grand. Foreigners 
will flock to Engknd by thousands, the population of 
London will be enormously swelled. It will be an era 
in the history of the industrial arts. It will carry 
electric chains of communication from all parts of the 
world to the metropolis, and rivet the links of national 
friendship. Consequently, it is to be hoped that nothing 
will occur to prevent the realization of an idea of which 
Prince Albert nas» and I think judiciously, been made 
the mouth-piece. Je&icho. 
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Skiriey.^Bj the author of "Jane Eyre." 3 volg. 
Smith, Eldor, and Co., Iiondon. 

There are three novels, the productions of women, which 
seem to tower far above the host of imaginative prose 
literature of the present day. These are " I'he Admiral's 
Daughter," (one of the Two Old Men's Tale3,) " The 
History of a Flirt," and "Jane Eyre." The interest 
which they excite is of the most interue kind — consequent 
on their startling developments of human feeling, pas- 
non, and despair, often amounting to agony 

Our novel literature has undergone a remarkable 
change of late years. Since the reign of Walter Scott 
we have ceased to be satisfied with the picturesque and 
the historical, but long for something that takes a firm 
hold of our feelings, and stirs up our soul to its depths. 
The old taste, which revelled in the novels and romances 
of Mrs. Radcliffe and such like, has quite passed away, as 
the loads of unread rubbish on the shelves of the older cir- 
culating libraries abundantly testify. The popular appetite 
is now for something real, life-Uke, and written with a 
purpose. The materials of the most successful of our 
modern novels are drawn from common every-day life. 
The author of " Mary Barton " eliminates her beautiful 
story from the most unpromising of all fields — the 
miserable abodes of factory workpeople in a manufac- 
turing town. Charles Dickens draws his best pictures in 
daguerreotype minuteness from the humblest characters in 
dty life. Narratives of actual existence, even the very 
homeliest realities, are now preferred to the fancy tales of 
great lords and ladies of fashionable life, which used so 
generally to satisfy the novel-reading public, not very long 
ago. Whatever you tell us, the cry now is,— let it be 
something the mind con rest on as a truth, something 
real, or founded on fact, and at least the reflex of some 
actual condition. " Welcome the vulgarest truth, rather 



than the royalest sham," is our motto now; and thna it 
is, that literature of even the lighteat dMoription, i« no 
longer directed to the pleasing of a few giddy and £ashioi|- 
able minds, but has become democratic, (for that it the 
moaning of the change), bears upon human intereata, 
eluddatea the workings of existing social arrangements, 
displays the hopes, fears, and sufferings, of the hmnan 
heart ; and, in short, reveals to us the tragic drama of 
human life, in which every human being is an actor. 

" Jane Eyre " is a work of the kind we have indicated 
— it is intensely real. It may seem hard and nngenial, 
but in its main points it is sternly true to nature, deapite 
the eccentricities of character which it displays. It is 
utterly ffe from the conventionalisms of novel Uteratuie 
— it breaks new ground, is fresh and vigorous, its lan- 
guage is full of pith and nerve, and the interest it exdtea 
is strong and concentrated, the passion rising at times to 
a height of tragic intensity which is almost sublime. Vie 
have known old men, who pride themselves on their philo- 
sophic calmness, take up this book in a moment of 
curiosity, and become forthwith riveted to the story, 
so that they could not lay it down till they had 
finished it. Jane Eyre, the heroine, is an nnpromtaing aab- 
ject at first sight — an ill-used and trampled girl, thrown on 
the charity of her relatives, and treated by them to a 
worse than dog's life. The author's picture of the early 
staruggles of her heroine is minute and painliil« but we 
fear it is a record of actual experience. Against this state 
of things she revolts, and is then sent to a charitv-achoo}, 
of the internal life of which we are fumishea with n 
graphic delineation. She becomes a governess, at eighteen, 
with a mind prematurely familiarised with the hard deal- 
ings of the world to the helpless — against which the book 
may be regarded as an indignant protest. The chanctera 
with which she meets, in her new sphere, are those on 
which the interest of the story eventually turns, Adele, 
the child — an impersonation of grace, coquetry, and femi- 
nine frivolity ; Mr. Rochester, her father — ^a clever, abrupt, 
rugged, vigorous, original man, in whom the interest of 
the reader is excited in an extraordinary degree, in con- 
nection with the history and forUinea of the no leaa 
vigorous, true-hearted, self-reliant, and original little 
governess herself. But we need not go further into the 
characteristics of a book that must already be familiar to 
all novel readers. 

In reading " Jane Eyre," we were forcibly struck with 
the character of the scenery depicted in the book, and 
especially with that part of it descriptive of the young 
woman's flight from Rochester, into a remote valley among 
the hills, far away from the busy highways of men, and 
where one night, in her despair, she lay down in the 
shadow of a huge cliff or crag, canopied by the star- 
spangled vault of heaven overhead ; then her wandering 
in the dark night up the moors towards a twinkling far-off 
light ; the description of that rugged and thinly-peopled 
valley in which she for some time found a home and a 
shelter — the patois of the country folks, their customs and 
their usages, — all brought forcibly to our mind the wild, 
mountainous district stretching along the back of the 
West Riding of Yorkshire, generally known by the name 
of " The Craven district." We saw before us Kilnsey 
Cragg, the bounding " Fells " of Upper Wharfedale, and 
the huge hills piled up into the skies all through that wide 
but rarely traversed district. Objections have, we per- 
ceive, been taken to the scenery of " Jane Eyre," that 
it is outr^, wild, and un-English, but such objections will 
at once cease when the district referred to haa been 
known. In " Jane Eyre " you have it before you in all 
its force ; and no one will venture to aver that it does not 
admirably suit the character of the book. Wordsworth's 
" Excursion " gives you a better idea of the Cumberland 
mountains than any guide-book, and so doea "Jane 
Eyre " of the Yorkshire hill-country. Wordsworth tran^ 
cribea into his immortal poem the very spirit of the 
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uountainSt because he has drank in the influences of the 
■oenery ; and so does the author of " Jane Eyre " of the 
Fells of Vorkshire, and for the same reason — that she has 
lived among them. In " Shirley " — ^hcr new book — ^we 
have the same kind of scenery, the same strong charactov, 
the same country folks, with the same broad, unmistake- 
able Yorkshire, trae to the life. She cannot get out of 
Yorkshire yet ; it has so hr been her world. And there 
are tragedies enacted in every village, even the remoteA 
and meanest, which would thrill liie hearts of men, could 
they but find an utterance through the lips of genius. 

The scene of "Shirley," is laid in a manufacturing 
village of the West Riding, a few miles west of Brad- 
ford, whidi is here disguised under the name of Stillbro', 
and the time is about the beginning of the present cen- 
tury, when war reigned abroad, and invention was 
making rapid strides, following close upon the heels of 
James Watt's gigantic discovery of steam. We have here 
woollen ftctories, and starved operatives thrown out of 
work by the new inventions, issuing in frame-breaking 
and mill-burning by the "Luddites," as they were 
called. Then every mill containing the new machines 
had to be guarded at night by armed men, yeomanry, or 
soldiers, ttud murders of masters, by famished and exas- 
perated men, not unfrequently occurred. One of these 
masters is a hero in this story, but he is not one of 
the best characters of the book. He is half-foreign, and 
the author is far most at home in hitting off the character 
of a nigged Yorkshireman^ which she does to perfection. 
Her Mr. Yorke, and Joe Scott are excellent specimeus 
of this. The latter is a factory mechanic, and his roaster, 
Mr. Moore, asks him on one occasion — 

"You don't suppose you're civilized, do you ?" 

"Middling, middling, maister. I reckon'at us manu- 
facturing lads i'the Nor^ is a deal more intelligent, and 
knows a deal more nor th' &rming folk i' the south. 
Trade sharpens our wits; and them that's mechanics, 
like me, is forced to think. There's many a one amang 
them greasy chaps 'at smells o' oil, and amang them 
dyers wi' blue and black skins, that has a long head, and 
that can tell what a fooil of a law is, as well as ye or old 
Yorke, and a deal better nor soft uns like Christopher 
Sykes o' Whinbury, and greet hectoring nowts like yond' 
Irish Peter — Helstone's curate." 

And, by the way, there are three curates introduced 
into the story, that represent a greater concentration of 
ninnyism, than is we believe to be found in Yorkshire. 
The author evidently does not love curates, and she 
shows it. She is very bitter against men in many ways. 
She speaks as one outraged and aggrieved by their 
contemptuous treatment of her sex. The best of her 
men are tyrants where women are concerned. Mr. 
Helstone, the vicar, is a worthy man, but she makes 
his treatment of the sqx altogether unworthy. She 
supposes the case of him marrying a second time, and 
then, she says, "the second Mrs. Helstone, inversing 
the natural order of insect existence, would have flut- 
tered through the honeymoon a bright admired butterfly, 
and crawled the rest of her days, a sordid, trampled 
worm." In such like reflections, which come out here 
and there, we discern indications of a bitterness — ^we had 
almost said a fierceness — for which there is prgbably 
some good cause. But there are few women of strong 
powers of mind, such as the author of this book un- 
questionably is, who do not feel that the social position, 
of woman is not at all what it should be — that she is 
stiU the 

Poor thing of usa^^ea t coerced, compelled. 
Victim when wrong, and martyr oft when right ; 

and hence she speaks in her angry and indignant tone. 
She complains with some degree of reason, that women 
are not understood, and in one place, her heroine is thus 
made to speak : — 
" ' If men could see us as we really are, they would be 



a little amazed ; but the cleverest, the acutost men are 
often under an illusion about women, they do not read 
them in a true light, they misapprehend them, both for 
good and evil, their good woman is a queer thing, half 
doll, and half angel; their bad woman almost always a 
fiend. Then to hear them fall into ecstasies with eaeli 
other^s creations, worshipping the heroine of such a poem 
— novel — drama, thinking it fine— divine! Fine and 
divine it may be, but quite artificial, false as the rose in 
my best bonnet there. If I spoke all I think on tMs 
point; if I gave my real opinion of some first-imte 
female characters and first-rate works, where should I 
be ? Dead under a cairn of avenging stones in half an 
hour.' " 

The author strongly desiderates some improvement and 
enlargement of the sphere of occupation for women, but 
does not very clearly specify how that is to be arranged. 

We give one or two passage bearing on this topic. 

" ' Caroline,' demanded Miss Keeldar, abraptly, ' dont 
you wish you had a profession — a trade ?' 

" ' I wish it fifty times a day. As it is, I often wonder 
what I came into the 'world for. I long to have some- 
thing absorbing and compulsory to fUl my head and 
hands, and to occupy my thoughts.' 

" ' Can labour alone make a human being happy ? * 

" ' No ; but it can give varieties of pain, and prevent 
us from breaking our hearts with a single tyrant master- 
torture. Besides, successful labour has its recompense ; 
a vacant, weary, lonely, hopeless life has none.' . 

" ' But hard labour and learned professions, they say, 
mske woman masculine, coarse, unwomanly.' 

" ' And what does it signify, whether unmarried and 
never-to-be'dnarried women are inattractive and inelegant 
or not ? — provided only they are decent, decorous, and 
neat — it is enough.' " 

A sorrowful picture of the life of a governess is grvcn 
in the experience of Mrs. Prior, which bears out all that 
we have said in this Journal as to the conditions of that 
lot. There is much that is melancholy in the following 
remarks : — 

" God surely did not create us, and cause us to live, 
with the sole end of wishing always to die. I believe in 
my heart we were intended to prize life and enjoy it, so 
long as we retain it. Existence never was originally 
meant to be that useless, blank, pale, slow-trailing thing 
it often becomes to many, and is becoming to me, among 
the rest." 

"Nobody" — she went on — "nobody in partictilsr 
is to blame, that- I can see, for the state in which 
things are ; and I cannot tell, however much I may puz- 
zle over it^ how they are to be altered for the better ; 
but I feel there is something wrong somewhere. I believe 
single women should have more to do — better chances 
of interesting and profitable occupation than they pos- 
sess now Look at the numerous families of 

girls in this neighbourhood. The brothers of these 
girls are every one in business or in professions ; they 
have something to do : their sisters have no earthly em- 
ployment, but household work and sewing ; no earthly 
pleasure but an unprofitable visiting ; and no hope, in aU 
their life to come, of anything better. This stagnant 
state of things makes them decline in health ; they are 
never well ; and their minds and views shrink to won- 
drous narrowness. The great wish — the sole view of any 
one of them is to bo married, but the majority of them 
will never marry ; they will die as they now live. They 
scheme, they plot, they dress, to ensnare husbands. The 
gentlemen turn them into ridicule; they don't want 
them ; they hold them very cheap : they say — I have 
heard them say it with sneering laughs many a time—^ 
the matrimonial market is overstocked. Fathers say so 
likewise, and are angry with their danght^^ when they 
observe their manoeuvres ; they order them to stay at 
home. What do they expect them to do at home ? If 
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fOB Btk, they would answer — eew and cook. They expect 
them to do this, and this only, contentedly, regularly, 
uneomplainingly, all their lives long, as if they had no 
germ of fisculties for anything else, — a doctrine as rea- 
■onahle to hold, as it would he that the fathers have no 
£umlties but for eating what their daughters cook, or for 
wearing what they sew. Could men live so themselves ? 
Would they not be very weary ? And, when there came 
no relief to their weariness, but only reproaches at its 
slightest manifestation, would not their weariness ferment 
in time to frenzy ? .... Men of England ! look at 
your poor girls, many of them fading around you, drop- 
ping off in consumption or decline; or, what is worse, 
degenerating to sour old maids, — envious, backbiting, 
wretched, because life is a desert to them ; or, what is 
worst of all, reduced to strive, by scarce modest coquetry 
and debasing artifice, to gain that position and con- 
sideration by marriage, which to celibacy is denied. 
Fathers ! cannot you alter those things ? Perliaps, not 
all at once; but, consider the matter well when it is 
brought before you — receive it as a theme worthy of 
thought ; do not dismiss it with an idle jest or an un- 
manly insult. You would wish to be proud of your 
daughters, and not to blush for them ; — then seek for 
them an interest and an occupation which shall raise them 
above the flirt, the maooeuvcrer, the mischief-making 
tale-bearer. Keep your girls' minds narrow and fettered, 
they will still be a plague and a care — sometimes a 
disgrace to you. Cultivate them — give them scope and 
work — they will be your gayest companions in health, 
your tenderest nurses in sickness, and your most faithful 
prop in age." 

Surely our author views things too sorrowfully, and on 
the darker side only. We might say a word or two for the 
brighter aspect of the picture, had we space liere. The 
angry spirit is allowed to express itself too freely. There 
is a want of quiet, loving power, while of discontented, 
rebellious power, there is rather too much. When the 
author has expended the latter force, we may expect to 
have some manifestations of her more serene and hopeful 
spirit, and in trust tiiat she will recognise in life a scene of 
duty and conflict, in which all must bear their part lovingly, 
firmly, and, if possible, cheerfully. 

It is scarcely necessary we should enter into the details 
of a story, which needs no introduction of ours to com- 
mend it to general penisal. Tlie story does not show 
very great mastery in construction : its materials are not 
always well put together : in some parts it is rather heavy 
reading. It is only when we get into the third volume 
that our interest becomes riveted. 

The story traces the fortunes of two girls, 'Caroline 
Helstone and Shirley Keeldar — ^the former an orphan, the 
latter an heiress, lliey afford striking contrasts of cha- 
racter; the one being retiring, timid, gentle; the other 
brilliant, sparkling, bold. Both have their loves, which 
they nourish in secret ; and in the denouement of these 
loves consists the interest of the story. Both suffer from 
nnrett and dissatisfaction — ^want of appreciation and want 
of sympathy. It is to be hoped that they both found 
peace (for we believe the characters to be drawn from 
life) in each being wedded to t!ie mate of her heart. Not- 
withstanding the author's protests on woman's behalf, it 
is clear that she recognises marriage as the highest destiny 
of her sex on earth. 

Some of the love scenes are powerfully drawn, and 
touch the feelings with the true enchanter^s wand. There 
is great genius in her delineations of passion, feeling, 
and despair. Sometimes she is daring, but never reckless. 
There are scenes of quiet power too, which make the tears 
start. There is a good deal of quiet humour also, in her de- 
scriptions of uncouth curates and begging incombents ; and 
her familiar^ with this class must be admitted, when we 
inform the reader that the author is herself the daughter 
of a dergynuin, and a resident in the same wild district 



she describes in " Shirley," about midway between tho 
towns of Bradford and Colne. 

" Shirley" is certain to be a favourite, — not, perhaps, 
so decided and general a favourite as " Jane Eyre ;" but 
its unquestionable power, its graphic descriptions, and the 
intense interest of its story, taken as a whole ; its admi- 
rable sketches of female character, and the originality 
and fireshness of observation which it exhibits throughout, 
cannot fail to secure for it a very extensive and favourable 
perusal. 



VENTILATION OF DWELLINGS. 

The necessity of ventilation will be at onoe understood, 
when we state that every full-grown healthy human 
being requires to inhale, for the purposes of physical 
subsistence, about one gallon of pure air per minute, or 
sixty gallons every hour. And, as the air once breathed 
is unfitted for being breathed a second time, it is necessary 
that careful provision should be made in every dwellings 
for the removal of the vitiated air, and the admission of 
pure air in its stead. 

The neglect of a provision of this kind is a great 
source of unhealthiness and mortality among all classes, 
but especially among the labouring population. Tlio 
houses in which they live are for the most part in densely 
populated neighbourhoods, where the streets are badly 
cleansed and drained, the houses packed close together in 
courts and alleys, and where the impure air without is 
almost as much to be dreaded as the impure air within. 
Hence, we invariably find in such neighbourhoods a large 
proportion of the ill-health and mortality of tovms.- 

CeUar-dwellings are especially noxious to life; for 
there carbonic acid gas— a deadly poison when inhaled 
— is largely mixed with the atmosphere, and the removal 
of it is rendered difficult by reason of its density being 
greater than that of common air, and its tendency to gra- 
vitate into the lowest parts. Cellar-dwellings are now very 
properly prohibited from being used as dwellings in some 
of our larger towns ; but still they find tenants. The cot- 
tage-dwellings in most of our towns and cities are yet 
very generally unwholesome, and seem as if constructed 
so that efficient ventilation shall be next to impossible. 
The crowded state of these dwellings is abo a great 
source of unhealthiness as well as demoralixation. A 
large family is often crowded together in one or two 
apartments — all tha members of the family sleeping in 
one room. This mode of living, besides being unwhole- 
some, has a most contaminating influence on the moral 
condition of society. Families crowded together in a small 
apartment, lose in self-respect; the sense of decency 
becomes blunted ; they beoome indifferent to neatness, 
delicacy, purity, order, and comfort; and coarseness and 
familiarity, from being daUy familiar to youth, become 
the confirmed habits of their maturer years. 

Imagine a sleeping-room containing about 600 cubic 
feet of atmosphmc air — (each individual requiring for 
respiration not less than 340 cubic feet in the course of 
the twenty-four hours) and that in this room are crowded 
together in two or three beds, father, mother, children of 
both sexes, of all ages, from infancy to adolescence, — and 
what can the result be, other than debility, dlnoascL and 
moral impurity ? Hence one cause of the great mortality 
in the working-class localities of our l^ge towns — ^in 
some of them, one half of all the children that are bom 
dying under five years old. 

Now, so far as regards unwholesomeness of locality, 
we believe that the legislature and the municipal antho- 
rities of towns generally, have of late been doing their 
duty in improving drainage, sewerage, and oxtemal 
cleanliness, sometimes to an extent considerably in ad- 
vance of the popular demands. But they cannot enter 
into the home itself: there the working rlansos them* 
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mIyos, and especially the hoaaewiTes of working men, 
must take the matter in hand, and adopt the requisite 
steps to secure the efficient ventilation and healthfuineiis 
of their dwellings. 

The working classes, as aU other classes, have their 
own health very much in their own power. They can 
practice habitual cleanliness, and secure the efficient 
ventilation of their houses. . Nothing is so cheap as air, 
and water is to be had at small cost. These ought to be 
used in abundance everywhere. It is not necessary, 
either, that any working man, in the receipt of average 
good wages, should live in an unhealthy locality. The 
rent of good cottage dwellings is very little, if at all more 
than tluht of bad ones ; and if men were to avoid taking 
houses in districts which were filthy and undrained, 
■hunnitig unwholesome neighbourhoods as they would a 
pestilence, doubtiess landlords would soon consult their 
own interests, and put their cottage tenements in a more 
wholesome and attractive condition for occupancy. Were all 
dose stneti, and dirty lanes and courts thus to be avoided, 
landlords would certainly be more careful how they built 
houses in future. 

A few very brief directions will suffice, in reference to 
the methods of efficiently ventilating the apartments of 
dwellings. Two conditions are requisite— ^rs^, that a 
sufficient quantity of pure air has free access to the 
apartment,— and »§eond, that there be a free exit for the 
exhausted or deleterious tir/irom the apartment. Indeed 
the one condition involves the other. 

The manner in which the first condition is generally 
fulfilled is, by the air entering the doors or windows, or 
through the chinks in them ; and the second, as houses 
are constructed in this country, is effected by the chim- 
ney, through which (especially when a good fire bums in 
the gfate) the foul air is drawn up out of the apartment. 
The main problem of ventilation i» — how is the air of the 
apartment to be so changed, and rapidly changed, as not 
to expose the body to injurious draughts of cold au* 
during the prooeaa of change ? 

Dr, Raid, who has devoted a great deal of time and 
paina to the study of this subject, recommends that the 
air should be allowed to enter the house freely by a large 
aperture} that it should first be received (when the tem- 
perature i» low) into a stove-room ; and, after being 
sufficiently warmed there, that it should then pass freely 
into all the apartments, either through the doors or by 
express channels. The used air will be carried off by 
the chimneys and an open fire ; or, when the number of 
occupants of the apartment is large, by larger and ex- 
press openings. This is the whole secret and art of 
ventilation. 

But, of course, it is not every house that can command 
a "stove-room;" and any vef\tilatory instructions in- 
tended for general use, must be of a much simpler cha- 
racter than the above. Let it be first understood that 
the great want is fresh air constantly passing through the 
apartment. Fortunately there are chinks in most doors 
and windows which admit of a partial renovation of the 
air, otherwise the results of the bad ventilation of rooms 
would be much more apparent even than they now are. 
The huts of the agricultural peasantry, which are well 
supplied, even through reason of their very miserableness, 
with pure air, are often healthier than many of the 
snug, vrril-bnilt dwellings of our large towns. 

The doors and windows of apartments ought to be 
frequently thrown open, to allow the thorvugh draught to 
pass through them, — ^the chimneys being left quite open. 
Bed-room chimneys ought never to be stopped up. The 
windows of the sleeping apartment ought to be left open 
for the greater part of the day, and all the bed-clothes 
freely expop<^ to the sun and the air. When this is 
neglected, when the windows are allowed to remain 
ckMad all day, the chimney is kept stuffed up, and the 
bad if unaired, the apartment becomes a receptacle of 



poison, and a hot-bed of disease. Sleep in it will be un* 
sound and unrefroshing; the occupant will rise up in the 
morning languid and oppressed, debility will be in course 
of time induced, and not improbably, serious disease. 

The regular admission of the atmosphere into our 
rooms, at a proper temperature, instead of causing 
" colds," will generally be found their best preventittve. 
The absence of pure air is the cause of most of the in- 
dispositions that are generally attributed to " draughts." 
When tlie body is over-heated, and shut up in a close, 
unventilated room, the lungs and the skin are brought 
to such a state of morbid susceptibility that the invigo- 
rating action of the pui« atmosphere, when the system 
is suddenly exposed to it, often produces colds and in- 
flammation, sometimes attended by fatal results. The 
prevention of colds and catarrhs, and the preservation of 
a proper temperature, are quite compatible with efficient 
ventilation ; and a stream of pure air may, even in the 
coldest season, be kept quietly undulating through the 
apartment, so as both to keep the temperature agreeable 
and the air sufficiently pure. 

Where gas is bwned in any apartment, the deterio- 
ration of the air is very rapid, and consequently, venti- 
lation ought to be so much tlie more carefully nrovided 
for. Combustion poisons the atmosphere precisely as 
respiration does ; and where both gas is burning and 
human beings are breathing, the air becomes doubly de* 
teriorated, and therefore the supply of pure air ought to 
be so much the more abundant. This ought to be carefully 
provided for in shops and warehouses where many 
burners are used. Young men and women are often 
kept till very Ute hours in such places, exposed to 
poisoned air, which produces the most deleterious results 
on theh* constitutions. This is one, and not the least, 
of the evils of late hours of business. 

The best method of removing the carbonic acid and heat 
produced by the combustion of gas, is to have tubes pn>- 
ceeding from every burner, and opening into the chimney. 
The impure air might also be carried off by means of a 
common tin pipe placed in the roof of each apartment, 
and opening into the outer air. 

Workshops might be ventilated by several methods. 
Mr. Poynbee has invented a ventilating pane, which is 
very efficient for this purpose ; it allows the entrance of the 
external air without causing any draught, in which consists 
its great value. Dr. Amott has also contrived a very effi- 
cient chimney ventUator, which may be had for 12s. or 15s. 
It is inserted into the chimney near the ceiling of the 
apartment, and being provided with a balanced valve, it 
admits of the escape of the heated and impure air, 
while it prevents any return of smoke. It is surely the 
duty of employers to adopt all such reasonable and ample 
methods of promoting the health and comfort of those 
in their employment. 

ON THK CURABILITY OF INSANITY. 

" It cannot but be a matter of the highest gratification 
to every humane mind to perceive, as the general result 
of the statistical tables of insanity hitherto published, 
that at least one half of the miserable subjects of this 
most fearful calamity are capable, under proper treat- 
ment, of recovery or improvement. This connot be said 
of many of the commonest diseases which afflict mankind. 
And yet how sedulously Will friends and relatives watch 
the earliest germinations of consumption, for instance, 
and persevere in every remedy till the last gasp ; while 
the caprices of temper, or the changes in character, which 
are the shadows of coming events far more frightftil and 
deplorable than the excavations of scrofula, or the agonies 
of cancer, are from ignorance unheeded, or concealed from 
shame ; and when ^e necessary seclusion has at length 
been sought for, how impatient for results, how anxious 
for interference, how wearied of expense, or desirous of 
change 1 "-^Drom Dr» WwutmifB Journal qf Pgyeholo- 
gieal Medicine. 
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GEEAT ISSUES FROM LITTLE THINGS. 

How common it i3 to hear people say in reference to 
matters of habit and life, ''it is of little importance/* "it 
is only a trifle," "it cannot be of any conBOqueoce/' and 
other current phraaes of kindred import. Let as remind 
the reader, that bvbrttbino is of consequenoe ; and if we 
conld by any means produce that convif^on, we should be 
doing pre-eminently good service. It would mightily 
assist in moulding man into a wise, thoughtful, noble 
being; strong in virtue, sound in morals, and true in 
principle. There is not a thought lodging for a moment 
in the intellect; there is not a word passing through the 
lips ; there is not a single thing done, however mean and 
private, but has its given power in shaping the next 
thought we may think — in deciding the quality of the next 
action wo may perform. As in physical science, even an 
atom has its legitimate value in the vast scheme of which 
it forms so mean a part ; as from out of it, there is per- 
petually, and from tiie necessity of its being, going forth 
an eneigy — a force, which has its effect on all things, 
even the most distantly remote, and forms an essential 
part of the vast, magnificent economy of order. So man ! 
thy thought, thy word, thy act, is like that little atom, 
pregnant with power, which not only goes to build up 
thy own nature, shape thy own mind, and colour thy own 
life; but has its effect also, sure, though unconscious, in 
the education of other minds, and the formation of other 
characters. Contained in a thought, there often lies 
in embryo an issue of vast results, which like the influ- 
ence of what we call an atom, is indefinite and immea- 
surable in its range. 

Thus the future in a high sense lives in the present. 
The minds of the next generation are the creations of the 
minds of this. To a great extent it is for us to determine 
what they shall be and do. There is an organic relation- 
ship as real, eiisting between generations national, as 
between generations individual. In both cases the Aptt- 
qfter receives its complexion from the now. 

When we thus regard ourselves as the centres of a forma- 
tive infiuence, which is really accomplishing successive 
intellectual creations, and deciding the culture and de- 
velopment of other spirits ; it behoves us to regard our 
mission as a very responsible, whilst it is a happy and 
highly dignified one. It comprehends within it a great 
duty, and rightly fulfilled, it will confer upon us elevated 
honour. Let us so faithfully attend to the culture of our 
being, that we may in the economy of moral influences 
under which we live, be the almoners of blessing, truth, 
and freedom, to peoples yet unborn. That we may 
realise a position so important, so god-like, we must 
cultivate the divine element within us — ^we must aim at 
intellectual and moral greatness ; and as a first step to 
greatness we must faithfully attend to " little things." 
The man who attains to greatness, does not do so by 
one convulsive struggle, but by a series of conflicts, by 
successive victories and defeats. He proves his qualiflca- 
tion for great enterprise by fulfilling duties improperly 
denominated mean. The man who waits for an oceaaion 
of greatness, never will be great at aL. Your great man 
is he who does the duty of the day ; that which is nearest 
to him, however insignificant to others it may appear. 
Little things are the seed of things that are great, 
whether it be in goodness or evil. Vast sequences result 
from trifles. A little folly has often created wretchedness 
disease, and beggary. A little resolution has won, within 
man's own will, victories more sublime and imperishable 
than those of Trafalgar, or Waterloo. 

'* Man ii an almanM of self— a Ihing record of his own deeds." 

Aye! and let us say of his own thoughts too — ^tt is 
because every thought and deed writes itself down in in- 
dehble lines on the register of his inner being, that we 



invite attention to the power exerted on chanuster by 
" little things." 

A little fire may produce much ruin, a little word may 
break up old friendships, a httle fact may lead to the dis- 
covery of a hidden law, a little event has changed the 
condition of a people. Little things are mighty agents 
in producing individual meanness or greatness; whilst 
through that individuality they exert a greets a real 
power, in deciding the fortunes of an empire. As in 
nature the acorn produces tlie oak, so in mind, a thought 
or an act may decide the quality of a life. The laws 
which govern our system, and uphold all its planets and 
stars in imposing harmony, are unteen, but not less realt 
the influence which mind gives to mind is invisible and 
unconscious, but not less a fact. 
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The small conthiinl creeping of the rilent f oot atc pe of the lea 
Mineth the wall of adatnmnt, and itealthily eompMeeth its 

rain. 
The weaknen of soddent is strong, where the strength of 

design is weak. 
The world in its boyhood was crednlons, and dreaded the 

vengeance of the stars ; 
The world In its dotage is not wiser, fearing not the iaflaenes 

of small things : 
For trifles, lighter than straws, are Ie« crs in the bnilding up of 

character." 

B. 



FAMILY KBFOBM. 

Family reform is the very pivot upon whidi every 
other reform turns. Novel principles have their birtii in 
the family circle, it is the great seminary for power, 
greatness, love, wealth, fKendship, and their concomitant 
virtues, vices, and talents. The smallest beginnings have 
great endings, and the spirit of charity, instUled with tact 
into the bosom of a child, bursts forth enlarged in the 
actions of the man, and perhaps by sympathy may have 
ultimately a large share in the friture policy of a nation. 
We may look to the difference betwixt a man brought up 
from his earliest infancy in a rebellious, thoughtless, or ex- 
travagant household ; and another who has lived in peaoe^ 
and felt the glow of filial love; contrast them, how 
different the bearing of iheir minds 1 If the former be 
good and tolerant, it is only because, being pestered and 
worn by bickerings, he has been led to compare hit home 
with the homes of othen. And if the latter person be 
unjust, it never fails to show a wayward dispoaition in- 
stigated by evil oommunion, and makes its repentance 
still the more acute. Often do we hear a penurious man 
exclaim, by way of a compromise with his conscience, ai 
he turns his back upon some starving wretch, " Charity 
begins at home !" How little is that man aware of the 
mighty truth which he nttersi Charity iloer b^gin at 
home, but by no means etub there; ii is nourished 
carefully, and in its leading-strings, amid kindred spirits, 
and makes man a more domesticated, kind, and thinking 
animal ; more ready to forgive by thinking on the possible 
cause of offence, and plai^ himself in the same posi- 
tion ; more ready to endtue uncomplainingly, because he 
is aware that there are certain annoyances which cannot 
always be readily lemedied; more wiUIng to allow another's 
opinion, because he judges man by a higher standard ; 
peaoeful, because knowing the value of peace i loving, by 
having love bestowed on him; pitying, because In the 
fhlneas of oontentedness he can affM to pity rather than 
hate; in short, imbued with all the better feelings, 
because he daily sees their blessings. 

THE MAN OF DECISION. 

The man of decision is not to be trifled with. He has 
his views, and he will maintain them. He has his resolves, 
and he will execute them. He is not be checked fay one, 
or frightened by another. His motto is, " my work muit 
be done." 
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THE WORLDLY MAN'S SORROW. 

la Ibe pamet of Life's eootflict, when we turn ftside to rest, 
Deep-ejcd memory, gmsing on us, makes a trouble in the brewt. 
We remember (oh I how deerlj) what we were in eartiest youth { 
Bingle-heutcd, passionate— martyrs to a fancied truth. 
All ambitions, then within us, tended to a lofty aim, 
With holy, generous, eelf-derotion— disbelief in sin and shame. 
Ilien our spirits thought oat boldly every error youth could dare ; 
Then, our tongnes would ntter freely every thought, without a care, 
Tien we lored (with faith snbHme) some natui/bigher than our own, 
Something more than common beanty— tomethlng where God's 

glory shone. 
But the world soon pressed upon ns, with a eold, tyrannic power, 
And our fidthless spirits faltered, weakly yielding, hour by hoar, 
Day by day we lost our Tirtne, loet the strength to love and dare ; 
Choked our inner Life with custom, and a round of worldly caie. 
Now, o«r aims are not so lofty, selflshncas does not aspire 
Unto HeaTcn,— -it only seeketh earthly pltees somewhat higher. 
Now, our minds are eramped and shadowed, every thought must be 

sappiest. 
And oar words eome slow and goarded, lest they should betimy the 

breast. 
Now, we love what is convenient, drawing it within our sphere : 
fleoMthing needful to our comfort, and the fitness of things here. 
And we smile, if one reound as how we felt in Life's young firing. 
And we say— " Ah I times are altered much since iuch, and soeh 

a thing." 
Bat when all alone, we ponder on oarselves, as now we are, 
And in Memory's eyes see clearly, brightly pictured what we were, 
Then arise oar buried feelings, deemed long since for ever fled, 
And, in inefliBctaal anguish, we unsay what we have said. 
" I have sold my Heavenly Birthright ! I am peijured, weak, and 

basel 
Save me yet, sweet memory I from this conscious self-disgrace." 
'* Give me back my young ambition 1 give me back the love of yore ! 
I will never cease aspiring, I will love for ever more." 
Vain ! ah, vain ! low thoughts, low feelings paralyse the higher 

powers, 
And thy love, once enuhed, remaineth lost to life, like fossD 



What is past is past recalling ; but the future still is thine. 
There the star of hope for ever into steadfast eyes will shine. 
Weep no more thy spirits falling, strive to see the light afar, 
Cooioge 1 onward I— see before thee Hope's celestial guiding-star. 

J. M. W. 



DAY AND NIOHT. 

D«7 and Night contended with one another for the 
preference. The fiery* brilliant, bosjr Daj spoke thus 
concerning the strife: — *'Poor, gloomy mother," aaid 
he, "What hast thoa like my sun, my heavens, my 
fields, my restless, busy life ? What thon makest die, I 
waken to feel new Hfe; what thou causest to sleep, I 
raise." "Do I not slso thank thee for thy activity ?" 
said the discreet, veiled Night. *' Must I not refresh 
what thou hast wearied? And when can I so well 
accomplish this as through thy own forgetfulness ? I go 
forth, the mother of gods and men. I take all that I 
have brought forth, with their own contentment, into my 
1^ ; soon as the border of my garment is touched, they 
forget thy delusions, and bow their heads gently down. 
Then I nourish, then I sustain the peaceful soul with 
dew from Heaven. To those eyes that, under thy fierce 
sunbeams, dared not look towards Heaven, I, the veiled 
Night, unveil a host of innumerable suns, innumerable 
images, now hopes, new stars." Day even now touched 
the border of her sable gannent, and silent and weary 
sank into her curtained lap. But she, in her starry 
mantle and her starry crown, still sat with eternal tran- 
quillity upon her brow. 



It is often extremely difficult in the mixed things of 
this world to act truly and kindly too ; but therein lies 
one of the great trials of a man — that his sincerity should 
have kindness in it, and his kindness truth. 



DIAMOND DUST. 

It is easy, and even delightful, to relate miseriea con- 
quered and sorrows that have passed away, when hope 
and comfort are left behind ; but when, - instead, despair 
stands by and refuses to depart, the recollection is appal- 
ling, nor can sympathy or kindness soothe it. 

Thb three most difficult things are — ^to keep a aecret 
— to foiget an injury — and to make good use of leisure. 

Whoevkk abolishes justice cares for no religion. 

Hb seldom lives frugally who lives by chance. 

Ha, who commands himself, commands the world too ; 
and the more authority you have over others, the more 
command you must have over yourself. 

TauB quietness of heart is got by resisting our pas- 
sions, not by obeying them. 

To an impudent accusation oppose a short and humble 
answer. 

Impatiencb deprives man of movement and impels 
him to danger. 

God created hope when listening to repentance. 

To live amidst general regard is like sitting in sunshine, 
" calm and sweet." 

Hb who giveth his thoughts to charity carries the key 
of heaven. 

Good newspapers are the only paper currency that ia 
worth more than gold or silver. 

NowBBRB — a place where no one ever has been, 
nor ever will be. 

Instruct your son well, or others will instruct him ilL 
No child goes altogether untaught. Send him to the 
school of wisdom, or he will go of himself to the riv^ 
academy, kept by the lady with the cap and bells. There 
is always teaching going on of some sort, just as in fields 
— vegetation is never idle. 

Tbbbb are more fools than knaves in the world, else 
the knaves would not have enough to live upon 

To live is a gift ; to die is a debt. 

It is a sign of wisdom to be willing to receive instruc- 
tion : the most intelligent sometimes stand in need of it. 

He who is reckless of the Future must have had a 
desperate Past. 

Thosb who have lost an infant are never, as it were, with- 
out an inftmt child. Their other children grow up to man- 
hood and womanhood, and suffer all the changes of mor^ 
tality : but this one alone is rendered an immortal child j 
for death has arrested it with his kindly harshness, and 
blessed it into an eternal image of youth and innocence. 

Ambition is like a wild horse, whichpranoes unceasingly 
until it has thrown off its rider. 

To be proud of learning is the greatest ignorance in the 
world. 

Tbkbe is in some tempers such a natural barrenness, 
that, like the sands of Anbia, they are never to be culti- 
vate! or improved ; and some will never leam anytiiia|^ 
because they understand everything too soon. 

Vex not yourself when ill spoken of. Ck>ntume1ics, 
not regarded, vanish ; but, repined at, argue either a 
puny soul or a guilty conscience. 

Passion makes those fools who otherwise are not 
so, and shows those to be fools who are so. 

Hb who will take no adrice, but be always his own 
eounsellor, is sure to have a fool often for his client. 

Rbmorsb without repentance u the poison of life. 
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A LAST VISIT TO EBENEZER ELLIOTT. 

HE year tiM hu juit gone oot hu wituMsed the 
depftrtnn of another oT our great Poets— for such, in our 
~ lion, was Ebencicr Elliott, the " Com Law Rhymer." 
Thoogh clowlf identified with « political moiement, to 
:h for a time he consecrated the service oF his Ijrre, 
he bod neierthelein the krge world-wide vision of the 
e poet, who ii of no sect nor party. Any one who 
reu\> big pocmi will nut fail to note bow closely his bodI 
knit to univertsl nature — how bis pulM beat in 
ou with her — hew deeply he read, and how truly he 
inleqneted her meanings. With ■ heart glowing for love 
lis kind, out of which indeed his poetry first sprung, 
and with a passionate lense of wrongs inflicted upon the 
suflering poor, which burst out in words of electric, 
almost tremendous power, — there was combined a tender- 
ness and purity of thought and feeling, and a love for 
- ire in all her moods, of the most refined and beautiful 
character. In his icalhing denunciations of power mis- 
I, how terrible he is ; but, ia bis eipression of beauty 
and goodness, how ineSably sweet 1 Bitter and fierce 
though his rhymes are when bis subject is "the dirt- 
kings — the t*i-gorged lords of land;" we see that all 
hit nngrf nature is disarmed when he takes himself out 
to breathe the fresh breath of tlie wide heavens, in the 
Greeu Lane, on the Open Heath, or up among the Wild 
intains. There he takes nature to his boHim — 
eails her by the sweetest of names, pours his soul out 
ore her, gives her his whole heart, and yields up to 
' hii most manly adoration. You see the beuu- 
il side of the poefs character in bis eiquinile 
poems entitled "The Wonders of iLe Lane," "Come 
and Gone," " Tlie Evcunion," "Tbo Dying Boy 
o the Sloe Blossom,"" Flowers for the Heart," "Don 
ind Rother," and even in " Win-hdl," that most 
powerful of his odes, as well as in many other of his 
at poems. The utieranoe is that of a man, but the 
heart is tender as that of s woman. These eiquisite 
le poema of Elliott, ia thmr terseness and Tividness of 
■zpreaaion, and their iweetneai and deUcacy of execu- 
tion, cannot Ail to reiaind one of the kiudred m-gi'.-i 
I power and genius of Robert Bums. 

Elliott's lib proved, what is (till a diipated point, thafr 
th» cultivation of poetic tastes is perfectly compatibli 






with focceia in trade and a 
dogma of some men, that ha who courts the muses must 
necessarily be nnfitted for the practical busioeei of life ; 
and that to auceeed in trade, a man must lite altogether 
for it, and never rise above the consideration of its little 
details. This is, ia oar opinion, a false and grovelling 
notion, and at variance with actual experience. Generally 
speaking, you will find the successful literary man — a m 
of industry, application, steadiness, and sobriety. He must 
beabard worker. He mnitapplyhimself. Hemostec 
mize time, and coin it into sterling thought, if not 
sterling money. His habits tell npon his whole chancter, 
and mould it idto consistency. If in business, he is dili- 
gent ; and bis inteltigeuce gives bim resources, which tc 
the ignorant man are denied. It may not have been ao in 
the last century, when the literary man was a rare avit, a 
world's wonder, and was feted and lionized till he became 
irretrievably spoilt; but now, when all n 
readers, and a host of men have become writers, the literary 
man is no longer a novelty— he drags quietly al 
social team,engBges in business, succeeds, and economiiea, 
just as other men do, aud generally to much better pur> 
pose than the illiterate and uneulttvated. Someofthe most 
successful men in business, at the present day, are men 
who regulariy wield the pen iu the intervals of their daily 
occupations — some for self-culture, others for pleai 
others because they hove something cheerful or ins< 
tive to utter to their fellow-men ; and shall we say that 
those men ore less nsefully employed, than if they had 
been sotting in a tap-room, cracking (Alberts over their 
wine, sleeping over a newspaper, gadding to the clubt, oi 
riddling their "friends" with the apanrow-bail of small 
censure and next-door-neigbboar icaiidal .' 

Ebeneier Elliott iras a man who profitably applied his 
Insure hours to the pursuit of literature, and while he 
succeeded in bniiness, he gained a reputation as a poet 
equal to that of the highest of his timei though probably 
he is not yet appreciated to the full extent that h* 
deserves. After a long life spent in business, — workiDg 
his way up from the position of a worldng man to that of 
an employer of labour, a capilalisi, and a merchant, be 
retired from active hfe, built a house on a little estate of 
bis own, and sat under his own " vine and fig tree " during 
the declining years of his life; cheered by the prospect 
of a large family of virtuous sons and daughters growing 
up around him in happiness and nsefalnea*. 
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We eigoyed the pleaenre of a Titlt to this gifted man, 
at his own fireside, little more then a month before his 
death. It was one of the last lorely days of antumfi, 
when the fiunt breath of summer was still lingering 
among the woods and fields, as if but too loath to depart 
from the earA she had gladdened; the blackbird was 
still piping his load mellifluous song in the hedges and 
coppicei whose foliage was tinted in purple, russet, and 
brown, with just enough of green to give that perfect 
autumnal tint, so beautifully pictorial, but so altogether 
impossible to paint in mere words. The beech-nuts were 
droppiug from the trees, and crackled under-foot, and a 
rich damp smell rose from the decaying leaves by the 
road-side. After a short walk through a lovely, undulating 
country, from the Darfield station of the North Midland 
Railway, along one of the old Roman roads, so common 
in this part of Yorkshire, and which leads into the famous 
Watling Street, near the town of Pontofract, — «e reached 
the village of Old Houghton, at the south end of which 
stands the curious Old Hall — one of the most interesting 
remains of middle age antiquity in this part of the 
country. Its fantastic gable-end, prpjecting windows, 
quaint door- way, diamond "quarrels," and its great size 
looming up in the twilight, with the well-known repute 
which the house bears of being "haunted," made us 
regard it with a strange awe-like feeling ; it seemed like 
a thing not of this every-day world ; indeed, the plaoe 
breathes the Tery atmosphere of the olden time, and a 
host of associations connected with a most interesting 
period of old English history are called up by its appear- 
ance. It reminds one strongly of the fantastic old Tabard, 
in Dickens' " Bamaby Rudge " (we think it is) ; and this 
identification Is further confirmed, by the fisct of this Old 
Hall being now converted into a modern public*house, 
the inscription of "licensed to be druuk on the 
premises," &c., being legibly written on a sigu-board 
over the fantastic old porch. "To what base uses," 
alaal do our old country houses come at last 1 Being 
open to the public, we entered ; and there we found a 
lot of the Tillage labourerst ploughmen, and delvers, 
engaged, in a boxed-off corner of the Old Squiro's Hall, 
dnnkioff their Saturday-nigbt*s quota of beer, amidst a 
dead of tobacco smoke ; while the mbtress of the plaoe, 
seated at the tap in another comer of the apartment, was 
dealing out her potations to all comers and purchasers. 
A huge blaok deer's head and antlers projected from the 
wall, neat the doo^, evidently part of the antique fur- 
niture of the place ; and we had a glimpse of a fine broad 
stone staircase, winding up in one of the deep bays of the 
hall, leading to the state apartments above stairs. 
Though strongly tempted to seek a night's lodging in this 
haunted house, as well as to explore the mysteries of the 
interior, we resisted the desire, and set forward on our 
journey to the more inviting house of the poet. 

We reached Hargato Hill, the house and home of 
Bbenezer Elliott, in the dusk of the autumn evening. 
There was just light enough to enable us to perceive 
thai it was situated on a pleasant height, near the hill- 
top, commanding an extensive prospect of the undulating 
and finely-wooded country towards the south i on the 
north, stretohed away an extensive tract of moorland, 
covered with gorse bushes. A nicely-kept flower 
garden and grass plot lay before the door, with some of 
the last of the year's roses still in bloom. We had a 
cordial welcome from the poet, l^ wife, and two interest- 
ing daughters — the other members of his large family 
bemg settled in life for themselves — two sons, clergymen, 
in the West Indies ; two in Sheffield, and others else- 
where. Elliott looked the wan invalid that he was, pale 
and thin ; and his hair was nearly white. Age had 
deeply marked his features since last we saw him; and, 
instead of the iron-framed, firm-voiced man, we had seen 
and heard in Palace Yard, London, some eleven years 
before^ and in his own town of Sheffield at more recent 



dates, he now seemed a comparatively weak and feeble 
old man. An anxious expression of face indicated that 
he had recently suffered much acute pain,— which indeed 
was the case. After he had got rid of that subject, and 
begun to converse about more general topics, his coun- 
tenance brightened up, and, under the stimulus of de- 
lightful converse, he became, as it were, a new man. 
With all his physical weakness, we found that his heart 
beat as warm and true as ever to the cause of human 
kind. The old battle-struggles of his life were passed in 
review, and were fought over again ; and he displayed the 
same zeal, and entertained the same strong faith in the old 
cause which he had rhymed about, and Colonel Thomp- 
son had written about, long before it seized hold of the 
public mind. He mentioned, what I had not before 
known, that the Sheffield Anti-Corn Law Association was 
the first to start the system of operations, which was after- 
wards adopted by the League, and that they first employed 
Paulton as a public lecturer ; but to Cobden he gave the 
praise of having popularized the cause, knocked it into 
the public head by dint of sheer hard work and strong 
practical sense, and to Cobden he still looked as the 
great leader of the day — one of the most advanced and 
influential minds of his time. The patriotic struggle in 
Hungary had enlisted his warmest sympathies; and he 
spoke of Kossuth as " cast in the mould of the greatest 
heroes of antiquity." Of the Russian Emperor, he spoke 
as " that tremendous villain, Nicholas," and he.beUeved 
him to be so infatuated by his success in Hungary, that 
he would not know where to stop, but would rush 
blindly to his ruin. 

The conversation was led towards his occupations in 
this remote country spot — whither he had retreated from 
the busy throng of men, and the engrossing pursuits and 
anxieties of busiuess. Here he said, he had given himself 
up to meditation and thought ; nor had he been idle with 
his pen either, having a volume of prose and poetry 
nearly rendy for publication. Strange to say, he spoke 
of his pr(>se as the better part of his writings, and, as he 
himself thought, much superior to his poetry. But he 
will not have been the first instance of a great writer 
who has been in error as to the comparative valoe of bia 
own works. On that question the world, and especially 
posterity, will pronounce the true verdict. 

He spoke with great interest of the beautiful scenery 
of the neighbourhood, which had been a source to him 
of immense joy and delight; of the two great old oaks, 
near tiie old Roman road, about a mile to the north, 
under the shade of which the Wapontake formerly 
assembled, and in the hollow of one of which, in more 
recent times, Nevison the highwayman used to tako 
shelter, but it was burnt down in spite, after his execu- 
tion, by a band of gipsies ; of the glorious wooded country 
which stretohed to the south — Wentworth, WhamcUfle, 
Conisborough, and the fine sceoery of the Deasne and 
the Don ; of the many traditions which still lingeMd 
about the neighbourhood, and which, he said, some 
Walter Scott, could he gatiier them up before they died 
away, would make glow again with life and beauty. 

" Did you see," he observed, " that curious Old Hall 
on your way up ? The terrible despot Wentworth, Lord 
Strafford, married his third wife i^om that very hous*, 
and afterwards lived in it for some time; and no wondar 
it is rumoured among the country folks as ' haunted ;' for 
if it be true that unquiet, perturbed spirits have power to 
wander over the earth, after the body to which they had 
been bound is dead. Ait oould never endure the peaceful 
rest of the gn^o* After Wentworth's death it became ihm 
property of Sir William Rhodes, a stout Preshyteriaa 
and Parliamenterian. When the great dvil war broke 
out, Rhodes took the field with his tenantry, on the side 
of the Parliament, and the first encounter between the 
two parties is said to have taken place only a few miles 
to the north of Old Houghton. While Rhodes was at 
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Tadcaster with Sir ThomM Fairfaz, Captain Groy (an 
anoottor of the pratcnt Earl Grey) at the head of a body of 
about 300 Royalist hone^ attacked thaOld Hall, and there 
being only tome thirty lenrants left to defend it, took 
the place and set fire to itj destrojring all that would 
burn. Bat Cromwell rode down the ea¥aliers with his 
ploughmen at Marston Moor, not very far irom here 
either, and then Rhodes built the little chapel that yon 
woi|ld see still standing apart at the weal end of the 
Hall, and establiahed a godly Presbyterian divine to mi- 
nister there ; forming a road from thence to Driffield, 
about three miles off, to enable the inhabitants of that 
place to reach it by a short and eonvenient route. I 
forget how it happened (he oontinaed), I believe it was 
by marriage~bnt so it was, that the estate fell into the 
possession, in these latter days, of Monckton Milnes, the 
poet's father, to whom it now belongs. But as Monk 
Frystone was preferred as $ femily residence, and was in 
a more thriving neighbourhood, the chief part of the land 
about was sold to other proprietors, and only some three 
holdings were retained, in virtue of which Mr. Milnes 
continues lord of the manor, and is entitled to his third 
share of the moor or waste lands in the neighbourhood, 
which may be reclaimed under Bnclosure Acts. But the 
Old Hall has been dismantled, and aU the fine old fur- 
niture, and tapestry, and paintings, have been removed 
down to the new house at Monk Frystonf ." 

And then the conversation turned upon Monckton 
Milnes, his fine poetry, and his beautifiil " Life of 
Keats,"-r-on Keats, of whom Elliott spoke in terms of 
glowing eulogy as that great " recurrectionised Qreek," 
•—on Southey, who hud so kindly proffered bis services 
in advancing the Interests of his two sons, tho clergymen 
in the West Indies, and whose livings he secured for 
them,--ron Carlyl^ whom he admired at one of the 
greatest of living poets, though writing not in rfaymot — 
on the Howitts, and their glorious country books, — on 
LongCsUow, whose " Evangeline " he longed to read,-r 
and on many other gifted minds. And thus the evening 
stole on with delightful converse in the heart of ^at quiet, 
happy fiunily, the listeners recking not that the lips of 
the eloquent speaker would soon 1m moist with the dews 
of deaA. Shortly after the date of this visit, we sent the 
poet a copy of '' Bvangeline," of which he observed, in a 
hitter written after • delighted perusal of it — "Long- 
fellow is indeed a poet, and he hae done what I deemed 
ai» impo6sibility--he has written Baglish hexameters, 
giving Qur mighty lyre a new string I When Tennyson 
dies, he should read '^Evangeline" to Homer." Poor 
Elliott I That task, if a possible one, be now his I 

We eannot better conclude this brief sketch than by 
giving the last lines which Elliots wrote, while autumn was 
yet lingering round his dwelling, and the appearance of 
the robin red-breast near the door augured the rapid 
approach of winter. They were written at the request of 
the poet's daughter (who was nutrried only about a fort- 
night before his death), to the air of '"Tis time this 
hMTt should be unmoved " t — 

** Tfaf notts, fveet Robin, toft m dcv. 
Heard lOon or late, are dear to me i 
To music I could bid adteo, 
But not to thee. 

" When from my eye^ this lift-fall throng 
Ha» past away, no more to be ; 
Then, Autumn's primrose, Robin'* lonf, 
Return to me." 



THE WALK TO THE POST. 

It was a bright October morning, and the sun shone, with 
all the fervour of August, into a certain lattice window, 
in a large, rambling, old farm-house, in a sequestered 
v&lley, somewhere in England; I am not going to say 
exactly where, because that is not at all necessary to my 



story. This window had one half of its lattice open, so 
that a south-wind, as well as the sun-beams, came pour- 
ing into the room in a brisk, invigorating style. This 
window belonged to the bed-room of two young women ; 
they were not young ladiee s moreover they had no pre- 
tension to be ladies, but they were none the worse young 
women for that; for they were gentle enough* and 
sensible enough, and well educated enough, and good 
and pretty enough» to adorn their station in life. They 
were the joint-mistresses of their f&ther^s honse, and 
the joint-sovereigns of his kindly heart. Their Cither 
was Mr. Msrtin, of Dean Farm, who had remained a 
widower for the sake of his two girls— Fanny and Rose. 
Fanny was about twenty-three* and Bose was exactly 
twen^-one, on this very same bright October mom- 
ning, of which I write. If it should be any satis^- 
tion to my readers to know the fsct, I have no objection 
to tell them that it was the tenth of October, 1849. flo 
that if any of them should chance to meet Rose in 
society, they will know her age as well as if she were 
a peer^s daughter, and it were published in all ^ 
" Peerages and Baronetages " in England. 

The sun and the wind came into the bed-room together ; 
and together they played with the long hair, which its 
owner, Fanny Martin, was combing listlessly, while die 
stood close to the window. Now, it was ten o'clock in 
the day ; and Fanny had been up and dressed four hours ; 
and during those hours had gone through a deal of plea- 
surable business. She had fed the poultry, and taken 
the eggs, she had watered her flower beds, and prepared 
the breakfast ; which breakfast she had afterwards eaten, 
in company with her father and Rose. Rose was kissed 
and complimented by both father and sister, and highly 
delighted was Miss Rose when she received her nsuei 
birthday presents. Upon attsining her majority, aa Mr. 
Martin said, bis little Rose had become e woman, and 
would learn the value of time, and therefore had he given 
her the prettiest gold watch ever seen in the parish i 
unless, indeed, the lady of the manor had one as pretty, 
which Rose could not believe. Fanny's present to Ross^ 
on this oecasion, was ths produce of a yeei^s savbigs ui 
personal luxuries, (especially in female finery,) and con- 
sisted of a good guitar* 

Do not stare more than you can hdp, dear reader, 
and I will endeavour to do away with the disgust whidi 
may have crept into yonr mind, at the idea of a fiirmer's 
daughter, who does not set up for a lady, and who makes 
bread, butter, and cheese, presuming to give her sister, 
whose employments are similar to her own, a guitar. 

Three years before the time of which I speak, Mr. 
Martin had been persuaded to take a young man into his 
honse to learn farming. William Eyre was a strange 
sort of person, the girls thought ; and all through the 
spring and summer of his first year's residence, they 
thought nothing else about him ; for they never saw him, 
except at meal times, and at church on Sundays. Yes,— 
they thought two other things about him ; one was, that 
he was not at all good-looking ; and the other was, that 
he must be very fond of music. He sang very well at 
ohurchi and they often heard him playiiig on the flute or 
guitar in his own room, and sometimes on the violin. 
He had also several portfolios filled with music in his 
room. Now, it happened that the Martins had all a 
natural taste for music s and, although Fanny and Rose 
had never learned to play on any instrument, they had 
full, sweet voices, and correct ears; and used to sing 
old-fashioned songs and ballads to their father during the 
winter evenings. After six months residence in the 
house* Mr. Eyre's strangeness and shyness to the two 
girls began to wear off, and supported by the pre- 
sence and encouragement of Mr. Martin, he one evening 
brought down the cherished musical instruments, and his 
portfolio, to the girls' parlour ; and they never went up- 
stain any more. William Eyre, the shyest of shy young 
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men, took his place as naturally, of an evening, in that little 
parlour, as if he were a son of the house. How they all 
enjoyed those winter evenings! Music was the bond 
that united them all. William was the principal per- 
former, but they all took a part, under his instruction. 
He had been tolerably well taught in London. Old 
Martin was highly delighted to find that he, himself, as 
well as his daughters could sing, and he would roll out a 
bass under William Eyre's direction with great effect. It 
was his opinion, that everybody ought to be taught 
music when young, — ^the poor especially. " Why, Sir," 
said he to the clergyman once, when speaking on this 
subject, — " if all the labouring people in England knew 
how to make music in their cottages, it would be a great 
saving of rows in the public-house. And, p^haps, we 
might want fewer gaols, in consequence; for, a man that 
takes part in a glee in his own family, and can blow the 
flute tadily, is not very likely to go out to cut a throat or 
pick a pocket." With a view, therefore, of improving 
the moral character, and increasing the social happiness 
of his household, he encouraged the cultivation of music 
during the long winter afternoons and evenings, when 
there is absolutely nothing for a farmer to do, out of 
doors. Old Mr. Martin had forgotten the philosophical 
and poetical fact, that " Music is the food of Love," if he 
ever knew it. Therefore, he had no suspicion that both 
his daughters might be taking in this food. Had he 
entertained such a thought, he might have been induced 
to put au end to the supply of such food, for he would 
have argued sensibly enough; in this case, that "what 
was one girl's meat, might be another girl's poison." 

One evening Fanny was sitting alone by the fire-light 
in the parlour, in rather a melancholy mood. Fortu- 
nately fbr her, she was too busy all day long to be able 
to encourage sentimental dejection, and never had any 
time to be regularly miserable, except between the lights, 
while waiting for her father to finish his pipe in the 
kitchen chimney-comer, and come in to tea. On the 
evening in question, Fanny was really miserable ; and 
apparently she had cause to feel so. When William 
Eyre first joined their family circle in the way becoming 
an inmate of the house, Fanny, as the elder sister, had 
done everything in her power to make him feel at home. 
Under the influence of her kind voice and smile, Mr. 
Eyre, the gloomy fellow, had brightened up wonderfully. 
Fanny soon found out that he had fine eyes and a beau- 
tiful mouth, and soon after. Rose acknowledged that he 
was not 90 very plain. As to his being shy and gloomy, 
it came to be quite a joke with the girls that they ever 
thought him so ; and Rose declared that he was quite as 
bad as a brother, with his tricks and practical jokes. On 
this particular evening, Fanny shed a few tears in the 
dark ; the teara followed a train of thought like this — 
*' He certainly did seem to like me the best at first ! — 
— and I — Ah ! It was very foolish of me — but I could 
not help it. He was so superior to any one else we 
know, — and, besides, — he did seem fond of me, and why 
am I so selfish ? W^hy am I not glad that he likes 
Rose ? for ne certainly does like her the best now ; and 
takes every opportunity of avoiding me. It is just as if 
he saw that I liked him, and wished me to understand 
that he prefers Rose. I'm sure he need not take that 
trouble, I shall not annoy him with my affection — he 
shall see no signs of it any more. I'm not going to 
break my heart about him, or any man !" And here- 
upon, the tears began to flow. They flowed all the more 
when she recalled the miaut« circumstances of the last 
few days, which had led her to believe that William Eyre 
was in love with Rose. How he had pointedly avoided 
herself, and how he had taken Rose out for a walk over 
to the post, at the village of Burton, two miles off every 
day for the last week. They were just coming home 
from the post now. She could bear Rose's laugh and 
Mr. Eyro's stamping off the snow in the porch. They 



would be in directly and they must not see that she had 
been crying. So Fanny jumped up and opened the lat- 
tice, and felt revived by the frosty -air, and the sight of 
the bright glittering stars. She staid there some minate^ 
and, before she closed the lattice, she had prayed for help 
in this — the first trial she had known since her mother's 
death. She took her seat before the fire again, in a 
better frame of mind. " How selfish it is of me," she 
thought, " to think only of myself and not of dear Rose. 
Poor little Rose I She is much prettier than I am, and 
much better too, though she may not be quite so usefbl 
in the house. I wonder whether she loves him ? If he 
loves her she must. It would not be possible to reabt 
him." She went on determining to sacrifice her own 
feelings for the good of othera ; and this, not with the 
idea that she was doing anything heroic, but with the 
clear knowledge that she was doing no more than her 
duty. And such self-sacrifice, such self-forgetfulness is 
nothing more than the true foundation of Christian con- 
duct, without which we should all become slaves of our 
evil passions, pests to society, and burdens to ourselves. 
Fanny Martin, unlearned as she was, knew how to sup- 
port herself by those precious words in season, frtmi 
Holy Writ, which were of more efficacy to her diseased 
spirit than volumes of philosophical reasoning: — "Do 
unto othen as thou wouldst have them do to thee." 
— "Charity envieth not." — "Charity seeketh not her 
own." — " Rejoice with those that do rejoice." — " Come 
unto me all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I 
will give you rest." As this last, loving invitation to the 
wounded spirit came into her mind, the door opened, and 
William Eyre entered the room. Deceived by the fiunt 
light of the fire, he mistook Fanny for Rose, and running 
up to her he said, " Well 1 Rose, dear, do you think I 
may speak to-morrow?" Fanny had so fortified her 
mind, that she said without the least bitterness, " you 
are mistaken, Mr. Eyre, it is I, not Rose." The young 
man answa>ed precipitately, " Oh ! I beg your pardon. 
Miss Fanny," and soon left the room. There could be 
no doubts, now, in Fanny's mind ; and if any yet lin- 
gered, they would have been removed by the sight of 
Rose's bright smiles when she came down to tea, and 
the evident understanding between her and Mr. Byre. 

After tea, they had music as usual ; and Mr. Martin 
happened to say, " If s a pity you girls can't play an 
accompaniment on that simple looking thing," pointing 
to the guitar. Upon this, William Eyre said it would 
be a pleasure to him to teach them. " Then," said the 
old man, " yon may begin that pleasure to-night. Sup- 
pose you give one of them a lesson," and he looked 
towards Fanny. William Eyre, however, never looked at 
Fanny at all, but, seizing the guitar, sat himself down 
beside Rose and spoke witJb great animation. 

" Now, then. Miss Rose attend to me only half as 
much as you attend to the frilling of that pelerine, and 
we shall do something in the way of an accompaniment 
before long." 

Thus William Eyre began to teach Rose Martin to 
play on the guitar, and, somehow or other, as he never 
seemed anxious to teach Fanny, Fanny expressed no wish 
to leam. At the end of that winter. Rose could play 
au accompaniment to her own, or her sister's singing, 
very fairly. To Fanny's astonishment. Rose said nothing 
to her about proposals from Mr. Eyre, and sometimes 
she doubted whether there was anything more than 
friendship between them. Fanny believed she had quit* 
overcome her own fancy for him, and that she looked 
upon him as a brother, till the time came for him to go 
away, then she knew it was not so. The two yean ho 
had intended to remain at Dean Farm were very nearly 
expired, when he received news of the sudden illness of 
his mother, and he left them immediately. He parted 
from the whole family, as if he belonged to them, and 
they all showed real sympadiy in his grief. Fanny, in- 
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deed, was obliged to ran away to hide her tears in the 
garden, and as she was going along one of the walks, 
with her handkerchief up to her eyes, she ran against 
some one — ^it was William Eyre himself. 

" Fanny I" 

*' Never mind me, Mr. Eyre. I shall be better pre- 
sently." 

" Never mind you, Fanny ! — It is easy to aay that ; — 
but it is useless, for I cannot help minding yon, — even 
now," and the young man's face became much agitated. 
" I have always feared to offend you ; and now at this 
bitter parting, I feel as if I mutt speak. — I thought Rose 
might have told you all." 

" No I Rose has told me nothing. But why should 
yon fear to offend me ? You know, Mr. Eyre, that I 
have a great regard for you," and her lip quivered for a 
moment. "To tell the truth, I have suspected this 
matter ever since you and Rose used to walk to the post 
so often last winter," and she tried to smile. 

" Dear Fanny ! Is it possible ?" and he drew closer to 
her, and took her hand — " Why have you behaved to 
me in such a cold, distant manner all this time, if you 
did not wish me to understand that you did not approve 
of ray love ?" 

" I — I^Oh ! I do approve of it — my father will ap- 
prove of it — and pray understand that /, most of all, ap- 
prove of it, now ; and with my whole heart, dear Mr. 
Eyre," and Fanny pressed the hand which held hers, and 
looked with animation and earnestness into his face. 

Instead of receiving this assurance with a brotherly 
gratitude, William Eyre folded her in his arms, kissed her 
tenderly, and murmured — " May God bless yon ! I did 
not expect such happiness. You angel, Fanny I My 
Fanny !" 

At this moment, Mr. Martin's voice was heard calling 
" William Eyre," within a few yards, — and the enrap- 
tured lover darted off, without trusting himself to take 
another look at Fanny. She remained trembling, blush- 
ing, and in a state of mind not easy to describe. " What 
can this mean ?" she thought. " He tells me that he 
loves Rose, he wishes me to approve of their love, and 
then he — how could he dare to do this ? — Was there 
anything over free or bold in my manner to him ? He 
seemed just now as if he loved me. Surely that could 
not be mere brotherly affection. I cannot have mistaken 
that. Oh 1 this is very, very painful. I cannot think 
he could be so heartless and light-minded as to treat 
any woman insultingly — much less the sister of Rose." 
At this moment she heard the wheels of the gig» which 
was carrying this puzzle of a man away from the house. 
Poor Fanny ! Now, she knew full surely that she loved 
him ; — that fatal kiss had awakened the dormant passion. 
The sound of the wheels was echoed in her heart like a 
knell. He was gone ! He was gone 1 Slowly she paced 
the garden-walk; — with a crimson brow and trembling 
limbs. Why had he done this ? To her, too, Rose's 
aster ? — But perhaps she might have allowed this hidden 
love of hers to become vbible, when she expressed so 
eagerly her regard for him as her sbter's lover ? And 
poor Fanny's self-reproach became almost unendurable. 
At this moment Rose came up to her; — her usual lively 
manner much subdued, and her eyes red with weeping. 
This recalled Fanny to a sense of duty. " Poor little 
Hose ! He love$ her, at least ; — however lightly he may 
treat me ! She must want comfort. Well, I will try to 
make her happy, at all events." And Fanny controlled 
herself and comforted Rose. The two girls, however, 
never spoke of their feeling towards William Eyre, except 
in a general way. Rose always felt Fanny's superioriiy, 
and did not like to intrude on her confidence ; and, poor 
Fanny tpos always glad to avoid the mention of his name, 
and never inquired, as formerly, "Who is that letter 
from. Rose?" when her sister received one, lest the 
answer should be, " from William Eyre. 
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Another year had passed, and Fanny had heard no 
tidings of her strange double-faced lover. Rose seemed 
well and happy; — so she must be contented. For a few 
weeks before her birth-day. Rose had been seized with a 
fancy for walking to the post every day, instead of sending 
one of the farm-boys, as usual. If ever Fanny proposed 
to accompany her. Rose always contrived that something 
should keep Fanny at home. Fanny was a very quick 
observer, especially where her sister was concerned, and 
she ceased to offer her company in these morning walks to 
the post. 

It was about eleven o'clock on Rose's birth-day, and 
Fanny felt more than usually sad. She could not account 
for the oppression of mind, or for the headache which 
had attacked her. Perhaps it was the sound of Rose's 
new guitar. That instrument had not been heard in the 
house since William Eyre had left it. The sweet chord 
seemed to cause very painful vibrations on Fanny's heart- 
strings. It was as if she had given Rose an instrument 
of torture to be exercised on the unfortunate giver. And 
so Fanny went up-stairs to their bed-rooin to escape it. 
Her head ached, as I said before, and she opened the 
window, and did what William Eyre had once informed 
them both was a very good thing for curing a nervous 
headache — she let down her long hair, and combed it 
through, while the breeze played among the tresses. Pre- 
sently she leaned her head against the window-frame, 
and fell into a dreamy recollection of her strange parting 
with William Eyre in the garden, a year before ; and she 
was making up her mind to speak to Rose on the subject, 
and end her state of uncertainty on one point of it, at 
least, when she saw Rose running down the pathway to 
the front gate to meet a boy who held a letter in his 
hand. Rose took the letter and ran with it into the 
house. Now, no one could have persuaded Fanny that 
the letter in question was not from William Eyre. She 
felt sure that it was ; and, as she mused over its probable 
contents, she was indeed most unhappy. She was still 
leaning against the window, with streaming hair and 
down-cast eyes, when she felt Rose's hand on her 
shoulder, and heard her affectionate inquiry, "What is 
the matter, dear Fan ? What are you in this deplorable 
guise for ?" 

" I am trying to get rid of a headache," said Fanny, 
rousing herself. 

" Ah ! Mr. Eyre used to say that combing the hair 
was a good thing for a headache. You were thinking of 
him, I see." 

" Hpse ! It is a common mistake to fancy that other 
people are thinking of what occupies our own minds." 

"Oh I Oh!" laughed Rose. "Well! now. Fan, 
you promised me to do whatever I asked you on my 
birth-day, and I want you to take my prescription for 
your headache. I'm sure I can cure it." 

Fanny kissed Rose affectionately ; but thought within 
herself there is no cure for such headaches, but time and 
submission of spirit. 

"Well! Fan, will you do so?" 

" Yes. What is it I am to do ? To lie down and try 
to sleep ? " 

" Nothing of the sort. I want you to walk to the 
post." 

" Walk to the post ! Wliy, I saw a boy bring a letter 
just this moment. What should I walk to the post 
for ? " 

"To cure your headache; and because I wish it, and 
it is my birth-day." 

" Will you go with me. Rose ? " 

" No I No ! You must go alone, or I won't answer 
for the cure," answered Ro«e, smiling so significantly, 
that Fanny began to imagine there was more in this 
proposal of going to the post than met the ear. 

" What do yon mean. Rose ? " 

" I mean what I say. That you are to walk to the 



post at Bniton, and ask if tbera are any letters for as ; 
and if there should be one for yos, remember yoa have 
mj permission to open it as you come home." And 
Rose looked so radiantly happy now« that Fanny began 
to fancy tilings which made her heart dance with hope. 

" Will there be a letter for me, Rose, do jon think ? " 

"Think? I know there will. Tmst me, darling 
Fan 1 it is a letter that wUl not only take away your 
headache, hot your long, silent, heart*aohe, too." And 
Rose embraced her sister, and they remained in each 
other's arms for some minutes. At length Rose took out 
her new watch, and said playfully, " I know the value of 
time now. It is just twelve o'clock. Make haste and 
put on your bonnet. No I Not that old thing. Put on 
your pretty new one, and the white shawl ; it is my birth- 
day, you know j and you must look as beautiful aa you 
can." 

"There now, you will do. Give me one more kiss,'' 
added Rose, at the garden gate; " and mind you do not 
keep dinner waiting." 

" Keep dinner waiting ! Why, it does not take more 
than half-an-hour to go to the post," said Fanny, as she 
walked away. 

" No. But, it will take a great deal more than half- 
aa-hour for you to come back from' the post to-day." 

" What can she mean ? " thought Fanny, as she began 
to mount the hill which rose between Dean Farm and 
the rest of the world. 

" She surely must know that there is a letter from him 
to me, — a letter that will explain alL Well — ^this letter 
oomes like most other good things, a little too late. Six 
months ago I might have cared for it, now I feel as if I 
had no wish to see it." Thus thought Fanny Martin at 
three-and-twenty. She had yet to learn that happiness 
never comes too late, to the good. By the time she 
leached the top of the hill she felt better, and paused to 
look round on the quiet valley, in which lay her com- 
fortable home. How picturesque it looked from this point, 
with its ivy-covered walls, and various fitthioned chimnies. 
There was the little old church almost hidden by ivy and 
surrounding trees, standing so close to the house, that, 
from that directibn it looked like a part of it. These 
buildings, with the out>houses of the farm, stood on arising 
ground in a broad wind-swept valley. There was an old 
windmill on the hill where Fanny stood, and this hill 
was consequently called the Windmill HilL It was of a 
very beandful shape, and spread away on all sides, with 
graceful irregularity. Two very fine prospects were to be 
seen from the summit. First, and dearest to me, was the 
sequestered. Dean Form valley, which Fanny was leaving i 
second, was the widely extended, ri<;hly cultivated plain, 
in which stood Burton, and Merton, and Darley, and 
other villages of considerable size, with the broad river 
flowing away in the distance, and the dim blue line of 
hills in the opposite county. Fanny always paused on 
the top of the hill to admire the two prospects. There 
were a few trees growing there, under which, with its 
back sheltered by some underwood, Mr. Martin had 
erected a convenient seat. Fanny sat down to take 
breath, and to take counsel with herself — and while she 
did so, her eye wandered with delight over the fine sweep 
of the Merton Woods, and she began to count the sails 
on the river. The air was so clear, she could see the 
villages on the other side of the river. There was some- 
thing very exhilarating in this prospect, as there was 
something singularly soothing and calm in the other. 
Fanny felt better for having seen both ; and her head did 
not ache so much as she got up, and began to walk 
rapidly down the path which led to the viila^ of Burton. 

She never once looked back, or she would have seen a 
young man in deep mourning come out from the little 
copse, and throw himself on the seat which she had just 
occupied. He pressed his lips on the rough wood where 
he had seen her hand rest, and followed her with his eyes 
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as she descended the hill and crossed a stile into a large 
meadow, which she passed through slowly. Then she 
entered a small wood, and she was no more to be seen 
until she became visible like a white spot, just at the en- 
trance to the village of Burton. It was not long before 
she re-appeared at that same point. On, on, she came ; 
and as she approached it was evident to the eager watcher 
on the hill that she was coming very fisst. Nay I she 
waa almost running up the hill. 

Again the young man disappeared, and in a few mora 
minutes Fanny threw herself on the seat, panting, 
trembling, flushed, and with a strange, excited look. 
She took a letter from her bosom, and gazed at the 
superscription, till it seemed to the observer behind her, 
that she never intended to open it at alL 

At length she broke the seal, and read as fol- 
lows : — 

" Dearest Fanny. — How I have longed to see or write to 
you all this long, long time ! Until now I have not been 
able. Since we met, 1 have lost my mother and my father 
both. . . • What I have suffered it would be useless 
to attempt to describe. They loved me fondly ; and I 
have often thwarted thefr will; and now, I can never 
look back to the past without self-reproach. Thank 
God I I was with them both in their last hours ; tud was 
blessed by them, as if I had always been what I ought 
to them. In obedience to my father's dying request, I 
have not sought any woman in marriage until my twenty- 
fifth birth-day. This day, the 10th October, is my 
twenty-fifth birth-day, as it is Rose's twenty-first And 
this day I come again to Dean, to see you Fanny — to ask 
yon, whether it was all a mistake of mine) that sad day 
when we parted in the garden ? I could not understand 
well what you said, — indeed, I scarcely heard it ; but I 
hoped, I fancied, that you lo9ed me ; and yet, when I 
tore myself away, there was an expression of pain, and 
anger, and surprise, in your sweet face } it was as if my 
love offended you. Thiat expression haunted me night 
and day, — long after. I feared that I had been pre- 
sumptuous, and that Rose was mistaken when she told 
me she thought you loved me. Some weeks since this 
love of mine, which the death of my fisther and mother, 
and much business for my younger brothers and sisters* 
attendant on these sad events, had kept smothered up 
within me— this love began again to work powerfully 
within roe. I wrote to "ELowe, (my promise to ray father 
prevented my writing to you,J I asked for news from 
Dean. She wrote kindly in reply, and said a few words 
about you, which gave me hope. We exchanged several 
letters on the subject nearest my heart, and I thought I 
could now understand the expression of countenance 
which made me so unhappy. I longed to exculpat* 
myself on the very earliest occasion. I write this now 
at the inn, at Burton* Rose has promised me that she 
will contrive to send you to the post alone this morning. 
Yon will stop under the trees on the Windmill Hill, I am 
sure, to rest, and read this letter } and I shall meet yo« 
there j and tell you, dearest Fanny, how devotedly I am 
yours." 

She looked up, and William Syre stood before bar. 
What they did or said— how they managed to explain 
away all mysteries of conduct on either side, I am not 
very well able to say, any more than they could give as 
account of it afterwards. One thing is certain | in spite 
of Fanny *s confidence that it took only half-an-hour to 
walk to the post, it took, at least, four times that period 
to get back from it, that tenth df October. When Fanny 
entered the house, aecompanied by Mr. Eyro, she expected 
that dinner would be over, for her father never welted 
dinner for any one. To her astonishment he was waiting 
dinner for her— and he was in a very good temper. Ha 
seemed perfectly aware that Mr. Eyre was coming back 
with Fanny, and avoided teasing her with troublesome 
questions. 
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'< This is all jom doings Rose," said Tnsmy, as she took 
off her bonnet and shawl. " Ciod bless Toa, darling." 

" What for ? For waiting dinner, and keeping fother 
in a good temper ? Well 1 I hope you have lost head- 
ache, and heart-ache too, by yotir walk to the post." 
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EDUCATION. 

WfiAt is edncation ? In the nineteenth oenttuy, with 
aH th6 practical sciences cnltirated nearly to their extent, 
with ail the arts producing aAd working martels, which 
custom makes us regard as the commonest of every-day 
realities — with manufactures capable of almost indeifinite 
extension — with commerce, like an accumulating giant, 
drawing wealth from every zone of the earth — with a 
complex and intricate system of society in full operation 
around us, it is strange such a question as stands at the 
head of this article could be asked without raising a shout 
of ridicule at the expense of the questioner. It is as 
strange as though a man created a forest or a garden, and 
then asked ** What is vegetation ? " Yet, the inquiry as 
to what education really is, is now forcing itself upon the 
minds of all the tboughtful and considerate, who see that, 
hitherto, we have had a sort of random hap-Kazard chaos 
of teaching, instead of a system of culture — and the train- 
ing schools for teachers seem to be a tardy recognition of 
the truth, that the masters themselves want to be edu- 
cated nearly as much as the pupils. The question is not 
so much whether people shall be educated, as how they 
shall be educated. We cannot help education of some 
kind or another going on, we can only control its quality. 
Men, from the cradle to the grave, in all the stages of 
their being, are involuntarily educated by the sights, 
iounds, and circumstances by which they are surrounded 
and influenced. They live in an atmosphere of mentality 
as well as of materiality. Their minds, as well as their 
bodies, are shaped and moulded by the physical condi- 
tions in which they exist, and by the ideas of the world 
c^ thought in which they move. Mountains, lakes, 
rivers, seas, plains, and forests, all form the character 
and tone of the minds of those with whose every-day 
thoughts and life they are associated, and the universal 
presence, wherever man lives, of all the elements of 
nature, and their action upon him, may have a share in 
the production of that ground work of uniformity of idea 
and sentiment which runs through all, and forms, as it 
were, the common basis upon which all human varieties 
are founded. Nay, if a being could be taken from the 
mother's breast, immured in the darkness of a solitary 
dungeon, and bred up, deprived of the exercise of its 
senses, it is a question whether or not the mind, rising 
up from its inmost springs, would not concentrate itself 
upon the gloom of its prison house, and derive, even 
there, the means of education best fitted for the state in 
which it existed. Education is as universal as the sun- 
light, and as various in its degrees. It often scorches and 
consumes the intellect upon which its powers are concen- 
trated, even as the burning rays wither the herbage of 
the tropica ; more often it falls so obliquely that, in these 
arctic regions of mind, only stunted lichens furnish a 
teanty covering to the earth. Education is merely the 
development of mind, and each mind is developed ac- 
cording to the condition in which it is placed. 

Walk out some bright sunny morning, and look your 
ftllow men frill in the face ; scrutinize their gaits, gestures, 
#ords, and actions ; glean something of their lives ; and, 
in aU, you will find abundant traces of the education 
which they have undergone. Suppose ourselves there, 
and looking about us, taking note of the facts which 
court our observation. Mark well that sturdy man in a 
Saxon frock, with heavy boots, hard hands, brown skin, 
and a turnpike-ticket stuck in the string which serves 



him for a hat-band. He is an agricnltural labourer, who 
has brought to market a load of farm produce, and is 
waiting, to rest his tired horses befbre he commences his 
homeward journey. He does not know a letter of the 
alphabet ; books are to him an unknown world ; he ha§ 
no compass by which to navigate the sea of intellect to 
the shore of knowledge. His listless look, his open mouth 
and wondering eyes — his heavy. Slow, unenergetlc move- 
ments proclaim him a boorish, uncultivated, uneducated, 
man. So you would say ; but is it so ? In good, sober, 
truth, it is not. He lias had an education as severe and 
untiring, though different in its kind, as the acute-looking 
lawyer, who, with his blue bag full of papers, has just 
passed on his way to one of the courts 6f law, — or the 
grave-looking surgeon, whose Carriage has just stopped 
at the door of yonder sick house, tf he had received 
their training, his brain might have untied the tangled 
knots of a law case, or his delicate touch, have enabled 
the practised intellect to note the variations of the tiny 
pulse, which tells of health or disease. Now, he could 
not comprehend the simplest syllogism, and his homy 
lingers could not perceive the pulsations of an artery. 
They have been educated to sensibility, he to endurancd 
— they to nervous activity, he to listless torpor; the 
difference was not so much in theiir natures, aa in the 
circumstances which moulded them. As infants, the 
difference between the three woulcl be scarcely per- 
ceptible ; as men, they stand as distinct as the mastiff, 
the greyhound, and the spaniel ; and, in each case, we 
see equally the effects of education. That labourer has 
been educated to bear heat and cold, — wind and rain ; 
to live scantily, and to endure privation and fatigue. 
With nerves more finely strung — with a brain mora 
active — with an ambition for fame, and a thirst for know- 
ledge, what a miserable lot his would be ; and yet as tired 
with gazing about he sits down on tliat door-step, takes 
from his bag his slice of fat bacon, and his hunch of 
brown bread, and opens hi.s clasped knife, he looks to ih6 
full as contented as the anxious lawyer or the thoughtful 
surgeon, and falls to with a keener zest and a better 
digestion than an alderman at a turtle dinner. His lot 
is a low, hard one, but it has almost become a part of 
himself, and educated him to bear it. He haS beeH 
educated " not wiselv, but too well." 

Walk a few steps farther; there you see a stunted, 
ragged, dirty, vagrant boy, leaning again<«t the lamp- 
post. Almost every one recollects Mr. Samuel Weller, 
Junior; he was a va^rani boy once, and got his educa- 
tion — at least so he told Mr. Pickwick — by running 
about the streets*, and sleeping on the stalls in the 
market place. That is the sort of education that boy has 
received. He is not positively dishonest, perhaps, but 
morality is not a lesson very sedulously inculcated in the 
school he has been bred iu. lie would, probably, not 
steal if other means of existing were within his reach j 
but when necessity presses, his is not a mind to withstand 
temptation. He has been taught to look out for him- 
self, without being very particular as to the means. His 
position has sharpened his faculties, till you, my friend, 
with all your powers of observation, would perhaps bo 
but a poor match for him. He is a tolerably good 
physiognomist, and can tell from the outward look of an 
equestrian, whether he is a man likely to alight ; and, 
from the appearance of his steed, whether a boy will be 
wanted to restrain the locomotive tendencies of tha 
animal, and be pursues his game with the perseverance 
and endurance of a bloodhound. That tall« elderly gen- 
tleman on horseback has just caught his eye, and he ia 
off to earn from him the price of a nighfs lodging. How 
different he is with his vicious intelligence, and stunted, 
wiry, and active frame, from the dull, stalwart country- 
man ; but their education has at least given to each of 
them just such qualities as fit them to exist amid the un- 
toward circum»tances by which each ia surrounded. 
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It is now mid -day, and the West-end loungen are begin- 
ning to appear. Extend your stroll a little, and you shall 
soon sec another instance of the power of education. Notice 
that well, but somewhat over-dressed man. Handsome, 
upright, and acute-looking, nine out of ten people would 
tahe him for a gentleman. An educated, observant physi- 
ognomist might suspect something from the sharp, side- 
long glance with which he regards yon, but the majority of 
observers would overlook it. Now for his history. There 
is, a few yards behind him, a strong, muscular-looking, 
plainly-dressed man, with a peculiar appearance of deter- 
mination and concentration about his aspect. He is a 
detective officer upon the track of the geiiileman^ and if 
the habits of reserve and caution which the policeman's 
education confers allowed, he might add a curious chapter 
to your educational experience. The well-attired man 
has been, from his earliest years, the associate of thieves 
of the worst class. He was bom and brought up, and has 
graduated in crime, to which he has served a lifetime of 
apprenticeship, and he is renowned among his class for 
the dexterity with which he plunders the public. He 
has the sensitive touch of the physician, the subtle brain 
of the lawyer, and the acute perception of the vagrant. 
His education is perfect for the ends which it professes 
to attain. But it will be said that these are glaring ex- 
amples of mis-education of the very worst kind ; and that 
is perfectly true ; but this at all events must be granted, 
that mis-eiducation as it is, and involuntarily as it goes 
on, it subserves the purposes for which it is intended 
with a mathematical precision, and a scientific power of 
adaptation far surpassing the action of what is generally 
known as education. 

Let us look at the results of this a little more 
closely. Most people have some recollection of their 
old school-fellows, and when they think of them they 
have some glimpses of the old affection or admiration 
with which they regarded the more talented or powerful 
of their former associates. What has become of them 
now? One has turned out a sot — another a rake — a 
third " went wrong," (as the phrase goes,) and felt the 
heavy hand of the law. The boy who was at the top of 
the first classical class is writing invoices in some dingy 
city office, and the best mathematical scholar in the 
school is a respectable retailer of hardware in one of the 
busy marts of commerce. Their education certainly was 
not detigned to make them what they are ; and though 
its effects have not been so debasing or degrading as the 
first kind of education we have noticed, it probably was, 
reference being had to their position, so much time thrown 
away. The chemist does not go through the same process 
to form an alkali, as he does when he wishes to produce 
a phosphate. The optician does not pursue the same 
operations to make a microscope, as when the desired end 
is a telescope. All science adapts the means to the end, 
and takes into consideration the materials upon which it 
has to work. This harmony of arrangement and fitness 
for the attainment of certain objects, is a distinguishing 
feature of all true science. Is education, then, judged 
by this test, a science ? 

Enter an ordinary school in which the children of 
the middle clases are taught, and see what is going 
on there. A dogmatic, positive-looking gentleman is 
seated at a desk. He is overlooking sharply some 
fifty boys, whose murmured hum, as they scan their 
tasks, sounds on the ear like the wash of waves upon the 
beoch. What are the scholars doing ? Here is a class 
of five, — two of them are covertly playing a game of 
marbles beneath the shelving desks, — a third has the 
" Arabian Nights" laid quietly over the geography, which 
contains his lesson. These arc the three " clever" boys 
of the class ; that is, they have good verbal memories — 
can quickly master a given set of words, without reference 
to their sense or nonsense, and take a high rank accord- 
ingly. The others are very differently employed, — with 



elbows on the desk« .and heads pressed between their 
clenched hands, they are immersed over their ears in boun- 
daries, rivers, mountains, lakes, square miles, and num- 
bers of population. Their lips are muttering the words 
on the page, but you can see in their faces that the effort 
to retain them is a hopeless one ; sometimes a gleam 
shoots athwart them, and, with closed eyes, they try to 
repeat the lesson, aad fail in the attempt ; and on they 
go muttering again, but becoming every moment more 
confused, and less likely to make a decent appearance 
before the desk of the master. Time expires, and the 
class is called up. The marble-players have looked at 
the book at the last moment and are Uterally correct, and, 
of course, " good boys ;" the tale-reader has been too 
deeply immersed in the oriental fiction to exercise so 
much prudence, but his good memory serves him, and he 
gets through with a stumble or so, but without reproof. 
The two unfortunates have been trying to learn words 
which, in their minds, have no connection with things ; 
they stumble — one confuses the other — they break down 
beyond disguise or remedy, and are forthwith marked 
down for punishment. Is this like science discrimi- 
nating as to its materials, and adapting its means to 
the end ? The quick boys are kept down to the level 
of the slow ones, or the slow ones are punished for 
not coming up to the point reached by the quick ones — 
either the intelligent become lazy, or the stupid grow 
obstinate, dogged, and more stupid still, from continuous 
punishment, and in either case, deterioration of mind is 
the almost inevitable result. 

Stay a little longer, and see another example. School 
is dismissed, and the master has descended from the 
desk, and left the place, but the room is not empty. One 
boy is sitting alone, endeavouring to master a task which 
has all the morning baffled him, and which he mictf 
finish before he goes. That boy is not a dolt — the well- 
turned head, bright eyes and finely formed features, deny 
the supposition, but he looks wearied and jaded, and at 
every h«sh attempt to mend his arithmetic, he becomes 
more and more perplexed among a host of figures, and 
multiplies his errors. That boy is the best classical 
scholar in the school. He stands at the top of the gram- 
matical class, and in historical studies he runs away with 
all the prizes, but in aritlimetic he is sadly deficient. 



The master has an idea that " birds that can sing, and 
won't sing, ought to be made to sing," and presuming 
that because the boy is a proficient in one study, he can 
be so in another — ^a supposition about as wise as, that a 
nightingale can sing the bullfinch's strain — he punishes 
him for not exercising faculties which nature has not 
given, and thus perhaps in the long run diminishes the 
talents he really has. 

Walk out into the playgronnd. There all is joyous 
shout and wild halloo ; the boys have theur heart in 
their play, which they evidently had not in their 
work. They do what they are attracted by their own 
aptitudes to do, and that may perhaps seem to explain 
the fact, that of the two dunces, one is the leader 
at cricket, and the other is the mechanist of the whole 
assembly of youngsters while the three " clever hoy^ 
descend from their proud pre-eminence, and become 
comparative nobodies. But it is not only the minds of 
boys which are damaged by indiscriminate and unscien- 
tific education. Not only is the intellect impaired, but 
often the morals are corrupted, and the social feelings ! 
deadened ; and, through that mysterious connection whidi 
exists between body and mind, the physical frame suffers, 
and, reacting on the intellect, completes its degradation. 

In the 2nd vol. of Dr. Winslow's " Journal of Psycholo- 
gical Medicine," for 1849, there is an article by Dr. Bush 
(a gentleman who has considerable reputation for his 
knowledge of mental disease) under the title of " Juvenile 
Delinquency and Degeneration of the Upper Classes of 
Society," which is well worthy of attention. It shows 
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how oilea incapacity is mistaken for obstinacy, and how 
often it is really a sign of bodily disease. How by neglect 
or by mistreatment under the name of education, all the 
symptoms are aggravated, and the foundation is laid for a 
course of ill-health, terminating in moral obliquity, im- 
bedlity or mania. Such rcTelations, from a competent 
source, should urge us on to work out an answer to 
•nothar question, " What Education ought to be ?" and 
take care that the answer involves an adaptation of means 
to a desired end, and a mode of developing at the same 
time mind and body in such a scientific and systematic 
manner, that one shall not be cultivated at the expense 
of the otiier, and thus the foundation be laid for the pre- 
mature decay of both. 



FLOWERS. 

TnsxK is a voice of praise and prayrr 

That tlurottgli creation rings, 
A hymn of rapture and of love. 

The God of nature sings ; 
And every bird, and breeze and stream 

Join in the anthem*d song. 
Till music sweeps the bounding air, 

And joy the notes prolong. 

That voice is heard in every flower 

Springing on hill and dale, 
It swelleth in the blooming rose. 

And lily of the vale. 
It speaks in tender, cheering words. 

To frail and wavering man. 
And bids his thoughts from earth arise 

A holier sphere to scan. 

Thank God for all these precious gifts. 

Gemming the face of earth, 
They prompt a thousand springs of joy. 

With the thoughts of kindred birth ; 
They wear a soft, angelic smile. 

In morning's pearly dew. 
And typify our musing thoughts 

With feelings good and true. 

The balmy works of May unfold 

A wealth of blossoms rare ; 
The golden sun looks out at mom 

Upon the charmed air ; 
And flowers spring up in wood and t\ il«l, 

The drooping heart to cheer, 
Tfhea winter leares the smiling sky, 

And genial days appear 

The tiny child, with thoughtless joy. 

The tender rose will cull. 
The maiden with her fairy hand 

Their drooping forms will lull ; 
The pilgrim on his rugged path 

Will pluck each glowing stem. 
And bind the wreath upon his brow. 

As love's bright diadem. 

When wan disease with wasting tread 

Steals o'er the healthful frame. 
When earthly pleasures all have fled. 

And left no joy to claim, 
A friendly gift of flowers then, 

How mneh of life disclose, 
And they will bloom in memory's vase, 

When faded ia the rose. 

They ten of love, and lover's vows, 

The budding hopes of youth, 
When life was in its merry spring 

Of innocence and truth ; 
They light on memory's misty page, 

The ahadcs of other years, 
And stir within our heart of hearts 

The fottotda of its tears. 

J. R. Barrxck. 



WHEN I WAS A BOY ! 

When I was a boy. — ^What a store of dear and che- 
rished recollections, long hoarded in memory's richest and 
rarest treasury, those spell words unlock. They are the 
" open sesame" to all the visions of young enchantment, 
that brooded over our fresh imnginations, ere yet harsh 
contact with the work-day world of reality dulled their 
hues or dissipated their glory. Even now, in the mere 
memory, seen through the thickening atmosphere of the 
shadowy past, how powerfully do they affect us: how 
strongly do they enchain to themselves the heart's best 
feelings, guning in the tender gentleness with which we 
invest them, an interest, so graceful and touching, that it 
perhaps more than counterbalances what is lost of their 
original radiance. 

When I was a boy ! Surely my nature must have 
changed since— my mode of existence must have been 
altered. Can I be that thing of fairy -land, that dweller 
in a region of fiction and fancy, who used to sit for whole 
days on a ledge of rock, conjuring with " open sesame" 
before its smooth and perpendicular front, and wondering 
why the words of power had lost their influence — ^repeat- 
ing them with all possible variation of tone and pronun- 
ciation, satisfied that some day or other would crown my 
eilbrts with success. Oh ! where are those days and 
those dreams ? those creations of instinct and undefined 
loveliness, which the young heart conjured up to satisfy 
its early yearnings after physical and intellectual beauty ; 
and which — though only more deeply shadowing the dis- 
appointment of its matured experience by their contrast 
with the reahtes of life — are still fondly cherished, and 
indelibly marked within the " book and volume of the 
brain." Is that Eden of existence for ever closed ? Shall 
we never again revel in the paradise of boyhood feeling ? 
Is it gone, and for ever, that spring-time of young feeling, 
which shed over natjare's fairest forms an atmosphere of 
additional loveliness ; invested even barrenness with 
beauty, and " made a sunshine in the shady place ?" 

Those glorious and gorgeous visions of the past, that 
come to us like faint but welcome glimpses of a prc- 
existent state — like memories of another being, are 
amongst the things that were — never, never to return. 
There is a gap in the history of existence — a period has 
dropped out of the life of man ; and, like the lost pleiad, 
boyhood has fallen away from the human system. There 
are few boys now, nor have been for the last twenty or 
thirty years. Boys ? no, no— the world has seen the last 
of the boys t Even the name is passing away with the 
reality. 

If you doubt what I say, take an instance and try. 
Show me a boy ! — ^That ? Well, give me a proof beyond 
his stature. Where b the careless heart, glowing in his 
hce like sunshine ? Where is the loud laugh of causeless 
merriment, and the wild glee of young and buoyant 
vitality ? — ^the mere delight because he is ? — the revelling 
in a simple consciousness of existence ? No — that is no 
boy ; his careful thinking eye, his heedful step, his cal- 
culating demeanour prove that he is already entered 
into and immersed in the absorbing vortex of worldly 
interests. 

Bring me a boy whose thoughts, feelings, and pursuits 
pertain to his period of life, and I will yield to your evi- 
dence. Where is the circling hoop, the rolling ''fatr," 
the flying shuttlecock, and the varying circumgyratory 
circlings of the top : all interesting and dear, because by 
their motion they typified and imaged his own ardent and 
bounding sense of vitality ? Where are the Lilliputian 
crowds, assembled in the " one loved spot" of the several 
neighbourhoods, to determine whether " spy" or " sally," 
"Unds," "tig." "hunt the fox," or " hide and seek" 
should take precedency in the sports of the evening? 
and where, sweetest of all, is the dry bulkhead or covered 
nook, to which the weary wights resorted when fatigued 
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with their sports ; and where the rush to get nearest to 
him who best narrated the spectral and shadowy tale 
that sent them trembline to bed, almost merging the 
honoar of the " last touch in its thrilling and harrowing 
interest. To be sare, yon now and again see a hoop 
rolled along the highways, a top whipped on the pave- 
ment, or a ball bounding — no not bonnding — ^falling from 
the wall ; bnt look at the operators. Where is the tpirit 
of the game ? They look like yonng philosophers, mak- 
ing practical observations on the laws of gravitation, or 
studying the mysteries of centrifugal and centripetal 
forces, with all the calm gravity of a Newton blowing 
bubbles of soap-suds. Certainly boys still continue to 
exercise: but how? Scientificallji forsooth! They go 
td the Gymnasium, and it is well their studies have taken 
such a direction ; but what comparison do the systematic 
games of — " physical education" I think they call it — 
bear to the bounding delight of boyish field -sports ? The 
lessons of the gymnasium are but lectures on the " soft 
solids" ezplainMl and illustrated. I would by no means 
discountenance the taste for gymnastics which has lately 
grown up amongst us. On the contrary, I would, to the 
utmost of my power, encourage it; to compensate, in 
some measure, for the loss of those healthful sports which, 
with the era of boyhood, have departed for ever. But 
whilst I allow the uses of the gymnasium, must I not 
remember the " dear school-boy spot we ne'er forget .^'— 
the green slope, in the clear bright sunny evening, when 
all the young companions of that delicious time assem- 
bled to their froUos? There was sport — no studied 
eiercises, checked or impelled by this or that sdentifie 
calculation ; no myological discussion as to whether Hetors, 
extensors, depressors, or levators should be brought into 
action; the irresistible impulse of an exuberant spirit 
gave the impetus, and the only end sought for was 
attained in the unrestrained indulgence. The question 
was, whet sport gave the free spirit wildest play ? a ques- 
tion always decided by an unpacked majority ; and which, 
when it became law, was heartily carried Into effect, even 
by those who, up to that period, roost decidedly opposed 
it. It is said that Eldon, when young, and not allowed 
his own way at play, used to go snivelling hoAe ; whilst 
Wellington, under similar circumstances, strolled sulkily 
through the fields, whipping off the heads of wild flowers 
with a rattan. 

The dear romance of boyhood 1 — more exquisite than 
even its quicker delights, and throwing " on daxiling 
spots remote its tempting smile" — that, too, hai departed 
with all its dreamy glory. No more will it return, and 
bring with it — 

" The day* of sunahine asid of tonf— 
6weet, childish dayi, that trtrt as long 
As twenty daya are now." 

Who now strolls out, in the shadows and sunny gUmmer- 
ings, to indulge in the instinctive delight — th« poetry of 
the spirit, in which the young heart loves to revel, ere 
the passions that build up the human soul. In their loud 
brattling, drown the entrancing music ? Who hides him 
in the leafy nook, listening to the indistinct whisperings 
of his own spirit, shaping the mystic sounds into some 
undefined promise of future hope, and framing an elfin 
world of his own, into which some fragments of the 
''• work-day world" are admitted to give a seeming sta- 
bility to his imaginary creation? No one now strolU idly 
dreaming with Us eyes open, in the sunny evening, by 
some quiet stream, while the mingled murmurs of the city 
Come blended into music, like many a voice of one de- 
light, to aid his sweet delusion. No, there are no dreams 
now, nor waking thoughts for anything but business. 
Children of seven years old talk of their prospects in 
life. Speak to a boy about Fortunatus's purse, he tells 
you (if he has heard anything of the story, read it he did 
not) that it is only to be found in the counting-house, 
and that his cap has been converted into a steam-boat. 



What boy of the present age ever heard of the Seven 
Champions of Christendom? Who sympathiies with 
the sorrows of the faur Sabrina, lingers in the dark woods 
that shroud the gloomy oAStle where some base enchanter 
keeps her in durance vile, and almost resolves to chal- 
lenge to the utterance the giant guardian of the dreary 
fortress ? 

The creed of boyish faith has lost its worshippers ; 
beautiful and romantic as it was, its era has patsed away, 
its shrines are mouldering into ruins, its altars are over- 
thrown, its memories are almost departed; yet it is 
sweet, though sad, to dwell amongst its dilapidated and 
decaying monuments, and conjure up the tender and 
touching associations that still fondly linger around 
them. 

Perhaps we are a little too mournful over the present 
state of advanced boyhood ; but we must say, we pain- 
fully regret to behold cigars in the mouths of overgrown 
children. We infinitely preferred the ^'hobby-de^hoy" 
in his tight jacket to the " young gent" in bis " Chester* 
field," and would rather see the young face peering over 
" Robinson Crusoe," than find a French novel in the hand. 
We remember a saying of '* boys will be boys;" alaa 1 
that saying is obsolete ; boys will bo nun now, and sorry 
specimens they make of the noble " genus." But let us 
do no injustice to Nature in our bittCT grief; we believe 
she sends forth as many simple tad beautiful spirits as 
ever ; but there is a mistake ia the education of these 
spirits, and we think most of our readers will agree, that 
interests in railway shares and the privilege of a *' latch- 
key" are somewhat prejudicial to the ori^nal conatita* 
tion and positive well-being of Boyhood. — The IribtUt. 
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THE PEOPLE C* THE WOllLD. 

Thb meant to win the Christlia wmM, 

And gain iu high reward* 
Are juat the mcana which Ohriitiaa Falfl 

Would bid na diaregard I 
Faith taya, " *tia foUy wealth to wia« 

£arth*§ richea ne'er cndoia I'* 
Bat laith the World, " 'tia gioatsv sin 

And folly to be poor !" 

Faith tella ua, every Sabbath week, 

The aoul is man*a ehief worth i 
That heavenly richea we abould ae^ 

And not the drois of earth ! 
If but one pure and ateadfeat mlllEd 

Thia lofty hope boHtfvSd, 
How different FAiva to V/tert he'd fia<f, 

Bow soon bt oadeeslvtd I 

CfiAftLCd SWAIK. 
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FANNY BULMBR'S MYSTIIIY. 

rOVNDBO ON FACT. 
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Fanny, love, go into the drawing-room and fetch me 
my work-bag. Yon will find it upon the ottoman." 

*' Very well, ma." And the little girl tripped away. 
But when she got to the drawing-room door she stopped, 
and her heart began to beat very haU Summoning up 
all her resolution, she turned the handle, and, opening 
the door a little way, peeped in. No Moner did she gain 
a glimpse of the opposite wall, than she hastily closed 
the door again, and fled along the passage in an agony 
of terror. But she heard her mamma calling " Fanny 1 
Fanny I" and, trying to compose her countenance, she 
went into the breakfast-room. 
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Fanny, why htuB yon been so long in fttching my 
bag ? Bring it here, I want it immediately." 

The little girl made no answer, and remained quite 
■till. 

" Fanny, do you hear ? You have got into a very bad 
bftbit, my ^ear, of not answering when spoken te." 

Still Fanny remained silent. 

<* Come here, and tell me what is the matter with yon. 
Surely my Fanny is not becoming an obstinatef sulky 
chUd." 

Just then, Mr. Wickham, Fanny's unck, came in to 
breakfast, and seeing his little niece stancUng near the 
door with a strange expression en her face, he took her 
hand and placed her by him at the end of the table. 

" Why is my little bird so silent this morning ?" he 
said. "You look very odd, Fanny, has something 
frightened or Tezed yon ?" 

There is a singuhu- resenre about «ome children that 

Sreventi them from telling their best friends of theb 
ttlo priTate fears ot annoyances. They seem quite to 
forget, or never to think that if they had the courage to 
do this, many things which appear to them strange and 
supernatural, would be explained, or measures would be 
taken to remove the objects of terror or annoyance from 
their sight. The writer of this tale knew a little girl 
who at five years of age would not remain quietly in b±d, 
bnt used to stand shivering on the landing long after the 
fiimily supposed her to be asleep, nntil, being able to 
control herself no longer, her terror burst forth in a loud 
fit of crying and seres ming; and this happened night 
after night. She was severely reproved and punished, 
for as she would give no reason for her conduct, it was 
supposed to proceed from obstinacy^ and a dislike to go 
to bed before the elder sister who slept with her. Years 
after, when the little girl had grown up to be a sensible 
young woman, she gave the solution of the enigma. It 
seemed that being put to bed in a room where there was 
a door leading into a lumber-closet» and always kept 
locked, she had conceived the Idea that robbers lurked 
behind this door, and would come to her when she was 
left alone in bed. How much agony would this child 
have escaped, had she confessed her fears to her mother, 
who tenderly loved her, and who would either have 
opened the dreaded door and shown her the unreason- 
ableness of her apprehensions, or else have removed her 
into another room, where nothing would have given her 
cause for fear. 

Fanny Bulmer was very much like the little girl of 
whom we have been speaking, and not all the persuasions 
of her mother and uncle could draw anything from her. 
At length, Blr. Wickharo* having been informed that her 
strange conduct had its origin in her mother's request 
that she would fetch her bag, offered to go with her 
himself, hoping in this way to arrive at the truth. 
Fanny willingly accompanied him as far as the drawing- 
room door, but when there, she stopped agftin, and un- 
clasping her hand from his, refused to go any farther. 
He was finally obliged to fetch the bag himself; and 
Mrs. Bulmer displeased with what she thought shewed 
a dogged obstinacy of cliaracter in her little girl, placed 
her in disgrace in the corner of the room to eat her 
breakfast. 

The drawing-room was not much used in l^Ir. Wick- 
ham's family, as Mrs. Bulmer, his widowed sister, pre- 
ferred sitting with her little girl in the breakfast-room, 
which was a much more comfortable apartment. The 
evening of the day fai which our story begins, however, 
the brother and sister expected a few friends, and this 
Mrs. Bulmer thought wonhi be an oxeellent opportunity 
of ascertaining whether Fanny had really any dislike to 
the room. To her astonishment, when the child was 
sent for in the course of the evening, she entered without 
relnetauce. Her mamma did not notice that she mat- 
tered, looking at the wall opposite the door, " No, they 



are not there, they never are except before breakfast." 
Fanny was a lively little girl, and talked away to her 
mamma's visitors without any shyness ; and her unole, 
as he watched her, became more and more puzzled as to 
the motive of her strange conduct iu the morning. How- 
ever, he determined to try her again, and laid his plans 
for that purpose. 

Fanny was early awake the following day; and having 
washed, and dressed, and smoothed her shining hair, she 
ran gaily down stairs to learn her lessons before break- 
fisst. But none of her books could she find. While 
•he wai still looking for them, her uncle entered the 
room. 

' " Qood momingj my darling," he said in his pleasant 
voice. " I wish Fanny you would run up-stairs into my 
dressing-room, and bring me the book that you will sea 
upon my dressing-table." 

Fanny willingly obeyed, and returned in a state of the 
utmost delight. 

" Oh 1 uncle what a beautiful book ! And so full of 
pictures ! Have yon bought it uncle ? Is it yours ? 

" Yes my dear, it is mine. Give it to me, and also 
the paper-knife. Here are a few leaves that want 
cutting." 

" Uncle, please may I cut the leaves open ? I oan do 
it very neatly." 

*' No^ my dear, you had better learn your lessons. 
Stay, the paper-knife is not here ; will you fetch it for 
me out of the library ? And Fanny," calling her. back 
as she was leaving the room, " like a tme Trotty Veck, 
as you are, just go to your mamma, and tell her I want 
my breakfast early ; and then go into my bed-room and 
look into the wardrobe, and bring me down a paper paroel 
that you will find there.'' 

Fanny set off with the utmost willingness to perform 
these commissions^ almost enough to puzzle her young 
brain. 

" No," said Mr. Wickham to himself, it " was not dis- 
like of trouble that made Fanny reluctant to fetch 
her mamma*s bag yesterday morning. Nor can I think 
that it was obstinacy, for the child has always shown 
herself exceedingly docile. It must be some faucy con- 
nected with the drawing-room. And yet she did not 
appear frightened when she went in last night. I will 
try her however, when she comes down stairs." So he 
waiud for the little footsteps which soon came pattering 
along the passage. 

" Now, my dear," said the good uncle, " sit down and 
learn your lessons steadily nntil breakfast time, and tliett 
mamma will be pleased with her little girl." 

" But, uncle such an odd thing has happened I I 
can't find my books anywhere, and I put them away 
yesterday afternoon in their proper place, where I always 
keep them." 

" Search again, my dear." 

" It is of no nee, uncle. They are nowhere in the 
room." 

" They may have been moved into some of the other 
rooms." 

" I will look, unele." And away the little ghrl ran, 
but returned with a hopeless eountenanoe, saying that 
she could not find them. 

" Have you been into the drawing-room ?" 

" No, uncle ;" in a very low voice. 

" Then why have you not ? It is better when you 
have mislaid anything to leave no place unsearched." 

Fanny remained silent aa on the morning before; and 
after a while, opening the work-table drawer, she took 
out a pocket-handkerchief, got her thimble^ and needle^ 
and thread, and began to sew and hem. 

Mr. Wickham watched her in silence. At length he 
said, " Corner Fanny, that is not learning yonr lessons. 
I am almost certain that yon would find your books in 
the drawing-room, for I saw them there yesterday 
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eTening, after you were in bed. If you do not like to 
feteh them yourself, I will go with you." 

Fanny rose obediently from her chair, but glancing 
at her unobserved, her uncle saw that she was pale, and 
that she trembled. However, taking her hand, he pro- 
ceeded with her along the passage so often mentioned, 
and giving her no time to withdraw her hand, threw the 
drawing-room door wide open. No sooner had the 
child thus gained a complete view of the opposite wall, 
than she forcibly broke from him, and screaming out, 
"They are there, they are there again!" she rushed 
back along the passage. Mr. Wickham, much alarmed, 
followed immediately, and found the poor little girl with 
her face buried in the sofa-cushions, and sobbing violently. 
Bitting down by her, he endeavoured to raise and 
soothe her. But the task was a more difficult one than 
be had imagined, and, at length, finding all his per- 
luasions and arguments ineffectual, the good uncle was 
on the point of giving up the affair as hopeless, when 
his eye fell upon the book that Fanny had so much 
admired. 

" Look here, Fanny," he said, " I will make you a 
present of this book, if you will at once cease crying, and 
tell me honestly what it is in the drawing-room that so 
much alarms you." 

Fanny lifted up her face, all bathed in tears, and 
suppressing her sobs, she exclaimed, with a mixture of 
joy and astonishment, " Will you indeed, uncle ? That 
beautiful book ?" 

" Yes, I promise you that I will, and you know that 
I keep my promises." 

The little girl made a mighty effort. 
"Well, uncle, I will tell you about those dreadful 
things. But will you promise uncle, oh ! will you promise 
not to tell any one else." 

Mr. Wickham gave the desired promise. 
*' Then let me whisper to you, uncle, for fear they 
hear me," 

From Fanny's vague and incoherent talc, her uncle 
soon suspected the cause of her apprehensions ; and he 
was sure that if he could only persuade her to enter the 
haunted room with him once more, he could explain to 
her satisfaction the reason of the appearances which had 
so much alarmed her. After a great deal of talking and 
many entreaties, he at length persuaded the little girl to 
allow him to carry her into the drawing-room, with her 
face hidden upon his shoulder ; and when there, he went 
straight to the fire-place, and shaking the pendants of the 
glass lustres that ornamented the chimney-piece, he bade 
her look up. She did not scream this time, but she 
trembled violently, when she saw on the wall the dancing 
fragments of colour caused by the reflection of the pris- 
matic pendants, bright with the morning sunbeams. 

"This, then, is what has alarmed you, my little girl. 
Do you not now see what it is ? No dancing imps as you 
imagined them, but simply a very natural effect of a very 
natural cause. Now look steadily at those colours. Each 
time I shake the pendants, they dance upon the wall ; 
and by covering the lustre with my handkerchief, they 
disappear altogether. All these sunny mornings you will 
see the same until after a certain hour, and in this old 
house a mere footstep shakes the pendants." 

Mr. Wickham then proceeded with a simple explana- 
tion, adapted to Fanny's capacity, of the principle upon 
which this strange appearance depended ; and the little 
girl soon began to play with the pendants, and make the 
colours dance upon the wall for her own amusement. 
Entirely cured of her silly fears, she was never so easily 
alarmed again; for she began to perceive that all 
apparent mysteries were susceptible of a natural interpre- 
tation. 

Fanny Bulmer grew up to be a brave, high-sonled 
woman, with no species of apprehension present to bar 
mind, but a salutary fear of wrong-doing. 



Poems, by Johnsox Barker. Houlston and Stoneman. 

We have in this small volume the promise of far better 
things — a promise that claims the notice and encourage- 
ment of all who admire ability without presamption. 
The author is quite a youth, not above sixteen, we be- 
lieve, and puts forth his first fruits with a modest difll- 
dence which one feels to be genuine, bat we perceive in his 
effusions prominent indications of the real poetic nature; 
and, despite the crudeness and want of finish which mark 
many of his lyrics, there is a tone of health and strength 
about them which, with cultivation and experience, will 
produce richer substance. He is a pupil of "The 
People's" school ; he does not handle a crow-quill in 
lemon-coloured gloves, but thinks boldly and bravely, 
and writes what he thinks. There is more truthful ex- 
cellence in such stanzas as the following than in a dozen 
of our modem fashionable love ditties : — 

"WHILE THERE IS LIFE THERE'S HOPE." 

Oh I tay not Hope's a foolish dream, 

A paMing of the breath— 
A bubble on the living stream, 
ETanisbing in death ; 
For it bears a deeper meaning to the Tirtuoaslr brnve, 
^ftliose earthly leaning staff is ^ope^a Hope beyond the graTC* 

Ho ! ye who sweat the Itveloog day, 

And half the lirelcng night, 
Move eheerly on your rugged way, 
And work with main and might : 
Trudge on— trudge on, while yet ye may— 
Oh t struggle onward in the fray, 
And God will crown the right I 
Tbo' lowly be yoar present task— keep heart and never fear; 
The loom of Time can wonders weave — ^keep heart and persevere I 
With faith and truth for guiding vtars, with kingdoms ye may rope» 
Then let your earnest motto be — " While there is Life there's Hope." 

Ho ! ye who by affliction's side, 
VTear out the sleepless hour, 
And watch the mouldering of pride. 

The pride of youthful flower — 
Watch on — watch on, whate'er betide; 
The very dying have not died, 
When lost to human power. 
Then let not frowning aspects daunt— watch on and never fear ; 
True hearted Hope will never flag — ^watch on and persevere ; 
Unfeariag, not a moment stay, to sigh, or weep, or mope, 
But let your earnest motto be—*' While there is Life there's Hope.'* 

Ho ! ye who 'neath oppression bend, 

Bow'd by a ehastening rod ; 
Ho ! ye without an earthly fnead, 
Contemn'd, despis'd, bestrod — 
Hope on — hope on, and well depend, 
Ye'U be befriended in the end. 
If ye but Hope in God. 
Then onward wend your weary path- Hope on and never fear, 
A breath is all of worldly wrath— Hope on and penevere ; 
Tho' bow'd and bent your worldly way ye stumbling have to grope, 
The triumph will be yonrs at last, if ye but lire in Hapt I 

Then say not Hope's a foolish dream, 

A passing of the breath— 
A bubble on the liring stream 
Evanishing in death ; 
For it bears a deeper meaning to the virtuously brave. 
Whose earthly guiding star is Hope — a Hope beyond the grave I 

We extract another vigorous poem, which, thonf^ 
deficient in many points oi constmction^ fully wamati 
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oar opinion that there is the right sort of meaning in 
Johnaon Barker : — 

THE NEW CRUSADE. 

The lanbMins of the morning play 
Upon a noble band. 

Am manhall'd in a firm array 
In panoply they stand ; 
A band of stalwart warriors all vigorous and strong, 
True lovers of the right they seem, and scornera of the wrong i 
Oh ! tell me ye who know-'what artisans are these. 
Whose gilded pennon flutters in the passing of the breeie ! 
And why that strange device should its broidery relate, 
That Ignorance debaseth and Wisdom maketh great ! 
What ho I je men of might— why gather ye around ? 
Are ye mustering for battle, that in union ye're found 7 
If so, where is the steel that in your hand should gleam ? 
Where your armour 7 and your weapons 7— for weaponless ye seem ! 
Why stand ye thus so firmly, in humble garb arrayed 7 
What 7— what is then your battle cry 7 what General's obeyed 7 
What foe do ye expect to crush in such a strange Crusade 7 

A rough, but sonorous voice replied, 
From midway in the throng, 

And echoed o'er that living tide. 
In accents firm and strong :— 
" We're a band of stalwart warriors, joined in hand and heart. 
To drive a rebel from the world— a sycophant upstart ; 
And we boast a mighty General, who'll battle on and fight. 
Until the wrong's seceded, and tum'd into the right ; 
And we carry mighty weapons, of sound and temper'd steel, 
So venom'd that their wounds upon the foe will never heal ; 
And we are clad in armour, too— Oh I such a trusty case. 
The heart can ne'er be wounded, that's in its proper place, 
Oh 1 we are a mighty band, and tho* vre're ill array'd, 
We tramp the * March of Intellect' in a glorious Crusade 1 

" The foe we seek is very strong 
He bringeth in his rear. 

Hateful crime and all that's wrong, 
And misery and fear ; 
" He yet hath many strongholds whence he eyes the world askance ; 
Oh ! an enemy to all mankind is dark-brow'd Ignorance ! 
Our General is Wisdom, and following in his train. 
Are the Herculean hand, and the Herculean brain ; 
Our trusty temper'd weapon is the iron-hearted will. 
That dares to undertake and determines to fulfil ; 
And our Armour is the Faith, that glisteneth at sin. 
And hath no single crevice to let an evil in. 
Oh I every man's a hero, tho* not perhaps in fame. 
And bears a hero's heart, within a hero's frame ; 
And every man hath noble blood encircl'd in his veins. 
That over sottish Ignorance a victory obtains : 
Tho' he labors at the smithy, or toils aside the loom. 
There's many a lesser wit beneath a dangling plume ; 
And tho' his dress is tatter'd, or looks but ill at best, 
There's many a kindly heart beneath a fustian vest. 
Then cheer us with a shout 1 — And cheer us with a song ! 
For a noble spirit animates each soul within the throng 1 
' Progression !' is the battle-cry, to make the foe afraid, 
And may God speed and prosper our glorious Crusade !" 

The Tolume is elegantly got up, and our best wishes 
are offered for the success of the young and promising 
author. 



MUSIC. 

A TA8TB for Art in general, and more especially for 
Music, is hecoming universal among the people. But to 
say there is more harmony, or talent, or natural ability 
now, than of yore, is assuming more than can be proved. 
The great thoughts that make the sum of human perfec- 
tion are ever present, and have been through all time, 
but some agency has taught man's senses to perc«ive 
them now more clearly than heretofore. This is the 
condition of progress, for as the mind is set free by 
knowledge, the perceptions awake, that these may ac- 
quaint it with whatever Nature holds to teach. Thus it 
has happened that society has been made alive to a circle 



of enjoyment, larger than was ever known before, for the 
spread of Knowledge has made the blind to see, and the 
deaf to hear, and the dumb to speak ; showing her kin- 
dred to the great spirit of Benevolence, that worked on 
earth so many ages past. 

Tliis very fact will show the fallacy of supposing that 
a chosen few alone possess the power and enjoyment of 
harnaony. In each human mind is contained the seeds 
of everything in Nature of use and beauty, capable, 
more or less, of progressive development, and Music is 
included in this category. 

Sound is the eflect of the clashing together of bodies 
in the air, through which this effect is conveyed to tlie 
ear : and it is by a distinction between these sounds, that 
our ears are of use to us in bringing knowledge to the 
brain, for could a person exist who had no power of 
knowing one sound firom another, he may as well be 
deaf. 

Every ear has a power of discovering the harmonies 
or discords which strike the air, for certain sounds univer- 
sally give pain. Nobody likes to hear the angry cry of 
a child, for half the annoyance which spoiled or ill-tem- 
pered children give arises from the constant jar of sounds 
they occasion, they are a libel upon Nature, and tho ex- 
pression of their life can be nothing but discord, for in 
overy turn of being, " out of the fulness of the heart the 
mouth speaketh." As we walk along the road of a cool 
evening, enjoying the sounds of music which rise from 
every twig and spray, the sudden jarring of a cart-wheel 
against the rough stones, calls for the exclamation " Oh I 
what a disagreeable noise 1" The baker's rasp " sets our 
teeth on edge," and when a friend with a severe cold 
asks us " How do you do ?" we feel an involuntary inclina- 
tion to clear our own throats, as if the action would 
smooth the hoarseness of his disordered voice. The very 
sound of a chair, drawn harshly over a stone-floor, gives 
momentary pain, and who would not run away from near 
vicinity to the diseased " ding-dong" of an extravagantly 
cracked bell? 

Now these are all found to offend the laws of harmony 
OS they exist in Natiure : while such as agree with these 
laws ever give delight. The heart grows buoyant, when 
the merry trill of laughter rings chorus-like, from a group 
of happy faces. And the cheer of joy, that rises united 
from a hundred throats, strikes on the soul with real 
grandeur. For harmony is everywhere the same. One- 
ness of spirit and purpose prompts oneness of expression, 
the very tone and note of rapture rises tho same from 
every kindred heart. The spontaneous emotion gi\es 
forth the same expressive "Oh I" and "Ah !" from every 
lip, from Indus to the pole. And this is why the heart- 
felt shout of joy is harmony. Wherever there is unity of 
mind in this great brotherhood of humanity, tliis har- 
mony arises, which is tho soul of Music. 

We have heard a merry band of children send up to 
God's Heaven an united swell of native, thrilling melody, 
and never has music seemed more heart-inspiring. But 
thus it was. This little company had not been picked 
from among the gifted, yet they sang in harmony. They 
had learned the music from the teacher's lips, with minds 
unclouded by the world's wise notions, dreaming nothuig 
about effect and show, knowing nothing of a capacity for 
appreciating " divine harmony," they learned and sang 
for love of what to them was pleasant, for joy that they 
had found means to express the outpourings of a hap- 
piness, too pure for words ; and when joined together, 
as in one thought of perfect bliss, out it flowed in a 
breath — the spontaneous language of their joy. 

Thus may every young person, at least, be instructed 
to the pleasures of music ; sweet sound is deiiglitful to all,. 
and the constant repetition of it will render it familiar, 
will teach the ear to distinguish, and the heart to love it, 
and since all harmonies go together, it will prompt thu 
actions to stir nothing that jars in violence. 
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Perhaps no science exists, whose mechanical arrange- 
ment is more exact and well known than that of mnsic ; 
but with this we have nothing to do here. Fine melq^J 
may be created without a knowledge of it ; the children 
we spoke of were ignorant of the laws of their art. And 
we ever find, that the purest music is that which comes 
unwittinglj. Oar finest compositions, though true to 
the letter of their mechanism, were unconsciously born. 
A thought sprung up, and with it came the form : and 
this was perfect, because it was Nature's work. The real 
impromptu is always sach. Our daily language b 
formed upon very nice rules of Grammar, each word 
being a well-fitted tool : yet we learn it in communion 
with oar fellows, we know not how, and he who cannot 
speak until he has well -framed his sentences may well be 
voted a bore. 

So the musician could scarcely thrill with delicious 
music, that seems to come from his heart, and go straight 
to ours, did he labour over each crotchet and quaver, 
and wait to deliberate on the number of the rests^ No, 
he must be perfect in that knowledge, before he attempts 
to show us the result, for we do not want to be pained 
vrith a sight of the labour he takee to please usj we 
want the thought and spirit of his melody, the heart- 
langusge that rises unbidden, and not the ABC that 
forms its words. Every work that comes from God is a 
shade (ved glory that shows us not the atoms of its 
making. So tlie most perfect songster pours out a sim- 
ple flood of sound that seemingly has grown, without 
his seeking, between him and air, touching the spirit with 
a quiver of delight. 

If the power of understanding music were not more or 
less the privilege of all, this effect of pleasure could not 
be ; nor could it be, if all bad the same power of creating 
it: were there not difference, there would be satiety. 
Thei'e is difference between power and enjoyment. To 
a few is given this power, to the rest, only the appre- 
ciation. Nature is a rich Democracy, |n which all her 
children have an understanding voice, and where each, 
through its understanding, combines with others to elect 
the native master-spirits, to govern and direct. In 
•very part of living action is this wise law repeated. 

Music is the voice of poetry. It is to the ear what 
beauty is to the eye, conveying the thought of love and 
peace to the soul. It stirs every feeling within us, and 
gives to the lessons we impart to one another, a deep and 
fervent meaning. Strange that the working of mere 
material laws, should wake in us thou|^ts akin to spi- 
ritnality. Yet the reason is, that it is a perfect com- 
bination of the hidden principles, out of which God has 
woven all the glorious results we see and hesr. It is 
one of th(^ interpreters of that voiceless mystery which 
lies beyond our life, and thus it is the language of 
worship. 

Herein does the art of Music difl*er from Painting. 
That while the latter merely imitates what is present 
around us, the former arouses something new out of the 
latent elements. The voice of birds and streams is 
beautiful, there is melody in the sighing wind, and music 
in the eternal sea ; but that perfect, glorious harmony, 
which man has waked out of the sleeping powers of air, 
and bid to quiver over strings of his own stretching, and 
through crevices of his own forming, never rose in the 
united choir of praise, before his voice was heard, and his 
brain moved among creation's powers. 

And thus we see, that though man may not outstrip 
Nature, he has that in him which may command, if not 
create, her motions. Created in the image of God, 
man may follow in his steps, and create around him 
a faint, but perfect echo of the Father's harmony. 

£. M. S. 

MoDBRN refinement often consists in a delicacy of 
words, and indelicacy of thon^ti and actions. 
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NOTES ON THE MONTHS. 

FEBRUARY. 

The huras, wi' ta^vfj wreaths un-theked, 

Wild-cddTinp awirl. 
Or, thro' the mining outlet bocked, 

Down headlong hurl. 

Bcaws. 

Winter still sits by our doors, causing us to dose thmn 
fast and tight against his chill broath ; while the earth 
continues surpliced over with his snowy garment. The 
little red-breast peeks at tha frosted pane, as if begging 
for admittance to the warm fireside. The hooded sun 
comes ploughing up the fog, and shines dimly over the 
bare uplands, and across the long reach of desert woods. 
The burthened sky is gloomy and thick, still surcharged 
with snow; the waggoner binds his feet with wisps 
of straw, and his clogged and muffled wheels roll ou 
ponderously and inaudibly. The blacksmith's fire in the 
rillage is surrounded by loungers, imbibing its warm 
glow ; the cottage ingle burns bright, and Jack and Bill 
are loath to leave it, enjoying the sight of the snow- 
wreaths without, through the frosted window pane. 

Even when the sun has climbed toiloomely up tho 
sky, you can dare to look him in the face, and he looms 
before you like some great ruby brilliant set ia the firma- 
nent, thick veiled in his mists. Icicles hang from the 
eaves of houses, from the> branches of U'ees, and from 
the crests of great rocks ; and then the howling winda 
come tearing down the gullies, driving the ice and snow 
before them ; the leaflets trees sway their arms to and 
fro like wild maniacs, and. then is heard the elashing of 
branches, and the loud wrench of nprootad trees. Ail 
living creatures seek shelter; the timid deer and sheep 
retreat to the dales and valleys ; the birds flock to the 
thick briars and hedge bottoms, or cower close under the 
heather on the weather-fended hill-side, ^ow it is that 
the great winter storm, on its snow-pinioned blast, sweeps 
across the face of the country. Everything bear^ marks 
of its drift upon its face. It howls over the waste, and 
booms in the ears of the wayfarer like a funeral dii^ 
The falcon's wing is awed before its power, and the 
world without is left to the desolation of the £•»• 
elementa. The giant darkness bows dowi» ov«r the 
earth, the hills stand up towering like the hngt propa of 
the sky above; and the headlong weight of voUeyttd hail 
comes pouring down. The tortured clouds are drivan 
through the air, and the heavens drop lower and lowwr, 
bearing with them Loads of the foaming whirling anow. 

" Fitful," is the character of February, its ebaages 
are sudden, and often unexpected. In a night, the clouds 
are scattered, and the earth is clear. A groat thaw has 
occurred, and the melted snows are pouring their way 
towards the sea. And now through the rifted rocks, and 
narrow water courses, the swoln rivers burst with imper 
tuous roar. The streets are plashy and ancle-deep; 
" water, water, everywhere.** Anon the sun sh'nes out 
merrily, and we catch the first breath of spring. The snow- 
drop, the earliest flower of the year, shows her head above 
the snow, yet lingering in our gardens, like Svime delicate 
icicle suddenly transformed into a flower, — ^braving even 
the hard frosts and the keen north-east win<«8. 

Another night, and lo 1 there is a further change! 
Drizzle 1 Drizzle I Drizzle ! It spite, it rains, it poun. 
Pattens come cUnking along the street, wet umbrellas 
rush past the windows covering macintoshes and water- 
proof paletots, and the water is pouring from all the 
eaves and spouts. Ducks abne enjoy the sporty and 
waddle joyously through the puddle. The air is raw an^ 
damp, a clammy mixture of cold and moisture, which ia 
thoroughly dissgreeable. 

The lir U cold, and dark, and dreary ( 
It rains, and the wind is never weary. 

The sky is heavy and gloomy, the earth is soaked with 
rain or melted snow, everything has a damp fiMl^ th« fralla 
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run with dew, th« outaid«t of the booMS bave a dirty and 
nnoomfbrtable look, the window panei are spattered with 
nin dropf, the payements are niaddy, thops are chilly, 
there is everywhere the dripping and pattering of wet. 
Eren onr fires are not so eomfortable as they were wont 
to be, and we long for firott and mow again, rather than 
this horrid weather. The wind bowls throngh the house, 
and makes strange noises by night. Windows and doors 
shake and rattle, as if some agonized fiend were struggling 
for an entrance. Then he rides upon the chimney top, 
and yon hear his alternate moan and howl filling your 
chamber, when you lie alone in tiie dark — sleepless, 
waiting for the morning Ught. 

But the season is not altogether without its joys 

either. On fine days, in the country, the hounds are 

out, and the red-coated huntsmen are foil of life. There 

is a bracing air and a clear sky, with just sufficient thaw 

on the ground for the hunters' purpose. There is " the 

aeet," the rousing of the cover, amid the shouting of the 

huntsmen, the cracking of their whips, the howling of the 

; dogs, and the neighing and stamping of the eager horses. 

I A voice breaks from the cover, <' stole away," and you 

I see the fox come skulking steathily out from the ikirt of 

I the coppiee, making off down the hedge-side at a steady 

I pace. The hounds are called away and laid on the scent, 

' the wbipper-in lashing off those that have been caught 

I behind a whin bush, devouring a savoury rabbit which 

they had made their prey. " Tally-ho 1 ho I " sounds 

fcr and near, the field is collected, and away the riders 

go, over hedge and ditch, through mire and puddle, across 

ploughed land and stubble fields, dashing over stone- 

mdls and timber fences, through brooks and streams, 

anywhere and everywhere in their ezdting chase, till at 

last the poor fox is taken, and to be " in at the death," 

and possess the little unsavoury brute's tail, rewards the 

hunter for all his toil. Strange that man should be so 

fond of a hunt, it does not matter of what thing or object, 

— saving perhaps his hat ! But it must be admitted too, 

that the enjoyment of tha fresh air, and the active 

exercise, has no small share in the fox -hunter's joy. 

February also is not without its popular festivals, — 
though these have shrunk into comparative unimportance 
sinoe Catholicism has disappeared from amongst us. The 
ehlef festivals of the Catholic Church are appointed in 
the winter season, as if to lend a greater joy to that 
gloomy time. The Feut of Candlemas, on the 2nd of 
the month, or the Purification of the Virgin, is a festival 
observed by CathoUos with great pomp. There is the 
gPMl bleeaiog of candles on tlMt day for the whole year. 

Then numbers neat of Upen torgc, 

Both mtn and women heare 
To ehttrch, being halowed there witt penpi 

And dreadful words to heaie. 

Like most other religions fisstivals. Candlemas is a snbetitv- 
tion for an old Pagan one — ^the Romans having dedicated 
the month of February to the infernal godsi and practised 
then the ceremony of searching for Cores by night with 
lighted candles. This was the season of the old Carnival 
of Heathen Rome, and it has descended as a great 
popular festival in that city, through all the centuries of 
Christianity, down to the present day. There was, 
perhaps, no slight degree of worldly wisdom in thus 
engrafting the Pagan festivals on the Christian Church, 
when Constantine undertook its patronage as one of his 
great state institutions. There is gveat feasting at 
Carnival time, as a preparation for Lent ; end there used 
also, in England, to be a surfeiting of popular sports, 
sueh as oock-throwing, wrestling, cock-fighting, sbrove- 
tide revels, and such Uke, now altogether disosed. 
Bishop Blidze's Festival, too, has gone; and Shrove- 
Tuesday or Pancake-day is little more than a memory. 
Ash- Wednesday, which this year &lls upon the 13th, is 
the first day of the great forty days' fast, called Lent, 
which has recently, in some degree, been revived in the 
English Church. The old "Festyvall" ritual enjoins 



that " ye shall begyn your fast upon Ashe-Wednesdaye. 
That daye must ye come to holy churche and take ashes 
of the Pieestes hondes, and think on the words well that 
he sayeth over your hedes, Memtnio, homo, quia ctnot 
m : et in e i nere m rmrieris ; have mynde, thou man, of 
ashes thou art oomen, and to ashes thou shalt toume 
agayne." 

Then, on the 14th, comee our old fhvourite St. Valen- 
tine's-day, when Cupid holds high festival, and heavy- 
laden postmen sink beneath a pressure of embarrassments 
not their own. What hearts, stuck through with 
arrows tipt with pink — what doves, and angels decked 
with smiles— what rhymings of "kiss "with "bliss"— 
not to mention those cruder and more satirical devices, 
contrived by ingenious artists for the especial torture of 
solitary old bachelors. Many are the sweet remembrances, 
nevertheless, associated with the day ; many a delicious 
draught of love is then sipped in secret ; and many a 
happy and delicate thought is conjured up and treasured 
in the innermost shrine of memory, 
j The pleasures of the fireside are still cherished through 
the month of February. When we descend to break- 
fast in the morning, the cheerful glow of the fire is most 
grateful, and the sound of the singing urn or homelier 
kettle is music to our ears. What a delight it is to rouse 
up the fire with the valiant poker, beating to pieces a 
huge monster of coal into a thousand shivers, through 
which the fiames burst up in a vehement blaze, furnishing 
the most ardent and lively acknowledgment of the skill 
and vigour of the operator. How snugi to be sipping 
your tea or coffee, while wet pattens are clinking along 
the pavement without, and heavy boots are churning 
their way across the muddy streets. Here you are, aU 
tnug, eonifortabie — words and meanings thoroughly 
English. But the fireside is not less pleasant in the 
twilight and evening hour, especially if you have a 
cheerful helpmate, a eonversible friend, an interesting 
book, or our own " Journal," to entertain you after the 
candles are lit. How our feet cling about the fender ; 
how we enjoy the fire-light after the twilight has stole 
on ; how we watch, at intervals, the aspects of the fire, 
and draw strange mockeries out of the smoke which curls 
above it. And then the hardship of having to tear our- 
selves from the warm and cheerfvd fireside, late at night, 
and the repulsive aspect of the cold sleeping apartment 
above I But we let that picture pass. 

As the month steals on, the days begin to lengthen, 
and the sun to acquire some perceptible warmth. The 
hedges and trees are still black, but the sap is ascending, 
and buds are swelling. The plain is now green with the 
hope of tender grain ; and the ploughman whistles his 
way along the fiurowed field. The birds begin to arrive 
from other climes, to herald in the spring. They chirrup 
and essay to sing, at first in feeble and subdued notes, 
and then in fuller chorus — it is like the tuning of a band 
of instruments before a great burst of music. Of all 
others, the mavis is the loudest in his delight, piping 
forth his melody, without misgiving or fear. The Lark, 
chaffinch, and blackbird, are more modest in their tones. 
The raven first builds faJs nest, towards the close of the 
month. A daisy here and there opens its petals to the 
sun, and the first primrose and first violet now appear ; a 
beautiful patch of clear blue sky is now and then dis- 
cerned, aod we know that the spring is somewhere at 
hand behind the clouds. The bleat of a lamb is heard, 
and the mother is not far off. We fancy that we almost 
feel the breath of the dry March wind, and that Spring 
baa already come. 

The ranbearat on the hedges lie. 

The south wind murmurs, summer oeft ; 
The maids hans out their cloches to dry 

Around the elder-skirted croft : 
A calm of pleasure listens round, 

And almost whisper* Winter by ; 
While hncj dreams of Summer's sound. 
And quiet rapture fiUs the •y: 
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Would ye leftrn the bravest thing 

That man can ever do 7 
Would ye be an uncrowned king, 

Absolute and true / 
Would je seek to emulate 

All we learn in atory, 
Of the moral, just, and great. 

Rich in real glory 7 
Would ye loae much bitter care 

In your lot below 7 
Bravely speak out when and where 

»Tb right to utter *• No." 

Learn to speak this little word 

In its proper place — 
Let no timid doubt be heard. 

Clothed with sceptic grace. 
Let thy lips, without disguise, 

Boldly pour it out ; 
Though a thousand dulcet lies 

Keep hovering about. 
For be sure our hearts would lose 

Future years of woe. 
If our courage could refuse 

The present hour with " No." 

When Temptation's form would luad 

To some pleasant wrong- 
When she tunes her hollow reed 

To the syren's song — 
When she offers bribe, and smile, 

And our conscience feels 
There is nought but shining guile 

In the gifts she deals. 
Then, oh ! then, let courage rise 

To its strongest flow ; 
Show that ye are brave as wise, 

And firmly answer " No." 

Hearts that are too often given. 

Like street merchandise — 
Hearts that like bought slaves are driven 

In fair freedom's guise. 
Ye that poison soul and mind 

With perjury's foul stains, 
Ye who let the cold world bind. 

In joyless marriage chains, 
Be true unto yourselves and Had, 

Let rank and fortune go. 
If love light not the altar spot. 

Let Feeling answer " No." 

Men with goodly spirits blest. 

Willing to do right. 
Yet who stand with wavering breast 

Beneath Persuasion's might, ^ 

When companions seek to taunt 

Judgment into sin ; 
When the loud laugh fain would daunt 

Your better voice within, 
Oh ! be sure ye'U never meet 

More insidious foe ; 
But strike the coward to your fert, 

By Reason's watchword, " No." 

Ah, how many thorns we wreathe. 

To twine our brows around. 
By not knowing when to breathe 

This important sound. 
Many a breast has rued the day 

When it reckoned less 
Of fruits upon the moral " Na>" 

Than flowers upon the " Yes." 
Many a sad repentant thought 

Turns to " long ago," 
When n luckless fate was wrought 

By waut of saying " No." i 



Few have learnt to apeak this word 

When it tkould be spoken, 
Resolution u deferred 

Vows to virtue broken. 
More of courage is required 

This one word to say. 
Than to stand where ahots are fired 

In the battle fray. 
Use it fitly, and ye'U see 

Many a lot below, 
2Xay be schooled and nobly nded 

By power to utter " No." 



Eliza Cook* 



DIAMOND DUST. 

Fkak is seldom of use, but caution is always safe. l!b 
take prudent care is the property of a wise man ; but 
idle fear generally increases the danger which it is so 
anxious to avoid. 

Bbttbe live down than reply to the calumnies of onr 
enemies. 

Good listeners are like good housekeepers, they make 
use of everything^ 

The prosperity of others is the alarm-bell of ambittous 
people. 

No mortal can be happy in every thing and in every 
place ; there ever is some want or deficiency in life's 
household. 

Good sense is an excellent tapestry, which gives won- 
derful satisfaction when properly displayed and exhi- 
bited. 

A rooL is of service to a wise man, but learns nothing 
from him. 

Physic for the most part, is nothing else but the sub- 
stitute of exercise or temperance. 

The regard we show economy is like that we show an 
old aunt, who is to leave us something at last. 

Nothing moves the masses more than the exhibition 
of deep feeling. It s)>eaks a language which the very 
humblest can understand, and challenges a response 
which not even the most callous are disposed to withhold. 

Youth, enthusiasm, and affection, resemble three days 
of spring time ; let us not, therefore, complain of thdr 
short duration, but endeavour to enjoy them. 

Blamb not before you examine the truth : understand 
first, and then rebuke. 

CoauETTE. — A young lady of more beauty than sense 
— more accomplishments than learning — more charms of 
person than graces of mind — more admirers than friends 
— more fools than wise men for attendants. 

Avarice and vanity are the principal elements of all 
evil. 

Neither act nor speak ill, though free from witnesses* 
Learn to stand more in awe of thyself than of others. 

When the fox preaches, beware of your geese. 

Were perfection itself on a throne, courtiers would still 
find means to flatter it. 

The secret of making ourselves amiable is to love. 

True feelings and real sorrows open our eyes to the 
full detection of those that are the spurious product of 
ennui or affectation, and enable us to see distinctly into 
the hypocrisy of others' hearts, by putting them to the 
test of a comparison with our own. 
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WORK AND WAIT. 

To work eamestlj with ■ pnrpoae, and to w«it patiently 
for the leaultB, is the chsncter of the tniE labourer. The 
greatest of all Uhourera in the Geld of human improve- 
meat tuiTS worked od in the face of enecis, insults, and 
opposition of all kinds, aatiified with doing the work set 
them to do. They had faith in their work ; Ihej sowed^ 
their troth, as it were, beneath the winter's mow, hut 
tbey knew it wna not lost, and would yet ppring up in 
due season. And the harrest at last came, and the truth 
i bore a thousand-fold, though the sower thereof had long 
gone to bia rest. Thus it is that tbe mighty thoughts 
sown by the aages of old, have entered into the being, 
and become part of the daily life of the men now living. 
All men who labour for ■ high purpose are labourers 
for the future more than for the present. The seed they 
■ow faUi into young minds, and germinate! there. It 
lives, and is carried down the tide of time ; is thrown on 
lomo fertile shore, where it shoots forth into verdure; 
and thus no truth is lost that has once been promulgated 
among men. Like the grains of wheat hid in the hand 
of the Egyptian mummy, it contains vitality enongh to 
make it shoot forth again and grow vigorously, even 
thousandi of years alUr. The wise man will, therefore, 
wait, haYing faith in the vitality of the truth he has 
taught and enForced. 

It ia the mark of the common labourer to be impa- 
tient. He eipecta to see the fruits of hia work grow up 
under hia feet, and to gather them aa soon as the seeds 
an Bown. He will not give natoie time to do her work, 
nor allow the genial nins and sunahine to perform their 
office. Nature does nothing by jerks or leaps, in either 
the phyncal or the moral world. We must he content 
to wait, and wait patiently, having faith that the 
apting and the harvest will duly follow the sowing of 
the seed. If the sower does not himself gather the fruits 
of his sowing, let him have faith that at least his chitdren 
wilL 

Lafontaiue, in one of his bcnntifiil fables, makes certain 
young men ridicule an old patriarch of fourscore, 
gaged in planting au avenue of young trees, which, they 
told him, he would never live to see as high as his head. 
"Well," he replied, "Und what of that? If fheir 
Aada aflbrd m* no pleasure, it may atfhrd pleasure t 



children, and even to yon ; and therefore, the planting of 
them gives me pleasure." Here is an eiemplificatiOD of 
the disinterested labourer, working for the happiness of 
B, and to supply them with some means of enjoy- 
ment, thoagh he himself can never expect to share it- 
all measures of human culture, man ought to wait 
patiently, but never despairingly. How slowly is tho 
young mind developed. How gradually are its powers 
.nfolded hy culture even the most careful. Bnt time, 
patience, and labour, at last have their influence; lea- 
oft reiterated, — eiamples daily set, — at length lell 
upon the youthful nature, which grows up moulded and 
influeaeed by tbem : the lessons and examples becoma 
ibodied in their lives, and are carried down to posterity, 
swelling the ever-accumulating civilization of the race. 
It ought to bo a great consolation for a man who has 
exercised the virtue of self-denial for the sake of his 
children I who ha?, for their education, it maybe, stinted 
himself in the supply of his own creature comforts, that 
these children will grow up with coltivaled minds, and 
with increased capadties of happiness and usefulness 
hereafter. 

" A little while agone, back in the winter-time, a fellow- 
workmau lay upon hia death-bed ; but in death, as in life, 
his thoughts were of his children, and hia cry was, ' Hy 
poor Willy, my poor Mary ! What will become of 
them ? ' And friends came— and the minister amongst 
them — and, with the grief gurgling in their throats, 
tried to administer peace and consolation to the dying 
man, but in vun ; — between himself and consolation ha 
saw his pale-faced children (athnleas 1 At last, one friend 
came and said, ' Fear not, yon leave them a rich legacy ; 
rest assnred your teachings will not be forgotten; the 
seed you have sown will not be lost : and your books — 
which to you have been such boosebold gods— will be 
the same to them, and open thdr minds, and through 
them minister lovingly to the great God of alH* 'Oh, 
peace! conaolation ! ' said the dying man, and he spoke 
no more. Would that every working man, whose hour 
was come, had as rich a legacy to leave." • 

Workers for the public cause have often to work and 
wait still more patiently, and with less hope of immediate 
recompense or resoK. It is not every rasn who, like 
John Howard, or Rowland Hill, sees his great reform 
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adopted during his own life«time. Yet, of even Howard's 
great labours we are still reaping the ptrofita — ^they are 
not all gathered in yet. Mark the noble life of that man. 
Animated by a great purpose, which engrossed his whole 
thoughts — ^nothing could divert him from his grand ob- 
ject: the idea of ameliorating the condition of the 
prisoner seized hold of his entire powers, and dung to 
him like a destiny. He had taken up his work, and he 
determined to persevere with it. This unconquerable 
resolution— disdainful of ease, of pleasure, of opposition, 
and of danger — carried him stoutly onward. His calm, 
yet intense constancy of action, became the habitual pas- 
sion of his mind, and every day saw him nearer to the 
realization of his object. He worked, and waited. Large 
was the measure of his success during his life ; but still 
larger was it after his death. What he could not, living, 
accomplish, he calmly left to the dif posal of Providence, 
having conscientiously done the f> /rk he was appointed 
to do. And the seed he sowed <vas not lost, but has 
iinoe sprung up abundantly in all civilized countries. 

Clarkson sowed the seed of slave abolition : he was 
satisiied, — ^and great triumph assuredly it was for him, — 
to see slavery abolished throughout tiie British empire. 
But the great consummation has yet to come. Look at 
the seed of commercial freedom, sown by Adam Smith 
in that dingy old university of Glasgow about seventy 
years ago ; we are only beginning to reap its fruits now. 
How many prolific seeds were sown by Milton and the 
writers of the Commonwealth two hundred years ago, of 
which we have already many fruits, — ^in free and unli- 
censed printing, hberty of worship, tne institutions, 
and the rights of men. Our Peace Missionaries are now 
sowing seeds, which will yet yield fruits full of bliss and 
prosperity to all people. Let them work, and wait ; 
their triumph will come; neither censure nor sneers will 
suffice to obstruct and put down the truth they are pro- 
pagating. Men who are possessed by a great idea cah 
work on without approbation s the sanction of their own 
heart and judgment, the unwritten law of man's better 
nature, and the written law of God's word, are to 
them beyond all meaner considerations; it is enough 
fbr them, the conriction that their truth will yet rise 
invincible above the derision and the opposition of the 
worid. ^ 

Every indiridual, however humble, has a work iet 
y m to do in the sphere in which he moves. He is to be 
& profitable labourer for his species as well as for him- 
self. No man in the imiverse stands alone; he is 
always a necessary and component part of a system of 
mutaal dependencies. He lives not fbr himself, but for 
others also. The destiny of the moral world is contin- 
gent, in a greater or less degree, on the influence which he 
exerts in it ; whether it be good or whether it be evil. 
He either increases or diminishes the human happiness of 
his own time, as well as of succeeding times, — for no man 
dies utteriy out of the world. Even on earth he is im- 
mortaL His influence descends, through his family or 
through his associates, and survives among human kind 
for ever. The civilization — ^the moral concUtion — of this 
day, consists of the accumulated experiences of all past 
ages ; and so upon the conduct of living men now will 
depend the condition of the generation who are to suc- 
ceed us. Living man forms the current which runs 
between the remote past and the distant future. 

The humblest has some place which he calls Home. 
There he exercises a mighty influence. Most important 
it is that such influence be duly exercised. " Do the 
duty that lies nearest you," is the maxim on which every 
one may act, beginning with the home, and extending 
the sphere of operations outwards in a wider circle, untU 
the whole world is compassed. The very humblest indi- 
vidual may thus be an useful agent of progress, and thus 
dignify any station of life. Let man follow his best 
iiistinct8<^those of his heart and consdenoe — and the 



result will be gain to himself, and gain to all. The uni- 
verse can dispense with no man's work ; the honest efforts 
of all are needed, to carry the race onward in knowledge 
and happiness. Let every man therefore work earnestly 
and truthfully in his sphere, and wait with patience, in 
the assurance that the fruits of his labour will not be 
denied him, and that, if he himself do not gather them, 
at least, they will be the legacy of his children, and hi& 
children's children, through all time. 



SONG OF THE POOR TEACHER. 

Oh t Mk not why I look bo sad — ^wby seem lo ill at test ; 
Fain would I drire away the care that dweUeth in my breast. 
Fain would I smile with merry smiles, and speak with careless joy. 
But silent grief, alas I will come, and all my hopes destroy. 

Oh I hast thou known a happy home, the love that lingers there ; 
The soft, deep sense of holy peace that soothes eadi childish care ; 
The sacred spell that gathers round the quiet, dear fireside. 
Where yearning hearts for erer beat to love's unfailing tide ? 

I miss a Cather's gentle word, a mother's anxious tone, 
A thousand oft regretted joys I once could call my own. 
I miss the rippling of the stream, the wild birds in the trees, 
The beauty of the woodland flowers, the music of the breeze. 

The memory of the past is strong, and mighty to the mind, 

That conjures up the sccnea of old, the joys we're left behind ; 

And, oh I when link'd with home and lore, with innocence and 
youth, 

No power can stem its silent tide, or bear, immov'd, its truth. 

The memory of the past will come, witii strong and solemn power. 
With all the magic hopes and dreams of many a brighter hour. 
Its spell is mighty, yet it fills the breast with silent woe. 
Renews the throbbings of my heart, and bids my tean to flow. 

Arthur Bollakik 



THE PRESTONS. 

I. 

"MoTBSR, I think I shall be able to get the entire 
bonnet for ten shillings ; do yott think my &ther would 
let me have it?" 

" 1 don't know, my dear, whether to ask htm this 
week or not. He gave me a sovereign this morning, and 
told me that I was not to expect any more until next 
Monday, when he hoped to receive some money from a 
gentieman at Conlton." 

"I wish men would think more reasonably about wo- 
men's dress," exclaimed another of the daughters, who, 
with their mother, were sitting round a work-table in a 
small sitting-room. " I am sure it is too bad that vo 
shotdd be grudged every shilling, while my fiither and 
James get everything that tiiey require." A 

"You forget, Matilda," replied her mother, a mild 
and patient-looking woman of middle age, " You forget 
that the credit of the family depends partiy on the 
appearance of your hither and elder brother. They are 
obliged to go out and be seen, and they must not look 
shabby. We need not visit unless we please, and by oar 
self-denial and economy we can assist in enabling tiiMaa 
to look respectable. I am sure you are all of yOu wilfing 
to help your father in this way." 

" Oh yes. Mamma, since so it is obliged to be," said 
another of the five daughters. " But I would give any. 
thing to be able to dress a littie better. Oh I if 
father would but let us earn money for oursdves ! " 

" My dear, we have often talked to him about it» axkd 
he never would allow us to entertain the scheme. We 
have done all that we could. We are now living^ es 
economically as possible; let us be content to wait and 
see how things mU. turn out. We shall not always l»e in 
this state, I hope." 
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They were a struggling family, the PrestoiiB ; and felt 
their privations the more keenly, because, within the 
memory of three or four of the daughters, they had been 
provided with every comfort of life, and some of its 
luxuries. This made the practice of the now necessary 
prudence in their expenditure exceedingly irksome, 
especially to the gayer spirits among them. One or two 
had profited by the discipline, and found more happiness 
in the self-denial and usefulness than they formerly ex- 
peQenced in a comparatively idle and unimportant 
existence. These concurred with their excellent mother 
in restraining the murmurs of the rest. 

The evening after the foregoing conversation, Mr. 
Preston assembled his family together, and confided to 
them a new misfi)rtune which had befallen him, which 
would greatly embarrass his circumstances for some years 
to come. After detailing the peculiar features of the case ; 
"My dear children," he continued, "you now under- 
stand my position. Economically as we have lately 
subsisted, we must make a further reduction in our ex- 
penditure. I wish to consult you as to the best means 
of so doing. Are you willing to exert yourselves to 
assist your dear mother and me ? " 

" Yes, Papa," heartily cried they all. 

" But," said Sophia, after a moment's reflection, " I 
do not see how we can do anything more than we have 
done lately. We have denied ourselves everything." 

" We wash all at home, without a washerwoman ;" 
said Blrs. Pkeston. " We have only two servanto for thu 
large fiunily ; we make all our clothing at home, dresses 
not excepted ; we buy with ready money, at the dieapest 
rate. What more oan we do, James ?" 

" There is yet something more, my dear, together with 
our removing to a house in the country at a much lower 
rent, and the plans of economy which we shall there be 
able to put in practice would reduce our expenditure to 
the extent required." 

" And what is that, &ther V asked James. 

" To wait upon ourselves." 

Iliere was a blank silence during this proposal. The 
Misses Preston had been delicately nurtured, their hands 
had been unhardened by roug^ work, their muscular 
strength was undeveloped. They each and all felt 
assured that it was almost impossible to do what their 
lather required ot them. Mary, a delicate girl of fifteen, 
and the youngest of the fiunily except little Johnny, 
bunt into tears; while the mother looked upon her 
childFen with deep commiseration. 

" Oh I Papa," exclaimed Matilda and Sophia in one 
breath," do, do allow us to go into situations, and so 
lessen the family, and provide for ourselves. Many do 
■0, why should not we ? In that case you could still 
retain one sennant for the hard work." 

" My dear girls," replied their father, " you know what 
an objection I have to young women leaving the 
parsntal roof. No, no, let us all keep together while we 
can. Better be your own servanto than the slaves of 
oUiers." 

But Papa 
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My dear children you will very much oblige me by 
trying my plan. You will not find house-work so dis- 
agreeable as you anticipate. Besides, you will have the 
happy consciousness that you are relieving your anxious 
father from a heavy burden, and making him happy 
under a severe trial, and this will support you amid aU 
your toils." 

The days passed rapidly away with the Prestons, in 
reducing their plans to practice, and a few weeks beheld 
them in occupation of their cottage in the country. The 
loveliness of the scenery, the fresh nature which sur- 
rounded them, the sights and sounds of rural life, so new 
to the town-bred family, and so various, might well have 
compensated for the labour and self-denial within doors. 
About this time I went to pay them my annual visit, for 



I was not considered an intruder, having known them 
intimately throughout the yearb of their diminishing 
prosperity. The first evening after my arrival passed off 
well ; the girls, delighted to see me, were neatly dressed 
and in high spirits, and performed their lighter duties 
with dispatch and id>ility. We had music and singing, 
the father sitting by with a book in his hand, the mother 
busily engaged in knitting stockings, while quiet little 
Johnny amused himself wi&i a dissected map. 

The next morning arose cloudily. I heard sounds of 
contention on all sides. Matilda would not get up when 
she was called ; Sophia refused to prepare the breakfast, 
though poor Margaret, whose duty it was, was suffering 
from a racking headache. " No," said the disobliging 
girl, " it was not her business. She had to do her work 
just the same, however poorly she might feel. It was too 
bad of Margaret to have a headache just that day, when 
she knew how busy they were going to be." Poor 
Margaret went about with her patient, pale face, doing as 
well as she could ; and at lenglJi her mother, noticing her 
languid look, desired her to lie down until she felt better. 
Matilda took up a book soon after breakfast, and Anne 
sat down to her sewing, and needed many remonstrances 
before she would put it away, and attend to more im- 
portant duties first. 

I soon perceived that the only ones who really tried to 
do their duty were Margaret and little Mary. The other 
three would have been far better from home, assisting 
their father in some way more congenial to their disposi- 
tions. As, however, the old gentleman had a fixed idea 
on the subject, to dispel which would have demanded 
greater powers of argument and persuasion than I was 
possessed of, the only resource left was to try to convince 
his daughters of the necessity of giving their hearto to 
their work, such as it was, and laying aside all selfish 
feeling. I accordingly, after a scrambling dinner, invited 
the three delinquents to teke a walk with me. Our way 
lay along a green lane, with raised causeways on either 
side. The high banks were clothed with a profusion of 
wild flowers, while the untrimmed hedges above were 
luxurious with roses and honeysuckles. The day was 
excessively hot, and we were glad to arrive at the end of 
the winding lane, and to ascend a turfy eminence, at the 
summit of which we could repose beneath the shelter of 
embowering trees, and view at our leisure the lovely 
variegated country beneath. Here arose the slender 
spire of the village church ; there, the mansion of a noble 
lord, who owned the fair domain around ; a clear river 
wound ito peaceful way through the valley, at our feet ; 
and beyond, in purple distance, towered the lofty hills 

of . Impressed by the quiet beauty of the scene, 

we were silent for some momente. At length I roused 
myself to speak. 

" My dear young friends," I said, " how happy is 
your lot to Uve in so sweet a place as this ! I, who 
come from a dirty and crowded manufacturing town, 
could almost find it in my heart to envy you, notwith- 
stending the trials which brought you hither." 

" Oh I dear Sarah," exclaimed Sophia, " bow can 
you talk of envying such wretohed creatures as we 
are?" 

" But, my love, what makes you so wretohed ? You 
axe still together ; you have a kind father and mother, 
youth and health, books and music." 

" I know it; but still there is this continual drudgery. 
What pleasure can we have in each other, when wo can 
scarcely ever all sit together, as we used to do ; what 
delight in music, when we are too tired to practise ; what 
profit in books, when we are more inclin^ to doze than 
to read after our fatigues ? " 

'* But you played and sang weU last night, and I saw 
two or three new books upon the teble." 

" One can't forget one's accomplishments all at once, 
but in another year you will see the difference ; and as 
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for the books, seldom indeed do we get through one ; 
Papa and James have all the reading of those." 

*' Yes," said Matilda, " all might appear very well 
last night, when yon had just come, and we were doing 
our best to entertain you. But I am afraid yon will be 
sadly tired of our ways before you haTO been with us a 
week." 

"Oh! our backs ache so, you have no idea," said 
Anne; "and we scarcely ever walk out to enjoy the 
beautiful scenery, our poor legs are so tired with going 
up and down stairs." 

" And look at our hands," said the other two ; " are 
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these like young ladies* fingers ? 

" Certainly not, my dears ; but you must lay aside all 
considerations of that kind now, and see whether you 
cannot, by being more liardy, and dividing the work 
better, diminish your fatigues ; and, above all things, pull 
well together. No wonder that you are all tired, when 
there is such irregularity as I witnessed this morning." 

" I don't think it will ever be better," said Sophia, 
" so long as we have work to do that we hate." 

" But Margaret and Mary say nothing. How do they 
like it?" 

" Oh ! they are such tame creatures, they will put up 
with anything." 

" Does it not sometimes strike you, my dears, that 
their tameness, as you call it, enables them to accom- 
plish much more than you, with all your spirit and 
energies ? " 

" Yes; but for all that we would not be like them. If 
they and my mother would have joined us in standing 
out against this scheme of doing without servants, my 
father would have been obliged to allow us to seek situa- 
tions. And I would rather bear a great deal of genteel 
misery than all this rough work." 

" You think too much of gentility, as you call it, my 
dear Sophia. It is often but a vulgar thing. Yet I agree 
with you so far, that peoples' tastes, and the way in wliich 
they have been reared, ought to be consulted in their em- 
ployments. But, as in your case, your inclinations cannot 
be gratified, without direct disobedience towards your 
father, who is firm in his determination, your truest wis- 
dom consists in making the best of existing circum- 
stances. Besides, I understand that it is only for a limited 
period that you will be obliged to act as your o^ 
servants." 

" So our father said at first, but who can tell ? James 
does not think that things are going on any better, and 
we may have to slave for years. Oh ! dear Sarah, do, 
do persuade our father to listen to reason. You have 
much influence with him; use it in our behalf." 

" I will not promise to have any talk with him about 
your wishes just now, Matilda. I want you first to try 
what taking my advice will effect." 

I counselled them to the best of my ability, and they, 
with some reluctance, promised compliance. The sun 
was now descending in the heavens ; the cows were low- 
ing on their way from the pasture to their evening milking ; 
aU warned us that we must begin to think of returning. 
Little Johnny came shouting along the lane, and we went 
to meet him, Anno taking his hand and racing along 
almost as much of a child as himself. There was an air 
of renewed cheerfulness visible in our party, and I dared 
to hope that already my words had produced a salutary 
effect, and had awakened a spirit of perseverance in the 
failing, and of hope in the despondent. 

We all sat down to tea in high good humour, and en- 
joyed, with a true country appetite, the fresh brown bread 
and new-churned butter, which, together with coffee and 
crisp water-cresses, composed our homely and abundant 
fare. When the tea-things had been washed up and put 
away, we watered the garden, which Jamed and Johnny 
kept in excellent order; after which we dismissed the 
gentlemen, old and young, who joined Mrs. Preston in 



the house; while we six spinsters, including Margaret 
and Mary, whom we admitted Into our conclave, gathered 
together in a pleasant arbour, and employed the remain- 
der of the evening, as long as it was light, writing out 
precepts for the future guidance of my pupils. At the 
head of these smaller and more technical rules were des- 
tined to appear, in James's best caligraphy, those whidi I 
call my four golden maxims, and which, although they 
have already shone amid the " Diamond Dust," I shall 
one day publish separately, for the especial use and benefit 
of the housewives of England. 

The remainder of my visit passed not unprofitably. I 
had the satisfaction of seeing my young friends gradually 
improving, and I left them, with many hopes expressed 
on both sides that, upon the occasion of my next visit, 
I should find matters in a still more promising condition. 
The whole party escorted me to the railway station, and 
stood on the platform until the train was out of sight, 
which rapidly whirled me back, over hill and dale, to my 
smoky residence in the town of . ; 

IL 

During the next six months, I had the pleasure of re- 
ceiving several letters firom my three young friends, telling 
me of their gradual improvement and increasing interest 
in their household duties. Still there were times when 
a kind of despondency was visible, espedally in Anne's 
epistles, and / began to fear that her constitution would 
never be able to accustom itself to continual bodiJy 
exertion. At length the letters ceased altogether, and I 
was about to write and inquire the cause of their unusual 
silence, when I received the following hasty somwl : — 

" Come to US immediately, dearest Sarah. You, who 
have been so true a friend in our adversity, come and 
rejoice with us on the dawning of our prosperity. I 
have a great secret to tell yon. One of us is — ^now 
guess what. Do you give it up ? Well, then, one of us 
is — going to be married ! Now, who do you think is the 
fair candidate for matrimonial honours ? Not Mary, you 
will say, she is too young. Nor is it Matilda; she is — 
too idle. Yes, Sarah, too idle. For, though she has 
lately been a good girl with her work, thanks to you, yet 
she is still far too indolent for so very extra an exertion 
as that of getting married. Not Sophia — she cares for 
nobody, and nobody cares for her. Not your humble 
servant — ^not I, indeed. Well, now you know who it is. 
Giood Margarel^ dear, useful, quiet Margaret, ha^, indeed, 
found a man with good sense enough to appreciate her 
solid virtues, and qualities to win her love. And the 
wedding day is to be celebrated in ten days, and we are 
to have a servant in her place ! Yon will give up all 
other engagements and come immediately, will you not? 
We could not enjoy the festival, without the preeence ef 
our dear friend and benefactress. 

" Your most affectionate, 

" Anicb." 

I lost no time in arranging my affahrs, so as to admit 
of an immediate journey. During my rapid transit by 
the North Midland Railway, I employed the silent hours 
in conjecturing how all this had come about. When I 
arrived at the station, near the residence of my friends, a 
group of happy Taces were awaiting my appearance, uid 
I received a most hearty welcome. We had a cold walk, 
for the snow lay thick upon the ground, and the north 
wind blew chilly over the hills ; but we soon came within 
sight of the pretty cottage, and could see the bright fire 
of the snug sitting-room beaming a kindly reception 
through mist and darkness. I was late, for the gentlemeii 
were already arrived, and James came to the door to meet 
us, his round good-humoured face beaming with unwonted 
animation. 

" Well, Miss Sarah," said he, " a nice part of the day 
you have chosen for your journey. You must have beeo 
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nearly frozen to death. Why did you not come by an 
early train ?*' 

*' I never answer young gentlemen when they ask im- 
pertinent questions/' replied I, laughing. " Your 
si3ters here are too glad to see me to care what train I 
come by." 

" Indeed we are/' said Anne. " Come, dear Sarahs 
come into the room. Papa is waiting to see you." 

** Stay a moment until I pull off these great thick 
boots ; they are all clogged with snow. But where is 
your Mamma ? " 

Mrs. Preston was in tke kitchen superintending the 
preparations for tea ; so, after paying her a short visit, 
we went into the sitting-room to Mr. Preston, and re- 
mained around the fire discoursing of many things; 
but by mutual consent avoiding more interesting topics 
until afterwards. 

After tea, the young ladies drew me into the kitchen, 
this being the only place where we could enjoy a little of 
our private talk, and the advantage of a fire besides. 
James being denied admittance, I was soon rendered au 
fait of all that had passed within the last two months. 
Margaret's bridegroom-elect was a gentleman-farmer, 
who liad been smitten by her pretty face at church, and 
who, upon further acquaintance, became still more en- 
amoureid of her domestic virtues and sweet temper. It 
was an excellent match, in a worldly point of view ; but 
this, Margaret declared, had not influenced her decision 
in the least, and I believed her. I had never thought 
much of her appearance before ; but now, as she sat in 
the glow of the fire-light, her meek head bashfully droop- 
ing, and her gentle eyes cast down, while a faint tinge of 
crimson coloured her delicate cheek, I really felt the young 
farmer was justified in his admiration. 

After the first excitement of my visit had subsided^ I 
turned my attention to observing the effect of my rules. 
I was exceedingly pleased to perceive that one of them 
at least had been carried out, as far as the imperfection 
of human nature would allow. There were now few of 
those wordy quarrels that had formerly disturbed the 
peace of the household every day. Occasionally a sharp 
word or two would be spoken, but the offender was in- 
stantly called to order, and usually received the reproof 
in good part. There was also a great improvement in 
method and order, and a growing kindness towards the 
deficient; while in all but poor Anne, who often looked 
weary, Uie physical capacity appeared to have increased 
with practice. To Mary, whom I had always considered 
so little and delicate, neither ot these epithets was now 
applicable, for she had grown tall and stout, and gave 
promise of being a very fine woman. I do not think that 
hard work would have done the same for the sisters in a 
town ; but in combination with the purity of the air, 
and the quiet and regular manner of their life, it had 
been beneficial to the sounder constitutions among them. 

There are constitutions as well as souls that, in the 
ordinary butterfly existence of a mere young lady, never 
reach the full development of their energies. Ye, who 
are f^ee to labour, with body or mind, in the way best 
suited to your individual capacities, thank God for your 
liberty, leave indolence and frivolity to the slaves of a 
false world, and go on your way rejoicing, unfettered by 
the conventionalities of fashion ; ye sliall daily obtain 
more light, and approach nearer to that perfection of ex- 
istence at which our race, in a more earnest and pure 
age, are surely destined to arrive. The prophet descries 
that glorious era from afiur ; but, alas ! like his prototype 
on PUgah, he dies ; and his hopes shall be fulfilled, when 
the heart firom which they sprang lies in an unremembered 
grave. 

I was much pleased with Leonard Moore. He was a 
most favourable specimen of the gentleman-iarmer. Tall, 
robust, high-spirited, and generous-hearted ; he was the 
Tery husband for gentle, ^creet Margaret Preston, to 



lean upon in life and love unto death. He had, too, a 
fund of affectionate gaiety — an irrepressible bubbling- 
over of light spirits, that would have cheered the most 
drooping temperament, and won a smile from black-stoled 
melancholy herself. The lovers used to walk out together 
in those dusky winter afternoons, heedless of frost or 
sleety shower, and return with well-soaked feet and 
splashed garments, from their rambles in the wood, or 
along the lanes filled with half-melted snow — very foolish 
we elders considered it, to run the risk of colds or rheu- 
matism, but very lover-like too. So we allowed them to 
take their chance, well pleased to see our Margaret's 
cheek each day acquiring a brighter hue, her eyes a keener 
lustre. 

Occasionally, they invited two or three of the others to 
go with them, and it was on one of these occasions that 
I was left alone vrith Mrs. Preston. We had been silently 
stitching away at our work, for some minutes, when my 
friend, raising her head, suddenly exclaimed—^' I could 
not have believed it I" 

" What? dear Mrs. Preston." 

'*' That we should ever again be so happy as we are 



now. 



II I 



After sorrow cometh joy, 
After nigbt the morning.' " 



" Yes, but in the state to which we were reduced, 
with losses behind and privations before us, it was not 
easy to think upon comfort, — and faith itself deserted 
me. 

Mrs. Preston then gave me a detailed account of what 
I had heard only in Augments from the young people. I 
was delighted to find that there were substantial reasons 
for believing that Mr. Preston would soon regain more 
than his former position. We were still conversing upon 
this pleasing topic, when the sound of merry voices, and 
the banging-to of the garden-gate, announced the return 
of the young party. Mary passed the window, running 
at full speed, to escape the vigorous snow-balling of 
Master Leonard, while Margaret and the rest followed, 
laughing. 

The important day was now close at hand. I had been 
for some time in secret communication with a friend in 
the town where I resided, the result of which at length 
(i^clared itself in the shape of a large parcel that arrived 
by railway, and was opened in presence of the whole 
family, bridegroom-elect included. It was found to con- 
tain the following articles : — 

A fashionable green and purple shot-silk mantle, for 
the bride. 

Four pretty scarfs, for the sisters. 

Four purple cashmere dresses, for ditto. 

And a few necessary articles of adornment for myself. 

I had noticed that the young hidies had been very 
sparing in their preparations for the approaching cere- 
mony. They had intended to furbish up some of their 
old things, which I considered all too common for so im- 
portant an oacasion, as that of the first wedding in the 
family. The bridegroom was unaccustomed to ladies' 
dress, and had no notion whatever on the subject. With 
the father and brother, neatness was everything, and that 
can be attained to perfection in a printed dress. Mrs. 
Preston was equally indifferent ; so I found myself, in a 
manner, compelled to take the affair into my own hands. 
I had ascertained that the bridegroom intended to present 
his Uuly with a Brussels lace veil, and also that a pale, 
stone-coloured satinet was making for her, at the nearest 
market-town, and a plain white-drawn bonnet of corded 
silk ; so I had considered that, with the addition of a 
delicate mantle of the latest fashion, she would do very 
well. Great was the joy, and many were the excla- 
mations with which' my timely present was greeted ; 
and the dresses were immediately sent to Margaret's 
milliner to make up. 

The morning of the wedding we all rose by candle- 
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light, but as the day dawned, it was fonnd to promise ex- 
ceedingly well. The ground was hard with frost, and as 
the mist dispersed, the sun lighted up everything with a 
sparkling radiance. Poor Margaret was bustled up, and 
stood shivering and pale in the midst of a host of eager 
attendants, who would scarcely permit her even to raise 
a hand for herself. Leonard had lent us his housekeeper 
for the occasion — a steady-looking, motherly lady she was 
— and she lighted a fire in Margaret's bedroom, and 
brought us coffee up stairs ; while Johnny made himself 
exceedingly busy with all that he ought to have let alone. 

At length Margaret was ready for inspection ; and 
almost at the same moment the lover arrived, spruce in a 
new black coat, dark grey inexpressibles, and an em- 
broidered .white cashmere waistcoat. Margaret looked 
really lovely ; her paleness had given way to a flush of 
timidity and excitement, and her downcast eyes had that 
startled-fawn look about them, that is so touchtngly beau- 
tiful. Her grave &tber gazed upon his favourite daughter 
with a smile of paternal gratification, and the mother 
clasped her in her arms, while a few tears found their 
way down her placid countenance. Leonard stood by, 
his manly features beaming with affection ; and the sister- 
bridesmaids were not content without adding a touch 
here and another there to a toilet that already appeared 
perfection. But the hour was at hand ; and we must not 
keep the clergyman waiting ; so, as no one of the family 
was to be left behind we all set off together in an irre- 
gular procession through the fields, leaving the woman 
before-mentioned to keep house until our return. 

The village church was a venerable building almost 
covered with ivy, which, now that the snow hung thick 
upon it, jutted out in all manner of fantastic shapes. We 
found the clergyman already arrived and expecting us. 
The ceremony was gone through very calmly, without 
faintings or tears. Margaret played her part of bride 
to admiration, and Leonard never appeared to greater 
advantage, as his deep voice uttered the solemn words of 
the service. James was serious and attentive in his capa- 
city of groom's-man; and the bridesmaids formed a 
pretty group, as they stood around in their handsome 
dresses and scarfs, and their rice-straw bonnets trimmed 
with delicate wreaths of myrtle. 

When the congratulating, and kissing, and signing ih 
the vestry were over, we returned home to a comfortable 
breakfast, after which the young couple prepared to set 
off on their short tour. This is ever a trying moment for 
the bride ; and so it proved to poor Margaret, who had 
to be almost torn from the ardent embraces of her mother 
and sisters, who now wept unrestrainedly. The sweet 
girl kissed her father and brothers, and then was led away 
to a pretty phaeton ordered for the occasion. We all 
stood on the door-steps, notwithstanding the intense cold, 
, until we could no longer hear the sound of the carriage- 
wheels on the dry frosty ground, and then went into the 
house with that strange, lonely feeling which nothing but 
parting with the beloved can give. 

The evening passed in pleasant, though solemn retro- 
spection, and with the parting prayer for the dear travel- 
lers, was mingled a thanksgiving for the means by which 
some of us had been brought to find our happiness in 
conten^ent and duty. 

" SwMt are the xun of adrenity." 



ADVANTAGB8 OF BREVITY. 

We frequently fill into error and foUy, not because 
the true principles of action are not known, but because, 
for a time, they are not remembered ; and he may there- 
fore be justly numbered among the benefactors of man- 
kind, who contracts the great rules of life into short sen- 
tences, that may be easily impressed on the memory, and 
taught, by frequent recollection, to recur habitually to 
the mind. 



I WANT TO GO HOMB. 

" I WAKT to go home t" Muth a weary child, 

That hath loat ita way in atraying ; 
Ye may try hi vain to cahn ita feara, ' 
Or wipe from ita eyea the blioding tean, 

It looka in your face, atill saying— 
*'I'wantto go home I" 

" I want to go home 1" saith a fair young bride, 

In anguiib of ipirit praying ; 
Her chosen bath broken the silrer cord — 
Hath spoken a harah and cruel word. 

And she now, alas I is saying — 
" I want to go home I" 

*' I want to go home 1" saith the weaiy aoid, 

Ever earnest thus 'tis praying ; 
It weepeth a tear — heaveth a ugh — 
And upward glanceth with streaming eye 

To its promised rest, atill saying-^ 
*' I want to go home I" 

RicHAno Cos. 



HISTORICAL JOTTINGS ON WILD FLOWERS. 

Man's heart is the receptacle of nature's outward and 
visible expressions. His soul is ever a partaker of the 
riches of her hymeneal feasts. Nature speaks through 
his outward perceptions to his inward being, and thereby 
kindles a holy fire in his breast. In rugged times, men 
received the simple outward teachings of nature, but as 
they grew in wisdom and experience, they found new 
thoughts, and discovered new inlets to her secluded sanc- 
tuaries, and educed a foreshadowing of their destiny in 
the forms and symbols of the matenal world. As gene- 
rations have followed in succession, new hopes and desires 
have had their birth in the hearts of men ; and a sympathy 
with stars, and skies, and trees, and flowers, has been 
bom within them. Then the hosts of heaven are 
grouped into all possible kinds of shapes and fancied re- 
semblances of ideas and facts ; and men learn to write 
their history upon the spangled archway of the night. And 
so, in the course of countless ages, stars and trees, and 
streams and flowers, became linked to the events of the 
passing time, and bound up with the daily life of humanity 
by the closest of ties. Hence there is not an object 
around us but can tell its own portion of human history. 
This fact accounts for the powerful imagery drawn from 
nature, which is so prevalent a feature in the early litera- 
ture of every country. But a period is always passed in 
the progress of civilization when this visible teaching of 
nature is all but lost and unheeded, and then the age be- 
comes tame and feeble, cold and pedantic. Men can no 
more refuse to leave their history written upon the leaves 
and flowers of the forest, than they can refuse to live that 
history in themselves. Those struggles for liberty which 
have hurled down the thrones of tyrants, — those scenes 
of strife and bloodshed by which the emancipation of 
the human race from the iron thraldom of despotism and 
ignorance have been so dearly purchased, — ^those yearn- 
ings of the great hearts which have throbbed in bygone 
ages, have been as well written on the blushing flowers as 
in black-letter chronicles and historical annals. 

To illustrate this idea, we might cite innumerable in- 
stances, but shall confine ourselves, for the present, to 
those l^torical events which are most characteristic of 
the multiform phases of the human mind, for all history 
is but a reflex of the one great mind of humanity, and 
must be studied as such to serve any useful purpose as m 
guide for human action. 

Buchanan relates, that when the Danes invaded Scot- 
land, the Soots gathered the berries of the deadly night- 
shade, and mingled the juice with the bread and draik, 
with which, by their truos;, they were to supply the Danet* 
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and which lo intoiicated them^ that the Scots killed Uie 
greater part of 8waiio*e anny while they were asleep. The 
effects of beUadonna, or deadly nightdiade, on the human 
system, are, nsnaUy, dilatation of the pupils, obscu- 
rity of Yision, giddineu, delirium, and sometimes death. 
It is believed that it was the juice of this plant which 
produced such remarkable and &tal effects upon the 
Roman soldiers during their retreat from the Parthians. 

Many countries and places hare been named after the 
flowers for which they were noted, and most nations have 
adopted flowers as tiieir national emblems. There is 
some doubt as to the true Scottish thistle. Tradition 
tells us that the unhappy' and ill-&ted Mary, Queen of 
Scots, planted the beautiful milk thistle on the rocky 
chfis near Dumbarton Castle, but this is not regarded as 
the true Scottish thistle. The cotton thistle is the one 
cultivated by Scotchmen as the true one, and it appears 
best entitled to be regarded as the national insignia, on 
account of the hard and sharp spines with which it is 
beset, and which so well accord with the proud, defiant 
motto which accompanies it. The following circumstance 
is said to have given rise to the adoption of the thistle as 
the national emblem : — ^When the Danes were invading 
Scotland, and according to their accustomed mode of war- 
fare^ were making upon the enemy under cover of the 
darkness, while the Scottish army were asleep ; the Danes 
had just reached the Scottish camp, when a Dane, hap- 
pening to place his naked foot upon the sharp spines of a 
thistle, involuntarily uttered a cry of pain. This roused 
the slumbering warriors, who soon routed the invadors, 
and redeemed the country from their hands. 

Not only have many countries adopted flowers to ex- 
press their character, but kings and warriors have done 
the same, as though men were compelled to go to nature 
for language, when they would express the heroism and 
devotion with which they felt themselves imbued. Miss 
Strickland, in her elegant and highly talented work, the 
" Queens of Bngland," has given an Ustorical explanation 
of the name of one of our favourite field flowers, the 
foiget-me-not. She tells us that "the royal adventurer, 
Henry of lAncaster — the banished and aspiring Lancaster 
— appears to have been the person who gave to the 
mjfotoiu artentu, or forget-me-not, its emblematicsl and 
poetical meaning, by writing it at the period of his exile 
on his collar of 8.S., with the initial letter of his mot, or 
watchword, Souveiffue vaut de may ; thus rendering it the 
symbol of remembrance, and, like the subsequent &tal 
roses of York, and Lancaster, and Stuart, the lily of 
Bourbon, and the violet of Napoleon, an historical flower. 
Few of those who, at parting, exchange this simple, 
touching appeal to memory, are aware of the fad, that it 
was first used as such by a royal Pkntagenet prince, who 
was, perhaps, indebted to the agency of this mystic 
blossom for the crown of England. It was with his 
hostess, at that time wife of the Duke of Bretagne, that 
Henry exchanged thia token of good-will and remem- 
brance." The fmulj name of Plantagenet is derived 
from a plant, and that too so humble an one as the bonny 
broom. This well known plant (genUta teoparia), with 
its bright yellow blossoms hung like chains upon its 
branches, was formerly called pkmta genitta, and from 
hence was derived the word Plantagenet, The tradition 
is, that G^froi, Duke of Anjou, the husband of Matilda 
(the haughty Empress of Germany), and father of our 
Henry the Second, was in the habit of wearing a sprig of 
the broom in his cap, or, as an old writer quaintly ex- 
psesses it, " he wore commonly a broome-stalke in his 
bonnet." Doubtiess he had lain himself down among the 
fragrant blossoms upon the day of battle, and having been 
struck by its beauty, had placed a sprig of its bright 
blossoms in his helmet, believing possibly that in its 
lovely flowers there might lurk some hidden charm, 
which would aid him in the trying hour of the contest. 
Ah \ little did ha ken, that that Uttie flower was all the 



time teaching him an enduring lesson of peace and love^ 
a lesson that is now beginning to be heanl and heeded,—- 
for the hollow glories of the battle field are passing away, 
and the growing light of God's love has so illuminated 
men's minds, that they begin to know that they have 
nobler aims and purposes engrafted in their nature, and 
that their holiest aspirations are only to be fulfilled by 
the true mission of humanity — the mission of peace, and 
good-will, and brotherly love. He transmitted the name 
of Plantagenet to his princely descendants, who all bore 
it firom Henry, who has been called the first royal sprig 
of Genista, down to Richard the Third, the last degenerate 
and iniquitous scion of the plant of Anjou. 

" Time was, when tliy golden chain of flowers 
Wm Unked, the warrior's brow to bind ; 
When reared in the shelter of roy id bowers 
Thy wreath with a kingly coronal twined. 

" The chieftain who bore thee high on his crest, 
And bequeathed to his race thy umple name, 
Long ages past hath sunk to his rest. 
And only lives in the voice of fame." 

The common hawthorn Is one of the imost interesting 
of our wild plants, as to its historical associations. It 
was the distinguishing badge of the royal house of Tudor. 
Miss Strickland states, in the beautiful work we have 
already quoted, that when the body of Richard III. was 
slain at Redmore Heath, it was plundered of its armour 
and ornaments. " The crown was hidden by a soldier in 
a hawthorn bush, but was soon foand, and carried back 
to Lord Stanley, who placed it on the head of his son-in- 
law, saluting him by the title of Henry VII., while the 
victorious army sang Te Deum on the blood-stained heath. 

' Oh I Redmore^ then it seemed thy name was not in vain 1 * 

It was in memory of this picturesque fact, that the red- 
berried hawthorn once sheltered the crown of Kngland, 
that the house of Tudor assumed the device of a crown in 
a bush of fruited hawthorn. The proverb of ' Cleave to 
the crown though it hang on a bush,' alludes to the same 
circumstance." 

The hawthorn is a memorial plant of that unhappy 
and ill-fated flower, the lovely Mary Stuart, Queen of 
Scot»\ At the eastern side of tiie village of Duddingstone 
there stood an andent hawthorn, stately in dimensions, 
^d picturesque in character. It had smiled in the sum- 
mer's sun, and had braved the winter's sleet for three 
good centuries. It stood on the side of the footpath, 
hanging over the road, and all the spring and summer 
time it delighted the wayfrrer with its goodly foliage, and 
stood a brave old tree, promising to produce its clusters 
of fragrant blossoms for many a century to come. But a 
tremendous tempest in 1836, which made sad havoc 
among the aged sons of the forest, and strewed the coasts 
with shattered wrecks and lifeless bodies, uprooted the 
old tree. And so perished, while yet beautifril and 
vigorous, *• Queen Mary's thorn." 

Tradition tells that, when in childhood, the "good 
regent," Murray, was at play with his half-sister, Mary 
Stuart, the future rivals determined, in their childish 
sport, to plant each a lisvonrite tree j and the growth of 
these were to be regarded, respectively, as omens of their 
future destinies. Mary selected her favourite plant, a 
hawthorn, of which she planted several others during 
her life. James Stuart, the future regent, chose for his 
representative a hardy young oak. When next the young 
queen rambled at Duddingstone, she sought out the rival 
plants, and rejoiced to find that her own hawthorn alone 
remained, which she deemed a frir foreshadowing of 
future happiness and prosperity. Alas ! for the futility 
of earthly hopes ; while Mary was rejoicing and dreaming 
of a bright future of glory and greatness, the news came 
to her that she must leave the scenes of her childhood, 
and become an exile in the court of Fkanoe, there to seek 
new ties and state alliances. She flung herself down 
upon thA green turf beside her much-loved hawthorn tree, 
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and gave expression to her grief in burning tears. And 
be it not forgotten, that yonng and beautifal, and per- 
chance wayward as she was> the scenes and associations 
of a dissolute court were not suited to the growth of the 
genuine virtues of her hitherto untroubled breast ; and 
let us not judge harshly if, surrounded by vice and hypo- 
crisy, her young and weak footsteps should be found to 
falter. And that burst of impassioned grief, enough 
almost to rend her young heart, when about to bid a long 
farewell to the cherished scenes of her childhood, was 
indeed a true harbinger of the long life of suffering and 
sorrow, which was to end upon the block at Fotheringay. 
Another memorial of Mary Stuart is the Winfield Oak, 
which stands beside the grey old towers of Winfield 
Castle. Here the unhappy queen pined in solitude and 
woe for the space of nine years, under the iron rule of 
her stem jailer, the Countess of Shrewsbury. The grey 
mossy towers of Winfield Castle are clothed with matted 
and interwoven chuters of green ivy, and the crumbling 
walls, now falling into ruins, possess subUme and melan- 
choly beauty, and tell many sad tales of the past. A 
projecting building, on the right of the Castle-kcep, is 
still called Queen Mary's Tower. Here the imprisoned 
queen resided, and here she gave expression to the burn- 
ing anguish of her troubled heart ; and here she watched, 
day by day, for the signals of her long-tried and faithful 
adherent, Leonard Dacre, during his numerous attempts 
to aid her escape, and in which he was never successful. 
After an imprisonment of eighteen years, the poor cap- 
tive was laid in that narrow cell, the last home of all, 
where the weary are at rest, and the broken-hearted lie 
in peace. 

Year after year that old tree put forth its buds 
in the fair spring-time, and so burst into leaf, and 
assumed a gay attire all the summer, greeting the sweet 
showers, and the bright sunshine which fell upon its 
branches ; still growing on in its own pride and strength, 
and stretching forth its giant arms to wrestle with the 
breeze, while yet that lonely captive pined away in bitter- 
ness of heart, within those gloomy prison-walls. Who 
shall tell of the sighs that rent her heaving bosom, or 
the tears of sorrow that stole adown her beauteous cheek ? 
as year after year she gazed forth upon the sweet face of 
nature, and saw the trees put on their summer dress, and 
the sweet flowers budding and blooming in the fair sun- 
shine, and the gentle birds making joyful music all day 
long, and she was still a prisoner within those gloomy 
towers. Oh ! how much of grief and woe lies buried in 
the past events of this world of probation ; how many 
sighs, and tears, and lamentations ; how many care-worn 
spirits and broken hearts lie beneath the green turf and 
the flowers, unknown to any but that All-seeing power 
who never forsakes the good and true, and whose voice 
is oft-times heard by the meek and lowly, when all else is 
hushed in silence, and when the world is wrapped in the 
dewy garment of the night. Then, in their hearts, do 
they feel and know that they are still sustained and up- 
held, and that there is a bright goal, where all their pain 
shall cease and all their troubles have an end. 

It would be impossible for ns to pass unnoticed one of 
the most absorbing events in human history, as a histo- 
rical fact connected with flowers. We allude to the use 
of certain plants as a means of poisoning, und more 
particularly to the death of Socrates, by hemlock. The 
hemlock is a common plant throughout Europe, and a 
frequent inhabitant of road-sides and waste places. The 
spotted hemlock, conium maculatum, is an active poison. 
The symptoms which it produces in the human subject 
are giddiness, headache, drowsiness, lividity of the coun- 
tenance, coldness of tho extremities, increasing insensi- 
bility, and eventually death. 

The plant has attracted the notice of mankind from 
all antiquity. Several of the sacred writers refer to it ; 
Moses speaks of it under the word roah, translated gall 



in the authorized version, but more correctly reOfdered 
hemlock. It is generally believed to be the icA^uo^ 
CkoneionJ of the Greek authors, and the cicuta of the 
Romans. This opinion was held both by Linneus and 
Lamarck, and if correct, the common spotted hemlock 
of the fields is the same plant as that from which the state 
poison of Athens was prepared, and which proved fiital 
therefore to Socrates, the good Phodan, and Theameaea. 
We feel that a brief outline of the life and doctrines of 
Socrates cannot but prove acceptable to the reader. The 
life and character of this man — the greatest genins of 
antiquity, and in the purity of his life approaching to 
divinity,-^is, in itself, a realization of that hope which 
ever lingers in the chambers of the soul, that we may 
be permitted to stand upon the threshold of God's 
mighty universe, and so be brouglit within the voice and 
glory of the Eternal. 

Socrates, the most celebrated philosopher of antiquity, 
was the son of a sculptor; and it is said that the beau- 
tiful proportions and elegant forms, which the marble 
received from the chisel, suggested to him the first idea 
of perfection ; and this idea becoming more exalted* be 
became convinced that as throughout the universe har- 
mony prevails, so should there be a just relation between 
man's actions and his duties. He said, the gods require 
that we should honour and obey them, and oker to them 
sacrifices, in which tho purity of the heart is of mora 
importance than the magnificence of the offering — that 
wc should render the Divine Being the most noble wor* 
ship, for divine favour was the result of fervent piety, 
upborne by hope and confidence. He acknowledged one 
God, the father and preserver of the universe, and under 
his command were inferior deities, formed by his handj 
and invested by him with power and authority. Imbued 
with the most profound and awful respect for the Supreme 
Being, he prostrated himself before the sun at his rising, 
regarding him as the representative of the Great Unknown 
— the god of light and life. His system of philosophy 
was founded on the good and evil which influenced tho 
destinies of men. Virtue is permanent and unchange- 
able; the truly good inspires the soul with tranquillity for 
the present and security for the future. As ignorance is 
the utmost extremity of evil, so wisdom is the greatest 
^good. Wisdom is the exalted reason which God baa 
given man to guide him through the dark, uncertain 
paths of life. The man who is guided by that pure 
celestial light is just and true, he will be frugal and 
temperate, because he knows that excess of pleasure is 
followed by loss of health, reputation, and fortune : he 
possesses true fortitude of heart, because he sees the ex- 
tent of danger, and knows the necessity of braving it- 
He thence concluded that all virtue is wisdom and truth, 
and must be extended by the exercise of benevolence; 
and vice is the error which must produce all evils. 
Confident in his doctrines, Socrates conceived the noble 
desire of dissipating, if not too late, the looming clouds of 
error and prejudice, by which the human race were 
degraded, and of instructing men in their duties ; and of 
leading them on to virtue and truth. To this glorious 
ministry he devoted every moment of his life, and 
discharged it with a zealous enthusiasm, and a love of his 
fellow men. He sought to converse with them in squares 
and public walks, and instructed them in their true 
interests, and they learned with surprise, that happiness 
consists in being good parents, fond husbands, and 
virtuous citizens; and by the language of reason and 
friendship he sought to lead them to virtue and happi- 
ness. He taught that the fewer our wants, the nearer we 
approach to the divine nature, that idleness degrades, not 
labour ; that the glory of the sage consists in his being 
righteous, without affecting to appear so. That it ia 
better to die with honour, than to live in ignominy, and 
to conclude with one of those startling truths on which 
he insisted, — that it ia the greatest of deceptions to pre- 
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tend to gorem and conduct men, without possessing the 
requisite Abilities. And after teacliing this, he declared 
that he knew nothing. 

Socrates was attended by a number of illustrious pupils, 
whom he instructed by his exemplary life and doctrines. 
He spoke with freedom on every subject, religious as well 
as civil; and this independence of spirit, and visible 
superiority of mind, created him many enemies ; but as 
his character was irreproachable, the voice of malevolence 
was silent. Yet, Aristophanes undertook, at the instiga- 
timi of Melitus — a frigid poet, destitute of ability, and 
who would have been forgotten long since but for his 
villany — to ridicule the yenerable character of Socrates 
upon the stage ; and, when once the way was open to 
calumny and defamation, the fickle populace paid no 
reverence to the philosopher whom they had before 
regarded with the most profound respect. Melitus, 
together with Arritus and Lyoon, stood forth to criminate 
him ; they roused up the public feeling against him and 
his disciples, and brought their fidse charges before the five 
hundred judges. He was accused of corrupting the youth 
of Athens, of making innovations in the religion of the 
Greeks, and of ridiculing the gods. In his defence he 
modestly said, that what little knowledge he possessed 
was applied to the service of the Athenians; it was his 
wish to make his fellow citizens happy, and it was a duty 
which he performed at the special command of the gods, 
" Whose authority," said he, emphatically to his judges, 
" I regard more than yours." Such language, uttered 
with the firmness of innocence, and the dignity of virtue, 
and by a man who was accused of a capital crime, 
astonished and irritated the tribunal. Socrates was con- 
demned ; and when ne was condemned, according to the 
Athenian Laws, to pass sentence on himself, he said, 
** For my attempts to teach the Athenian youth justice 
and moderation, and render the rest of my countrymen 
more happy, let me be maintained at the public expense 
the remaining years of my life in the Prytaneum; an 
honour, O Athenians ! which I deserve more than the 
victors of the Olympic games. They make their country- 
men more happy in appearance, but I have made you so 
in reality." This exasperated the judges in the highest 
degree ; and he was condemned to drink hemlock. He 
received the sentence with tranquillity, for his whole Ufe 
had been spent in learning to die. Before he left the 
tribunal, he recommended to their care his defenceless 
children, and said that to die was a pleasure, since he was 
going to hold eonverse with the greatest heroes of 
antiquity. 

The solemn celebration of the Delian festivals prevented 
his execution for thirty days, during which time he was 
confined in prison, and loaded with irons. He dis- 
regarded the intercession of his friends; and when it 
was in his power, he refused to escape from the prison. 
When the hour to drink the poison arrived, the execu- 
tioner presented him the cup, with tears in his eyes. 
Socrates received it with composure, and after making a 
libation to the gods, raised it to his lips, while breathing 
a prayer; — tears gushed from every eye, and the prison 
resounded with lamentations. He said, " my friends, I 
sent away the women that I might not behold such weak- 
ness; resume your courage, the man whe renounces 
pleasure, has laboured to adorn his soul. Death should 
be accompanied by good omens." So saying, he drank 
it with an unaltered countenance, and soon after expired, 
in the 70th year of his age. 

And so, the man who had been most brave in battle, 
and whose courage even in the trying hour of death never 
forsook him ; who, though poor, received no salary for 
his instructions, and accepted not the offers of his dis- 
ciples; who had been raised to the rank of a senator, 
and had presided in the assemblies of the people ; who 
had snatched Alcibiades ftom the hands of the enemy, 
and had saved the Ufe of the youthful Zenophon i who 



had lived a life of devotion to his fellow-men, and had 
sacrificed all worldly pleasures for their good : — ^this best 
of men, and wisest of philosophers was now a sacrifice to 
a frigid verse-writer, whose jcadousy had been kindled by 
the serpent which dwelt in hb own wicked breast. And 
his good spirit passed away to those bright re^ons where 
the souls of good men dwell in righteousness ; and where 
those aspirations which were their daily food on earth 
become Uving realities, and glories unceasing. And if our 
lives be good and true, we shall hie to that bright world 
be3rend the tomb, to talk with Socrates and Luther, and 
Copernicus, and Galileo ; and all the wise and pure spirits 
that have ever taken flesh. 4'. Q. S. 



SHUT NOT OUT THE LIGHT. 

f o the Ten Commandracnti given 
With the sign and mbI of heaven, 

There*! another yet to wzite ; 
For the uike of erring man, 
Keep it holy ye who can, 

•* Shut not out the Light." 

Doora of knovrledgc hare been shut. 
And there's darkness in the hut. 

Crime and wrong instead of right ; 
Ye who boast superior clay, 
Uingle justice with your sway 

" Shut not out the Light." 

There's a cry from kennel streets. 
Where the jjoisoned air completes 

Social ill and moral blight ^ 
If ye would not fill our jails. 
Out of crimes which such entails, 

" Shut not out the Light." 

There's a cry where children pine, 
In the tramway of the mine, 

SlaTing in a mental night ; 
Where the factory orphan spins. 
Weaving threads and weaving sins, 

" Shut not out the Light." 

Light belongs to man and woman, 
God hath made the blessing common, 

So to cheer the heart and sight 
Yet a cry from roof to basement. 
Comes from many a darkened casement, 

*< Shut not out the Light." 

Ye who make religious seeming 
Hide the worst of worldly scheming. 

Teaching wrong and shamming right. 
Ye who make your power and place. 
Helps to blind the human race, 

" Shut not out the Light." 

'Tie a caution worth your care ; 
Scorn it, mock it, if you dare ; 

Spurn it, but beware its might. 
As you value trust, or love 
Man beluw, or God above, 

Shut not out the Light 1 

£. H. BUBKINOTON. 



Ipm xntf iidt 90rtraCU, 

ERRAND BOYS. 

The old axiom that *' many a true word is spoken in 
jest," was never better verified than when we were ironi- 
cally called a "Nation of Shopkeepers." It is to the 
truth of this great (and perhaps glorious) hxA which vras 
levelled at us in the motley garb of jest, that we are 
indebted for the material of the present article, for as the 
numerical enlargement of the hives increases the swarm- 
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log of the bees, so the multiplication of shops increMes 
the germination of errand boys. As in the waters under 
the earthy there are myriads of insects working out their 
lives, and under the direction of that natural instinct 
which teaches all creatures their proper means of ex- 
istence, contributing their portions of labour to the great 
world's necessities ; so, in the paths of society, are there 
countless numbers of miniature men merrily whirling 
round with the wheel of toil, who, if not the sole pivots, 
upon which our social requirements turn, are undoubtedly 
little cog-wheels, without which, the intricate machinery 
of our social fabric would lag as heavily as a steam 
engine, wanting but oue of those small pieces of mecha- 
nisni which helps to form its locomotive principle. 

Errand boys abound in all departments of social life, 
but in the money-making division it is that they flourish 
to luxuriance. They are the small begii^tings, the taper 
end of trade, the seedlings from which spring the huge 
trees of commerce. Like the chameleon, the errand boy 
is a changeable animal, a creature of fixed habits, but 
indefinite pursuits ; the boy in green habiliments, with 
gilt hat-band, "roily poley" buttons, and berliu gloves 
of to day, was in all probability the same young gentle- 
man whom you met yesterday unwashed, and laden with 
greens, sinking under a load of fish, or studying and 
delivering the THtnes at a neighbouring door. They are 
the juvenile representatives of the three great divisions 
of literature, science, and art, and form a species of 
fringe, or outer and more useful than ornamental edging 
of the respective employments to which they belong; as 
for instance, "the newsvender's boy" of the "press," 
the doctor's boy of medicine, and the tradesman's, or 
errand boy proper of productive art; but, the first named 
stands pre-eminent among his compeers, and consequently 
the first to daim our attention ; and who, whose ears 
have been regaled with the delicious sounds of Bow bells, 
does not know that imp of intelligence — the "news- 
vender's boy," that modem adolescent mercury, who 
carries the bolts of the modem thnnderer, (the press,) to 
their destined billets without quakmg; happy fellow, 
" all is fish that comes to net; " any news is better than 
no news, and plenty of evil better than little of good, and 
though the smallest and least paid of the literary 
vultures who prey upon, and vampire-like, suck the very 
life's blood of curiosity, a quire of papers when they 
touch him, like a globule of quicksilver rolled against a 
point, and divided, settle themselves in the many break- 
fast-parlours and coffee-rooms comprised within his dis- 
trict. He is expected as anxiously and regularly by his 
readers, as the mail trains are by the postal authorities, 
and, not nnfrequently are the delays of these trains visited 
upon the poor boy himself, by a disappointed " reader," 
who, in the absence of his morning paper, having lost his 
temper, and all relish for his coffee, makes him res- 
ponsible, and threatens to get a new newsman, notwith- 
standing the boya energetic, " f papers was'nt out afore 
Sir, all along o' the news from Californey." 

What the hour of one was to the ghosts of romance, 
nine, a.m., is to the newsvender's boy; his "stalking 
hour ;" then may he be seen tramping the streets of the 
metropolis, hugging under his arm a brown paper, or little 
black oilskin cover, from the ends of which peep out 
the diurnal missiles of modem brains. " Advertisers " 
take their wants, petitions and cautions to the " papers," 
as " silversmiths, their metals to flattening mills," to be 
expanded and made the most of; but the newsvender's 
boy it is who delivers them in their proper quarters ; he 
carries wants from the wantee to the wanted — threats 
from the threatenee to the threatened — in fact, he is a 
little world, perpetually revolving within his own orbit, 
and carrying upon his back (i. e. under his own arm) a 
heten^neoua mass of reflections ; he is the real axis 
upon which the battle-ground of intellect moves itself. 
And is he unconscious of his own importance ? we think 



not ; and, moreover, that he is a powerful illustration of 
the life-colouring with which particular employments dye 
individuals. From whence come those astonishing 
objects ? They are c<tdet9 of mechanic " houses," and, 
as regards comforts and probable prospects at their 
births — the very Antipodes of noble scions — and in their 
earlier years, like sparrows, pick up their daily crumbs 
in the streets, tkote clipboard safety vahet irf" the workiti^ 
claiset, being alas! too often deposited there less by 
careless parents, than by the necessity which the 
wealthieet metropolis in the world finds of packing in 
dose parcels her most sinewy children. 

Hunger is the whet-stone of wit, and it is fortunate for 
the " errand-boy " that it is so, for he is launched into the 
wide world " to get his living," minus capital and erudi- 
tion ; the want of the latter troubles the " newsvender's 
boy " but little, for he is a scholar of the great self- 
teaching university, whose celebrated " dean," poverty, 
has made more shrewd eavant than all those " incor- 
porated by Royal Charter." The " newsvender's-boy," 
when first engaged, comforts himself, after the fashion of 
his compeer errand-boys, but in keeping with the adage, 
that individuals " may be known by the company they 
keep;" the nature of his employment speedily fuses 
itself among his intellectualities, expanding, and then 
grinding the edge of his native wit to the proper focus 
for his vocation. 

The professional and educational progress of the 
" newsvender's boy " is gradual, but certain in its 
development. His first task is the folding of the 
morning papers, so that the big A. in the first column 
who has something of importance to communicate 
to X. Y. Z., may meet the visual organs of the latter 
alphabetic terminus, in the event of its happening to be 
among his " readers." Much is due to the conductors 
of the press, for placing these mysterious curiosity-traps 
so near the eyes of their humble coadjutors, forming, as 
they do, the spring-boards from which the understanding 
of our little heroes leap into education. These letters 
are the first mile-stones upon their road to erudition, 
little tantalizing exciters of perplexity, which, the more 
yon endeavour to extricate yourself from the labyrinth 
of their probable meaning, the more they seem to be im- 
pertinently and paraphrastically asking you, " if yon 
doA't wish yon may understand them." They are the first 
bright stars of knowledge which peer through the chaotic 
douds of the boy's ignorance, and from which his gaze 
becomes unfixed only to wander over the neighbouring 
columns, and thus the boy, like an actor before the 
curtain, sees each day the same spaces and departments, 
but fiUed with a different diurnal audience. His organ of 
order becomes speedily developed, and if a careless reader 
gives him the paper with the " leaders" outside, to the 
"newsvender's boy" it is as unnatural and unseemly 
as for him to walk about London with his coat reversed. 
His repeated observations of the different advertisements 
excite his interest, and he reads on, at first listlessly, then 
carefully, till he has mastered all the the " clipper built, * 
copper bottomed A. I, ships," with their arrivals, spoken- 
withs, outgoings and short-comings ; the names of coun- 
tries, have fallen on his memory till they have formed 
a slight fabric of geography. Then he reads of sales^ 
" alarming sacrifices," " tcnrrific failures," and " tremen- 
dous bargains," and thus gathers some commercial know- 
ledge. He troubles his head but little with those mystical 
lists of " share" and " stock " prices, which stand isolated 
in juvenile type, vnry properly and modestly out of the 
way of all, but those who must have a separate species 
of intelligence to comprehend them. For our own part, 
we ever leave them to the hard-headed, nudgr^ the infer- 
ence which may thereby be drawn of our own type of 
personality. For the exhibitions and theatres he has 
livdy curiosity, and is learned in the last new spedmena 
of newly-discovered aboriginal humanity, or the latest 
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and moft (aBhionable delinquent^ who has made snch an 
impression npon the town that he is stereotyped in wax, 
to cause shuddering fits to improved posterity, as the 
great and good were in purest parian by the andents, 
for the example of their descendants. Then, peradven- 
ture, he gets into large type, which frequently, as a kind 
of joke upon agility and sprightlinass, are called leaders ; 
but genenlly he prefers to bask amid desultory, and not 
consecutiTe ideality-— even a puff paragraph, upon a quack 
ointment or a medicinal snuff, is more unctuous and pun- 
gent to his taste than ttte *' paper pellets" from the brains 
of the most powerful political arquebus. 

The news-carrier boy leaves his couch some time before 
the smoke from the liondon chimney-pots starts on its 
mission to the clouds. He requires no calling, for his 
awakening is instinctive, and his toilet scarcely less so ; 
if in the winter, like a mouse, he finds his way to the 
cupboard in the dark, and, with a huge piece of bread 
and butter in eadi hand, he is on his way to the " Times" 
or " Chronicle" office, (perhaps) to pugUistically force his 
way through a crowd of his compeers to obtain his 
share of the early editions. His breakfast-parlour is no 
dose room, and on November mornings not exactly 
covered by the " blue vault of Heaven," but a narrow, 
muddy street, with a dense atmosphere, thick as jelly 
above him ; his beverage is procured at one of the peri- 
patetic establishments which are stationed in the busy 
districts of early London, and is compounded of a smaU 
quantity of a degenerated spedes of coffee berry, not a 
little diluted with boiling water; and the exquisite enjoys 
not his mocha over his "Morning Post" with keener 
relish than our hero his dish of saloop in the streets. 

There is an atmosphere encircling London newspap^ 
offices that sharpens, for good or for bad, the intellect of 
all who come under its inflaence, and the meeting of these 
boys at these establishments is a repast of fun to the 
soberest-minded j it is on the principal of " diamond cut 
diamond," and sparks of wit are rubbed out of the 
dullest of them by the continual friction, which wears 
an outlet in (to use their own term) the "thickest- 
headed ;" and it is well if they escape with a mere brain- 
knocking and not a more physical contact, for they have 
a strong notion of the " rights of persons," and when 
those are invaded, they have but little notion of appealing 






to a " peace congress" for arbitration. 

The newsvender's boy having obtained and carefully 
folded his papers, the next upon the r(Jie of his duties is 
their dissemination, a process which follows in the imme- 
diate track of the milkman, and requires more exercise of 
the powers of memory than the thoughtless are willing to 
believe. Like the latter, he has a "walk*^ — " a paper 
walk" — ^this may be a new name, but it is an old fact. 
On his list of early readers — which, by the way, is gene- 
rally a mental one — he has his "regulars" and his "de- 
sultories," the first paying by the quarter, and the latter 
by the hour; then he has also his " occasionals," who 
trouble him most, fetching the " paper" just to look at 
a particular advertisement. The first part of his list, the 
" regulars," he learns as school-boys learn their Latin 
grammar, by the^4Pa/iire practice, by calling at particular 
spots at particular times, thereby rendering the know- 
ledge indelible. The second, or " desultories," from the 
irregularity of their requiring his services, and the diffi- 
culty of chronicling in his memory the pennies which 
are " owing" (for in the absence of that coin he is occa- 
sionally obliged to give credit), this portion of his duties 
if extremely perplexing; and as for the last, the " occa- 
sional advertisement," or last "fashionable murder" 
readers, ther are his abhorrence ; but, in spite of his 
difficulties, the newsvendet^s boy chronides the whole 
of hifl readers in his memory, and yet has suffident 
buoyancy of mind to enable him to blend business with 
pleasure and instruction (thrice happy trio), and is by no 
means wanting in metropolitan wit, for, with his papers. 



he frequently delivers a jeu tTetprii. We remember an 
instance which occurred some short time since to a vene- 
rable and time-honoured friend, who, having detained 
the paper, as with reverence say we it, old gentlemen too 
frequently will, long past " his hour," paying but small 
regard to the boy*s many attempts at arresting his atten- 
tion by the shouting of pa-par I The boy's shouting 
became more vehement. The old reader, annoyed at his 
pertinadty, threw up the window of his breakfast-parlour, 
and wrathfrilly ejaculated, " Don't make that noise, you 
rascal — who are you calling ? " " Why you, o' course, 
my venerable parent; you're enuif to make your reg'lar 
hour itself holler wi' stretching it out so big for a penny ; 
here a' I been singing out papar for this half-hour, and 
you been taking no more notice than if I wor nobody, 
and my time of no more consequence than your own." 
The boy hurled impudence, but so impregnated with truth 
vras it, that it exdted laughter and thought rather than 
indignation and obstinacy in the bosom of my old friend, 
who began to think, that even an " errand-boy's" time 
might be of consequence. 

The electrical spirit which characterixes the whole 
composition of a daily paper, from the first line in the 
reporter's note book, to its final issue, ultimately exhausts 
itself upon the " newsvender's boy," whose labour com-< 
mences with the early train editions, to finish only with 
the distribution of the evening papers, which frequently 
keeps him, as it has been elegantly phrased, with his 
" nasal organ to the grindstone," till a kte hour. To 
leave a paper until the next morning is derogatory to his 
dignity, and part of the humen proper only of the 
depopulating fluid merchant at the comer of the street. 
His vocation, if not of higher, is at least of as much import- 
ance as that of the blue and red letter mercuries, so long 
celebrated for the peculiar performance which they play 
upon the knockers of the metropolitan million; for in the 
exalted perfectibility of the "press," he is frequently 
enabled to deliver the " latest intelligence " of great in- 
temationai and foreign events in sidvance, even of its 
having been received by the great official news organs 
themselves. 

" Bvery man has his mission," and though ignorant of 
its precise tendency, the value of the missionary is not 
lessened. Then we exhort the world not to pass by, with 
contemptuous neglect, these important items in the outer 
mechanism of the " press," for the newsvender's boy, if 
but a small, is a strong pillar of the "fourth estate; for 
Atlas-Uke he carries a world (of news) npon his back, 
and that too most heterogeneously mixed. A locomotive 
epitome of future history whose seeds and plantlings are 
embodied in a vast collection of current "wars, and 
rumours of wars," messages by "telegraph,"and " special 
engine;" "alarming insurrections," " outbreakings of 
fresh ementes," and communications from "our own 
correspondents." The weight of intelligence which these 
boys carry is perfectly wonderful, nay almost super- 
natural ; for when their budget is opened, it discloses, not 
an isolated piece, but a complete cycle of news. In the 
production of a paper, talent and industry toil up the 
steps of perseverance ; but to find our hero at the apex, 
when the news which has concentrated itself in its 
upward rising, becomes before him like an avalanche 
starting from, the extreme altitude of an Alpine height, 
requiring but the motion of his foot to become distributed 
over the tables of millions. Among the rea//jf privileged 
classes, we more especially count those who have time 
for the luxurious enjoyment of the " morning papers," 
and none has more of that valuable commodity than the 
" newsvender's boy," who, though unable to devour it with 
the leisure of a boa constrictor, reliriies every morsel with 
keener gutio, than those celebrated elongations of natural 
history their peculiar meals, for perverse man has ever 
found a pleasure in the "forbidden," firom Adamitic 
timee, down to the cook of 1849, who enjoys more the 
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comers of the most delicato riands, en panant to table, 
tLan the honest legitimacy of her own board. 

Like quack medicines, whose catholicon powers, for ob- 
vious reasons, are ever directed against incurable diseases, 
are the essays upon pride, holding out hopes to the hope- 
less, when legitimate science has " given all over," and 
as a dernier restori left the rest in the hands of doctor 
nature ; and there are as many of the black spots of pride 
hopelessly sprinkled in the boy department of nature's 
" extensive stock," as in any other, and amongst news- 
venders' boys in particular, for though seldom bitten with 
the eacoethes tcribendi, they are the mercuries of those 
who have that misfortune ; and the fragments which are 
blown about the world from under the brain-hammers of 
the latter, in the formation of the leaf-gold of knowledge, 
fall upon them par accident ; and, being tolerably sized 
with intelligence, they become gilt with the pride of 
learning, and feeling the dignity of their " calling" strong 
upon them, they get the mental spirit of superiority over 
other boys, and a la human nature, become a few heads 
taUer than other boys. 

The " newsvender's boy" is less a domesticated animal 
than almost any other genus of the errand boy race, for 
while others employ a considerable portion of their time 
in the little domestic offices, common to social life ; 
the " waking hours," of our news-office imp, are occupied 
in the open streets, wandering perpetually from door to 
door like the postman — ever stopping and going, but 
seldom exorcising his unquiet spirit with even the ghost 
of rest. The newsvender's boy is a " boy of the world," 
and must have some mysterious connection with that 
immaterial, but juvenile Paul Pry, better known as 
Miles's fioy, who knows everybody's business, but (we 
suppose) his own, for if the taUor is in doubt of the pro- 
priety of leaving a coat without the money, with the 
single front parlour of "No. 26," or the upholstfU'er, 
whether he shall not accept the carte blanche order for 
furniture from the " big house, close by," because it has 
just come, and keeps a carriage ; he has but to apply to 
the nearest newspaper boy, probably to hear that " the 
poor single front parlour is very respectable, and has had 
the ' TKmes' every morning reg'lar for the last three years 
afore it goes out of a morning, and that the big house's 
carriage is jobbed, and like the newsvender's bill for a 
whole cycle of ' readings' and periodicals supplied within 
a week or so, is not paid for." 

Being an executive official of the " republic of letters," 
he thinks, (as he says,) but " small bones" of the shades 
of rank, and is either a leveller of others, or what is more 
sensible, a raiser of himself, for he is on intimate terms 
with a Member of Purliament, and a Judge '*in the 
square," and rejoices in a nod of recognition from the 
Military Magnate, who parades the neighbourhood so 
perpendicularly, and casts before him such a halo of stand- 
backishness, that he might not unreasonably be supposed 
to be a conductor of electricity, (vulgarity,) from the 
lower world into illimitable space, where it would melt 
into nothingness, and be for ever taken from the earth. In 
fact, he knows everything, and everybody, and is a species 
of local lexicon. " The 'thorities may be very clever and 
knowing," said our own newsvender's boy, one day to us, 
alluding to the registrars of births, deaths, and mar- 
riages ; " but coul4'nt I put 'em up to a little now and 
then;" and we believe him, for what with his com- 
munications with the great sources of all domestic intelli- 
gence, (servant maids,) and the tact which his profession 
gives him of handling and dishing up news ; he embodies 
into events, with such celerity, the shadows which they 
cast before them, that as he somewhat inelegantly 
remarks, " the very parties concerned are doubled up in 
a heap with astontshment at that ere^s being a real &ct, 
what they had only before thought of." 

With the small appreciation with which swine regard 
pearls, has the reality of our present portrait hitherto 



been noticed by the community at large, nod considered 
as a mere mite ; but, as the latter insect is produced eat 
of the richest cheese, so is the "newwender^s boy," 
from the enriching of modem journalism. He is one of 
the new fruits which have been created by the wants and 
necessities of modem times, and to estimate him aright* 
his value is more intrinsic than ornamental; you must 
not judge of the kernel by the shell, nor the boy by 
his habiliments, for the most limpid streams are fre- 
quently the most shallow, and when society becomes less 
exacting to her industrious classes — spaying for their 
services with lengthened leisure and increased pay, he 
will become still more worthy of his "calling" than he 
is, and a valuable coadjutor of that glorious band of in- 
tellectuals, whose every effort is to emancipate humanity 
frt)m the galling thrall of ignorance. Having exhausted 
our space, we must, in justice to the "errand boys 
generally, reserve them for a future paper. 

William Daltok. 
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Emanuel Swedenborg : a Biography, By James Jobk 
Garth Wilkinson. W^illiam Newbery, London. 

There is no study more important than that of the 
biography of great men. Indeed their history, well 
written, would be the history of the world ; it would 
contain a detail, not only of the acts and motives of its 
subjects, but of the undercurrents running below the sur- 
face of society : for really great minds are at once the re- 
ceptacles into which all humanity empties itself, and the 
cmcibles where heterogeneous materials are blended, and 
assume different shapes and new qualities. Large souls 
are like mirrors, reflecting back all the objects which 
come before them ; but, unlike mirrors, they tint the 
images with the hues of their own mental complexion, 
and modify them by their own forms of thought ; and 
thus, while they reveal the past, they fill up the presenf, 
and, as it were, sketch in dim outUne the future. Who 
are great men ? The true answer must be — all those who 
do great deeds and think great thoughts, whether those 
thoughts or deeds be good or evil ; all those who volun- 
tari^ and visibly influence the destinies of great masses 
of men. Mahomet, Napoleon, and Newton were all great 
men — not great for their goodness, but great for their 
greatness. It is a mistake, arising from a loose mode of 
expression, to suppose that greatness and goodness have 
any nec^sary connection. Evils may be as great as bene- 
fits, and, in fact, tliey generally are greater. Viewing 
greatness in this light, it cannot bo denied, even by those 
who think Swedenborgianism heresy, that Swedenborg 
was a great man; and unless we scan incorrectly the 
signs which are appearing upon the religious and intellec- 
tual horizon, he will be a still greater. His name &nd 
doctrines have been a talisman by which a few have 
hitherto unlocked the doors of a faith, at once as intense 
as that of Judaism in the days of, the prophets, and 
as intellectual and scientific as any of the many 
systems of Theism which have emanated from th<^ meta- 
physical mind of Germany; and they must become a 
sign of power to greatly increased numbers. It is, there- 
fore, that we are glad to see this work. The biographer 
(Mr. Wilkinson) is a gentleman well fitted for the task in 
which he has engaged. He has edited some of the works 
of the Swedish seer — is versed in his philosophy, and 
deeply imbued with his doctrines. If we are not greatly 
at fault, this is not the first time Mr. Wilkinson has been 
the biographer of Swedenborg. This work is written by 
one who is an avowed believer, and is very different 
from the article in the " Penny Cyclopaedia," which does 
not betray a tnce of partiality ; but still there is suffi- 
cient intriosic evidence in the similarity of arrangement 



and method, and the almost literal identity of some 
paragrai^ to justify ns in attributing them to the same 
source. There are two different aspects in which Mr. 
Wilkinson regards Swedenborg; first, as a philosopher of 
nature, and second, as a seer, theologian and philosopher 
of spirit, a division which is called for by the remarkable 
nature of the subject of this biography. We cannot 
imagine two more apparently different men than Sweden- 
borg at the different periods of- his existence. We are 
unable to conceive of efforts having apparently more 
various directions than Swedenborg's, in the different 
phases of his life ; but stiil really tluough all, we see the 
working of that great law of unity for which he so 
scientifically and logically contended, 'and behold the 
same man pursuing steadily and steadfiistly the same end, 
the paths only, by which he purposed to arrive at it, being 
different. The student who has acutely watched the 
way in which the mind acts, and the different steps by 
which it ascends or descends from a given position, easily 
recognises what we know as the law of cause and effect. 
Events which we are not able to predict become natural 
and accountable in their fulfilment. Changes are not 
sudden. They are always long preparing before the con- 
summation arrives ; the signs arc afterwards seen to have 
been as plentiful as the fklling leaves scattered by the 
autumn wind, to herald the near advent of the coming 
snows ; and if we do not recognise them the fault is in 
our incapacity or want of observation, and not in the 
signs themselves. Swedenborg's life is a conspicuous 
example of this ; his scientific works show progress from 
point to point upwards in a regular series of develop- 
ment, till it reaches its highest point, and there the 
scientific mingles almost naturally with the theological; 
and the causes seem so evident, that our physiologists 
would be at no loss to account in their own manner for 
the changes, which from that moment took place, and the 
effects which followed, without reference to supernatural 
intervention, or divine revelation. Instead of following 
closely the very able work of Mr. Wilkinson, or 
attempting to give a re^um^ of it, for it is so condensed 
that we could scarcely abridge it, and so connected that 
it would be difficult, and almost unjust to extract any of 
its elegant passages without their context; we shall 
endeavour to sketch shorUy the life progress of the extra- 
ordinary man of whom it treats, and to blend the spirit 
of Mr. Wilkinson's text with such remarks as may occur 
to our comparatively unprepared and impartial mind. 

Swedenborg was the son of a high dignitary of the 
Swedish Lutheran church, and his connections were of 
the highest respectability, and had great influence. In his 
youthful days^ his mind manifested a strong venerative 
and religious tendency, and the fervour of his prayers was 
so remarkable, that his parents were wont to say that 
angels spake through his mouth. He was evidently, even 
at this early period, inclined towards a habit of concen- 
tration and self abstraction ; and the curiosity, so charac- 
teristic of children, took a theological turn, and vented 
itself in puzzling questions as to the abstract doctrines 
regarding the Divine nature. The father of Swedenborg, 
a good and wise man, appears to have left the mind of 
the child free from mere sectarian dogmas, but great care 
was bestowed upon his education, and at the age of 
twenty-two he attained high academical distinction, and 
took his degree as Doctor of Philosophy. The first bent of 
his mind, directed no doubt by his scholastic training, 
seems to have been towards literature, and he published 
some efforts which show deep thought and considerable 
powers of judgment and discrimination; and some poems 
are preserved which show intellectual power and patriotic 
heroism, rather than imagination or elegance. The mere 
literary era soon ceased, and Swedenborg appears then 
to have followed the impulse of his earnest practical 
mind, by attaching himself to the study of mechanics, and 
by the favour of Charles XII. of Sweden, he became at once 



thp Associate and the pupil of the Swedish Archimedefe 
— ^Polheim, the engineer of that warlike monarch. While 
thus situated, Swedenborg by means of machines of his 
own invention, transported some large vessels fourteen 
miles over hill and valley, and by their aid Charles was 
enabled to bring his artillery under the very walls of 
Frederickshall. Charles designecl that Swedenborg should 
have married one of the daughters of Polheim to whom 
he was attached, but that allianoe was prevented by 
the lady having a more favoured lover, on the discovery 
of which, Swedenborg withdrew his pretensions. No 
doubt this disappointment had a great effect upon his 
future course — ^it deepened the tendency towards ab- 
straction which we have before noticed, threw him back 
upon himself and helped to make him the solitary thinker 
and unwearied worker he afterwards became. After saying 
that Charles XII. conferred upon Swedenborg the office 
of Assessor to the Royal Metallic College, and ennobled 
him, we shall deal as little as may be with him as a 
private individual or a public official, and more as the 
man as he stands before the world. Shortly after attain- 
ing manhood, Swedenborg evinced a strong disposition 
to travel. His locomotion was almost incessant. His 
mind was as active as his body ; for works of magnitude 
and deep research issued, in an almost unceasing series, 
from his pen. He visited repeatedly the various Conti- 
nental States and England, printing and publishing his 
books in almost every country he visited. By a natural 
transition to a mind like his, after mechanics, mathematics 
engaged his attention, and he published treatises which 
are still esteemed worthy of his high scientific reputation. 
But his was not the mind to rest satisfied with the 
special or the abstract, and he plunged from terrestrial 
mechanics, and the forms and relations of bodies, to the 
mechanism of the Universe, where his large mind revelled 
in a boundless sphere at once of thought and fact, and 
spun a wondrous wbb of philosophy. The motion of the 
earth, the planets and the forces of the tides, and their 
antecedent actions and tendencies were the material upon 
nfhich he exercised, on a larger stage, the mechanical and 
mathematical knowledge with which his brain was stored. 
Those subjects handled in a masterly manner, the restless 
spirit intent on exploring fresh fields, and wresting from 
nature new knowledge, tinned again from generals to 
particulars, from tiie contemplation of planets to the 
consideration of atoms, and entered upon the study of 
chemistry and mineralogy, evolving tiU then unknown 
theories of form and development, and embodying all 
in a vast work of generalization, which almost exhausted 
the lower kingdoms of nature. On, still on, rushed the 
inquiring mind, from facts to principles, and from prin- 
ciples to newer facts; it bridged across the chasm 
between inanimate and animate nature; and we find 
Swedenborg entering with stiU youthful ardour upon the 
study of anatomy, upon which subject he soon gave in 
his works convincing proof of mastery. On again from 
facts to principles, from details to generalization, he 
advanced boldly to the contemplation of physiology, 
and ended his purely scientific career, by publishing 
researches upon the highest portion of creation — man, 
which may still be studied with advantage by the most 
eminent physiologists. What was the end and object of 
all this herculean labour ? Was it a knowledge of the 
material universe, or a yearning after those mystic truths, 
which, like the dim fancies of summer shadows have 
hauated the mind of the great and wise in all ages of tho 
world, which create an echo in the universal heart of 
humanity, and quickening the pulses of the sage and the 
boor, find expression in the popular superstitions of all 
countries and all times ? It is impossible for those who 
hare even a superficial acquaintance with Swedenborg's 
writings, to divest their minds of the impression, that 
even from the beginning of his scientific career, he pro* 
posed to himself the highest of all human aims; tho com- 
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OH! LET US BE HAPPY.. 

FOR MUSIC. 

Oh I let lu be bappy when friends gather round n«, 

Howerer the world may have shadowed our lot ; 
When the rose-braided links of Affection have bound us, 

Let the cold chains of Earth be despised and forgot. 
And sny not that Friendship is only ideal, 

That Troth and Derotion are blessings unknown, 
For he who believes every heart is unreal 

Has something unsound at the core of his own* 
Oh ! let us be happy when moments of Pleasure 

Have brought to our presence the dearest and best. 
For the pulse ever beats to most heavenly measure 

When Love and Goodwill sweep the strings of the breast. 

Oh ! let us be happy when moments of meeting 

Bring those to our side who illumine our eyes ; 
And though Folly, perchance, shake a bell at the greeting, 

He is dullest of fools who for ever is wise. 
Let the laughter of Joy echo over our bosoms. 

As the hum of the bee o'er the Midsummer flowers, 
For the honey of Happiness comes from Love's blossoms. 

And is found in the hive of these exquisite hours. 
Then let us be happy when moments of pleasure 

Have brought to our presence the dearest and best, 
For the xmlse ever beats to most heavenly measure 

When Love and Goodwill sweep the strings of the breast. 

Let na plead not a spirit too sad and too weary 

To yield the kind word and the mirth-lighted smile ; 
The heart, Uke the tree, must be fearfully dreary 

Where the robin of Hope wiU not warble awhile. 
Let us say not in pride that we care not for others,] 

And live in our Wealth, like the os in his staU ; 
*Tis the commerce of Love with our sisters and brothers 

Helps to pay our great debt to the Father of AH. 
Then let us be happy when moments of pleasure 

Have brought to our presence the dearest and best, 
For the pulse ever beats with more neavenly raeasure 

When Love and Goodwill sweep the strings of our breast. 

Eliza Cook. 



THE EDUCATION OF THB MOTHER ON THE CHILD. 

In edacatioii, fldence may do a little ; classic erudition 
a good deal; moral pbilosophj much more; but religion 
most of all ; and yet religion is icy or ferocious without a 
heart ; and were we called upon to record our suffrages 
in support of anyone of these several popular modes of edu- 
cation^ we should, without the slightest hesitation, give 
our unqualified vote in favour of the heart. To you, O 
ye mothers ! is confided the office of the heart — ^you, to 
whose eye we look up as it were to the heaven of our happi- 
ness and the haven of our hopes — ^you, in whose bosom 
we have nestled, and on whose lap we have reposed in 
infsncy, and to whose sympathizing breast we have 
imparted the griefs or follies of our maturer years. 
Abandon not, we bebeech you, O ye English mothers ! 
the noblest functions of the state; diwmiaa not your 
darlings to the merciless schoolmaster, the mercenary 
tutor, and the dissolute usher, of whom you know nothing 
save his name and title; nor, for the sake of heading 
your table, or presiding with distinction in the silken 
drawing-room, leave the hungry innocent minds of your 
children to feed upon the depraved tuition of a house- 
maid, a servant girl, and that most invaluable of all 
eartldy creatures, an exacting, flouncing head-nurse. 
Take the education of your children into your own hands, 
and abandon everything else for their sakes; it will 
amply repay you ; and if you object that conduct such 
as this would break through the conventional modes of 
society, and be regarded as an act of folly, we can only 
reply by making an appeal to your heart. — From Dr. 
Firhet Whulow'g Jotmtal qf Ptyehologicdl Medicine. 



DIAMOND DUST. 

Those are the best instructors that teach in thor 
lives, and prove their words by their actions. 

More people have gone to the gibbet for want of early 
instruction, discipUne, and correction, than from any in- 
curable depravity of nature. 

AoESiLAUS being asked— What he thought most pro- 
per for boys to Icam ? answered— What they ought to do 
when they come to be men. 

Anger may glance into the breast of a wise man, but 
it rests only in the bosoms of fools. 

Feelino without judgment is a washy draught ; but 
judgment untempered by feeling is too bitter and husky 
a morsel for human deglutition. 

He who peeps through a hole may see what will vex 
him. 

Neither the evil nor the good that men do is ever in- 
terred with their bones, but lives after tbem. 

Men of genius are often dull amidst common-place 
society, as the blazing meteor when it descends to earth 
is only a stone. 

Painting is silent poetry, and poetry a speaking 
picture. 

Happiness is a bird that owns no cage but thebosoim 

What a marked distinction there is between brutal 
courage and the intrepid conduct of principle ; yet they 
are frequently confounded by the undisceming, who set 
down blustering for bravery. 

Delay loses the hour, and haste the power. 

Conversation is the legs on wliich thought walks, 
and writing the wings by which it flies. 

Man cannot be perfect even in guilt. 

It never was a wise thing yet to make men desperate, 
for one who hath no hope of good hath no fear of evil. 

It ever is, and ever should be, tliat what we love we 
believe in, and in general what we believe we love; and 
whatever we love and believe, while we cherish the imagi- 
nation, it is ours. 

He who defers his charities till his death is rather 
liberal of another man's goods than of his own. 

Nations in a state of war are like individuals in a state 
of intoxication ; they frequently contract debts when 
drunk, which they arc obliged to pay when sober. 

Benevolence answers the end of its existence only 
when the recipient magnifies the obligation, and tlie 
donor ceases to remember that ho has bestowed a favor. 

Hope is the most notorious bankrupt that ever figured 
in the transition of events; yet his credit is equally as 
firm as when he signed his first promissory note, or 
sounded in the ears of despairing Adam a note of happier 
days. Every moment in Time's chronicle is black with 
the record of his failures, yet mankind believe him. And 
why ? Because the poetry of exptrienee cannot be be- 
queathed. It is a commodity which time alone offers for 
sale. 

He submits to be seen through a microscope who 
suffers himself to be caught in a passion. 

It is not from nature, but from education and habits, 
that our wants are chiefly derived. 

If Parliament were to consider the sporting with repu- 
tation of as much importance as sporting on manors, and 
pass an Act for the preservation of fame, there are many 
would thank them for the Bill. 
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"WHAT IB THE USE OF WINTER?" 



ADd iittiti H than ul." 
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The keen blast of the north wind ehaVa the nnhed 
braadies " barren si lances" of " the gpreading oak, the 
beech, and tonering pine," and scatters their fleecy 
bordrn to the earth; while the snow-drift accumulates 
gainst every projecting object, and figures tho walls and 
hedges with fantastic shapes. Passengers, with maffled 
laces, bow their heads to the wind ta they hnrry along ; 
while the httle birds, with half erected feathers, seek 
near the abodes of men the food that is denied to them 
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Winter " reigns tremendous o'er tho conquered year." 
Ai the broad Bakes still whirl and inldy from the dork 
sky to the earth, and the doors and windows rattle with 
the force of the storm, an obserrer, who had been watch- 
ing the scene, with that dieplacent expression of counte- 
nance which involuntarily marks the cynic, turned 
hasUly away, and, retreating to the fire-side, muttered 
aloud,—" What i* the use of Whiter ?" 

UDfoTtnnately indeed, there are not a few in the world 
who from thoughtlessness, ignorance, or a lack of good 
temper, giro eipressiOD to Mntiments hr from right 
either in fact or feeling. A notion crosses their minds, 
and it is unhesitatingly avowed, thongh an acquaintance 
with even some ordinary circumstances, or an op|»rtu- 
nity of seeing s little into the )jhilosophy of the object 
referred to, would have led to a different dedsion. Thus 
it i> witli the season of Winter. There are same who, 
denying the cDrTECtness of the remark of Cowper, that 
" the man who can derive no gratification from a view of 
nature, even under the disadvantage of her most ordinary 
dress, will have no eyes to admire her in any" wookl 
aasumc to be her Totaiiea, and yet emphatically declare 



their disUke of winter, and ask, with a confidence ' 
would seem to raise them above all possibility of ct 
diction, " What is the use of Winter ?" 

Our present object is, therefore, to show that nol 
is winter an essential port of the economy of ere 
but that it is full of beauties, hidden and revealed, which 
will reward the investigation of ererr inquiring mind. 

One of the most dehghtful characteristics of the te 
restrial orb on which our lot is cast is its never ending 
variety. Its mountains, its volleya, its woods, it 
and it« pluns, are as diversified as they are n 
With no lock of order there is perfect variety ; contusiou 
and monotony are equally nnknoim. The animal world 
is as variegated as the vegetable, and the distinction 
between the individualB of a class ii often as great as 
that between the species and genera themselves. Thus 
too the season! change. The luxuriance o 
gradually mellowed into tbematurer beauties of summer, 
these are softened into the rich tints of autumn, and lost 
in tho snows of winter. Yet to this season it may be 



mhutthybMnti 






eil n- 



Ijgiow 



The hoar-frost now gives to the hedges a snowy foliage, 
and the trees — 

" Clued over, In (he fnwting ciha ihine." 
While the wandering birds, frightened at the rattling 
branches, scatter the &oit around in snowy showers. 
Every vegetable substanee, from the blades of grass that 
ore drooping in the naked fields to the sere leave* a 
gnarled branches of the majestic oak, is clothed in 
garniture of purest down, whose beauty surpasses the 
poet's dream, and is scarcely more substantial. " What 
can be more delicately beautiful," it has been truly asked, 
"than the spectacle, which sometimes salutes the eye at 
the breakfisst-room window, occoEioncd by the lioar-frost 
dew? If a jeweller had come to dress every plant over- 
night to surprise an Eastern sultan, he could not produce 
anything like the ' pearly drops' or the ' silvery plumage.' 
An ordinsiy bed of greens, to those who are not at the 
mercy of their own vulgar associations, will sometimes 
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look like crisp and corrugated emerald, powdered with 
diamonds." 

The vegetable creation has retained many features of 
loTeliness apart from these decorations. The "naked 
majesty" of the oak, the gracefulness of "the cold-place 
loving birch," and the willow, whose pendent branches 
" trembling touch the water's brink," elicit the admira- 
tion of the observer; while, with the exception of the 
larch, the numerous species of fir and pine, retain their 
leaves, and variegate the disrobed grove with their un- | 
fiuiing verdure. In the dell and woodland, the beautiful 
holly still gladdens the eye with its " hardy, fearless " 
leaves, and the silvery misletoe cheers the woods ; while 
the laurel and bay in our shrubberies defy the blasts of 
winter, shelter and beautify our houses, and remind us 
of classic times when they enwreathed the head of the 
priestess of Delphi, or were hung about the gates of the 
Roman Emperors. 

The Christmas rose, seemingly the most delicate of its 
tribe, and looking among its darlt shining leaves like a 
flower of snow, adorns the garden with its bloom, unin- 
jured by the chilling influences of the season ; the golden 
clusters of the winter aconite display their brilliant 
'* buttercup-like flowers;" the bright pink, and deep 
blue blossoms of the hepatica already put forth their 
buds; the ever- welcome daisy that " never dies " is with 
ns; the head-land is beautified by the flowers of the 
winter furze ; and, beforo the severity of the season is 
over, the snow-drop — 
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" A little slender fonn 
Peeps from the crystal tnowt.*' 

" Flora's breath by some transforming power 
Had changed an icicle into a flower ; 
Its name and hue the scentless plant retains, 
And winter lingers In its icy veins." 

Some of the feathered tribes ara still with us. The 
robiu with " his red stomacher," though silent during the 
frost, will have a merry song to greet us on a mild day. 

The thrush is already commencing his tune ; the storm 
or'^missel thrush sings loudly from the misletoe; the 
▼oioe of the wren is heard, and the lark is aloft making 
the air of heaven vocal with his melodious lay. 

The heavens present a glorious spectacle. The trans- 
parent purity of the frosty atmosphere gives an unusual 
expanse of vision, and an unwonted richness of colour to 
the high^'concave where the moon sails with more than 
queenly grace — 

*' KnthrooAd, amid the cloudless blue, 
Majestic, idlent, and alone." 

But we pause : to enumerate the beauties which winter 
presents, would be to violate the law of brevity which our 
space imposes, and we proceed to remark, that this season 
is absolutely indispensable to the subsequent re-develop- 
ment of the beauties and fruits of other portions of the 
year. During its cold and apparently unemployed hours, 
operations, as varied as they are delicate, are secretly 
advancing. When the vegetable world began to assume 
the tints of autumn, the preparation for the wintry pro- 
cesses of the vegetable creation commenced. Were not 
the functions of the productive seasons to be suspended, 
and were summer to continue beyond the period within 
which it is now dronmscribed, the grass would become 
withered, the flocks and herds would roam in unsuc- 
cessful search for food, the brooks would disappear, 
pestilential diseases would result firom the putrefaction of 
animal and vegetable substances; and man himself, 
enervated and debilitated by excess of heat, would droop. 
But the same infinite benevolence that brought forth the 
promisee of spring, and fulfilled the hopes of harvest, now 
gives to the world a discipline which prepares it to renew 
the beautiet of the past, and make temporary evil the 
•ouroe of ever-rising good. Accordingly, the giants of the 
forest ha?e stopped their growth; the fruit-beazing trees 
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have yielded their rich stores ; and the leaves, which ful- 
filled functions so important in these processes, being no 
longer useful, become " sere and yellow," and falling to 
the earth are incorporated with the parent soil, and aid 
to supply the exhaustion which their production has 
helped to occasion. The sap, which rose so profusely in 
the beginning of autumn to give maturity to the fruits, 
^nd crown the labours of the year, has performed ita 
ofiice, and is completing ita periodical circulation by 
flowing bock through the inner integuments of the bark. 
The leaf and flower-bud, destined to be developed in the 
ensuing spring, have been already formed, and are care- 
fully enclosed in their winter cerements. The cold 
rigidity of Che almost impenetrable earth now precludes 
the absorption of nourishment into the tree or plant, its 
powers, as far as they are connected with the earth, are 
suspended; the tree has commenced its hybernation. 
Thus does nature — 

* Ere one flowery season fisdes and dies. 
Design the blooming wonders of the nett." 

Before the earth is again prepared to teem with the 
produce of another year, it requires repose and moisture, 
and these are now furnished. . Heavy clouds, surcharged 
with vapour, pour their copious supplies of water over the 
earth, and swelling the streams and rivers, cover the low- 
land fields and mttdows. The arid ground is penetrated 
and softened, and the lowest roots are reached; while 
various materials on the surface rapidly decay, and are 
assimilated with the soil from which, in other forms, they 
were taken. Frosts exert a beneficial influence on the 
land, and prepare it for the spade and the plough ; while ; 
snow preserves plants and seeds at a moderate and uni- 
form temperature, supplies them with continual moisture, 
and retains vitality in many that would otherwise perish. 

There is a remarkable adjustment between the annual 
history of plants, and the character and duration of the 
seasons in which they flourish. The solar year and the 
vegetable cycle correspond exactly one with the other. 
Were one year for the future to be completed in six ! 
months, an utter derangement of the vegetable world | 
would occur. The processes of the rising sap, the forma- | 
tion of appropriate juices, the unfolding of leaves, the 
opening of flowen, the fecundation of fruit, the ripening 
of seed, and its proper deposition for the reproduction of 
a new plant, are operations which require, in the present 
constitution of the vegetable kingdom, a period of twelve 
months, and could not be compressed into much less ; 
while on the other hand, if the winter were much longer 
than it now is, many seeds would not germinate on the 
return of spring. The construction of the countless 
members of the vegetable creation has been brought into 
complete harmony with their conditions — to remodel 
the one would be entirely to disarrange, and ultimately 
to destroy the other. 

The strongest links which bind man in afiectionate 
remembrance of the wintry season are the social and 
domestic feelings which are then especially cherished. 
This is emphatically the case with the inhabitants of our 
own country. "England," said Madame de Stael, "is 
the land where the human soul shines forth in all its 
beauty." To the Frenchman, who is never happy 
unless at his dooi^-or out of it ; to the Spaniard, who 
loves his noon siesta under olive shades, and the light 
bolero, and lively click of the Castanet at evening, on the 
warm sun-burnt grass around his dwelling ; to the Vene- 
tian islander with his wind-admitting lattices, and cold, 
damp, fireless halls, it may indeed be a " drerie season ;" 
but to the Englishman, with his cheerful fire, his domestic 
and social enjoyment, his home-bom happiness and con- 
solations, it is a period than which none is more delight- 
ful. How many thousands think, with beating hearts and 
gladsome eyes» of the anticipated re-union with the mem* 
bora of theii families around the domestic hearth at 
Christmas. When the casement rattles with the " driv- 







ing fnow-storm" which nges without, and the keen wind 
howls eager for entrance around the dwelling, with what 
enjoyment do its inmates assemble around the ftre-side. 
How delightful is it to mingle in the employments of 
such a season in an united family, where parents occupy 
their appropriate arm-chairs and the younger members 
group around — ^their fingers, it may be, running rapidly 
OTer some light works, listening with pleasure to the in- 
struction or amusement of some useful book, or hearing 
trith unconcealed faiterest and affection the tale of a 
brother or sister who has come from a spot or clime far 
away, to join the fkmily circle at the much-loved home. 

" Oh, hours more worth than gold. 
By whose blesa*d use we lengthen life, and, free 
Vtom drear decajrs of age, outlive the (dd." 

The studedt too feels a delight which none other can 
appreciate, when on a winter eve he retires to his library, 
closes his window-curtains, stirs his cheerful fire, lights 
his lamp, and bringing from his shelf some favoarite 
classic, some author of " the olden time," or some equally 
interesting tome of modem date, he communes with the 
best spirits of the past, and stores his mind from their 
collectiona of wisdom, to which his own experience or 
taste may add point or beauty. 

Or it may be one of those periods on a winter's eve — 



" When yet it is too soon to shut out daj 
And thought, with the intrusive taper's ray. 
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Cowper, whose muse delighted in domestic enjoyment 
and calm contemplation, has alluded to this hour, when 
the mind runs in ** meditative mood," over past history, 
present affairs, or future prospects : or when in " frivo- 
lous, yet half-thoughtful'* strain, the occasion is expended 
in the examination, amid the burning coals, of grim 
visages, grotesque forms, or " fancies of beauty and like- 
nesses of things," of trees falling in flames, fiery volca- 
nos, or blazing ships. The poet of the English fireside 
says, in reference to these musings : — 

'* Not undelighlful is an hour to me 
80 spent in parlour twilight ; such a gloom 
SuiU well the thoushtful or unthinking mind, 
The mind contemputtiTe, with some new theme 
Pregnant, or indisposed alike to all. 

'Tis thus the undemtanding takes repose 
In indolent vacuity of thought, 
And sleeps and is refreshed." 

Nor are the pleasures of winter withheld from tiie 
lower ranks of the social scale. Their hours of labour, 
now much limited by the shortness of daylight, their little 
stores of winter money and provision may be enjoyed. 
The family assemble round the fire, the youngest child 
is perhaps seated on his father's knee, and the passer-by 
may hear the merry peal of laughter over the rustic but 
wholesome fkre. The wants of the poor are fewer and 
more easily satisfied than those of others, and, if content- 
ment occupies their breasts, they have that which no 
money can ensure. Kirke White has said : — 

'* Go with the cotter to his winter fire. 
Where o'er the moors the loud blast whistles shriU, , 
And the hoarse fcan-dog bays the icy moon ; 
2iark with what awe he listens the wild uproar, 
Silent, and big with thought ; and hear him bless 
The God that rides on the tempestuous clouds." 

Let none then say that winter is deficient either in 
beauty or interest. The unceasing variety of nature — 
the remembrance that the fruits of the earth are gathered 
into Ae storehouse— the secret preparation for another 
year — the retrospect of the scenery on which the eye has 
dwelt with rapture, and which memory loves to review — 
the refined gratification of domestic and social inter- 
coursi^, and the anticipation of the renovated glories of 
the coming year, are amply suflicient to fill the rightly- 
toned heart with gratitude, and to make it reciprocate 
the exclamation of Southey — 

" I love thee, Wmter ! wdL 

F. 8. W. 



THE MUSIC IN THE SHADOW. 

A LITTLB ICATTXli OF MODERN PLATONICI. 

GoDF&BT Erksst Hbtward vTas, or i$. Tot we hare 
not, at any rate, observed his name in that grave third 
division of those newspaper statistics which share the 
attention of young ladies along with the prefatory adver- 
tisements; it one of those individuals, bom to large 
possessions in Utopia, Cloudland, or Parnassus, which 
are, unfortunately, neither accessible by railways, nor 
included in the very boldest speculations of their con- 
structors. His property, when entered upon, and even 
put in cultivation, (tid not accordingly bring him much of 
tangible profit, capable of being expounded to the world, 
or made an object to capitalists. A bill at three months 
thereupon, unless drawn by some responsible publisher, 
would not have been discounted at any interest by any 
known bank ; the celebrated houses of Paradise, and of 
Fashion and Co., having long gone down before modem 
commercial revolutions. In other words, Heyward was 
tipoeti which title, though meeting with much eulogy 
from the public, is too often used in joke, or as a reproach. 
80 true is it, that " Finit coronat optu," — ^the end crowns 
the work — the successful, especially when dead, are ex- 
alted often above their due height, and their productions 
at the same time lose much of their best reward — 
that of present influence. Men look already for new 
ones, and complain that the age has no f^h poets; 
when, meanwhile, the young man aspiring, striving, 
studying alone, and uncheered, finds rather warning or 
scorn, than recognition from any one, of the noble aims he 
has at least in view. Thus, as Heyward, when a boy, 
had been called by his companions and older friends 
" Play-in -earnest," a pun upon his name and juvenile 
manner, so the spirit of the appellation was just that in 
which obviously both his recreations and his graver 
pursuits were regarded. Friends or strangers, it was an 
understood thing with them that he lived to amuse 
himself, being nothing more than a refined sort of 
epicurean, so that it was fortunate he possessed some 
little means to do it upon, with the good sense, too, as a 
matter of economy, not to attempt it in the common 
way. But Heyward was, in fact, a poet, inasmuch as 
passionate devotion to ideal beauty, and to the spirit of 
Nature, constitute the temperament of that curious voca- 
tion ; only in him these feelings became morbid from 
want of a practical necessity to work. It was neither 
from the love of self-indulgence in imaginative reveries, 
nor from contentcdness, like some German at once dream- 
ing and matter-of-fact, to let the two worlds, real and ideal, 
stand for ever separate ; but experience had not yet taught 
him the true desire and faculty of realizing perfection 
in everything around him. Accordingly, all he wrote, 
almost, had a kind of vagueness and fanciful impractica- 
bility about it, that gave people in general the conviction 
of his being mad ; in short, he could afford to write as 
he chose, and what critics said or readers did was a sign 
of the incompetency of the age, merely. A poet who has 
just enough to live upon is, in many cases, likely, from 
that very cause, never to do anything great ; while he^ 
who without lowering his universal ideas, requires to suit 
the form of them to the market of the time, is like 
Shakspere, perhaps, destined to give patterns to the 
future. 

For the origin of that excessive sensibility which is 
undoubtedly needful to cherish the " faculty divine," we 
would suggest, what we consider both a simple and a trae 
hypothesis : all poets have been spoiled children, whether 
of their mother-nature or mother-woman. Heyward was 
the only son, with three sisters ; the father, formal and 
severe ; the mother, capricious, yielding, and so fond, 
at least of her boy, as never to deny him anything. At 
home he seldom came in rough contact with anything. 
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and abro&d everythlDg was full of points and corners ; 
when his sisters were married, and his parents died. 
Hey ward shrunk into a still narrower circle, and learned 
to find his chief enjoyments in his own mind, with the 
society it conveyed him to. This, to his thinking, was 
very large ; all the best books, a few pictures, the basts of 
Bhakspere, Plato, and Bacon, up whose solemn foreheads 
it was his twilight luxury to watch the shadows slowly 
climb ; shadows of volumes, papers, curtains, and of the 
branches outside the window, when the moon stole in. 
There he wrote calmly and at leisure, and cared little 
for pablishing; he saw few persons, and became hermit- 
like in habits and in style of thought. His female re- 
latives often remarked that it was all owing to Godfrey's 
bachelor life; if he were only, young as he was, to 
marry and settle down, he would, of course, take to a 
country life, and write no more fine nonsense that nobody 
could understand, however beautiful it sounded. Hey- 
ward had one or two literary friends and well-wishers 
who gave expression to a similar idea, while, at the same 
time, they expected the result to be different, inasmuch 
as it was their opinion he would then probably write 
better, and more human-like. 

However, if it be true, as Wordsworth remarks, that 
" Nature never did betray or forsake the heart that loved 
her,*' the same cannot be said of her sister. Fortune. 
A very short time after our young poet had been left his 
own master, with a certain moderate competency, one of 
those sudden turns in commercial afiairs, to which persons 
even remotely cennected with them are in the present 
day peculiarly liable, almost altogether deprived him of 
his means, in some way foreign to our purpose. All we 
require to say is, that Heyward found it necessary either 
to forfeit his independence, to forsake his whole life of 
golden visions, or to write for subsistence. He was ad- 
vised in a friendly manner to betake himself to some 
profession, as that of literature had no name ; it was 
both disrespectable as the sole calling of a man, and a 
bad staff to lean singly upon. But he had a deep con- 
viction that the gold of thought and imagination was 
worthy to offer in exchange for bread, to those who hod 
the one without the other, and was surely capable of this 
fruit — that the world should support its spiritual work- 
men. They were in a similar case, he thought, to ma- 
riners and religious pastors, miners and star-gazers, who, 
for its behoof, are cut off from earth ; only it was needful 
that what it wanted should be done, and in a &shion 
suitable to the taste. In darkness, in solitude, and in 
suffering, accordingly, Heyward underwent a new disci- 
pline, while he strove at once to make use of the existing 
feelings and associations of men, and to preserve his own 
ideas ; curiously enough, he felt the latter heightened, 
at the same time that the former became more possible 
to him ; meaning was perfected by expression, and ex- 
pression was re-acted upon by meaning. He struggled 
through against difficulty, animated now, not merely by 
the inward view of beauty, but by the outward object of 
doing good to all men ; for, through necessity and work, 
he could well sympathize with the poor and the labouring, 
while, in order to be understood by all men, he must 
study the broad nature and characteristics of all. 
Writing for the universal people, he discovered, was 
the most arduous and most finished poetic art of wisdom, 
which the children of antiquity, brilliant as they were in 
their devotion to the beautiful, did not attain, because 
they had not sought it; in the hoary maturity of modem 
times the profoundest became the most simple, and the 
work of the oldest was to teach the youngest. Heyward, 
like his fellow- writers, had to produce food for the passing 
hour, to supply the literature of the day with matter 
that would probably be forgot with the occasion ; but 
meanwhile, in every temporary shred of thought thus 
thrown off, he was confirming his strength, and training 
like the athlete of a gymnasium, who casts off his gar- 



ments one by one, as some more strenaous feat ia de- 
manded. To gain a name, was for him to plant foot on 
the clear space of the artist's fh^edom, when his appren- 
ticeship is served, his wander-year over, and he has leave 
merely to practise as a master; it was to become his own 
patron ever afterwards, as the rich and noble became to 
poets, in times when poets sang for the rich and noble. 

It was not very long, therefore, before Heyward did 
reach this point ; he was stzU poor enough to be obliged 
to go on working for the week, the month, and the 
quarter ; but he had begun to gain a name. He had 
become, to a certain extent, known out of Uie private 
circle, by the first production of his more treasured 
moments which he had yet been enabled to make public. 
The critics and the reviews were not sparing of their 
praise, because amidst a certain classic grace and chaste- 
ness, this composition seemed to hit the quaintly rich and 
olden tone, which those censors of the literary republic 
generally set up as an inaccessible strain of triumph over 
youthful license. Heyward smiled inwardly, for he was 
dissatisfied with his own effusion, and would rather have 
struck some note from the undiscovered harmonies of 
the future, such as begun ever and anon in the silent 
midnight to startle and thrill himself: but it gave him a 
position, with assurance of his power, and he looked up 
to a more perfect standard than the comparison drawn be- 
tween others and himself. To his mind he was not greater 
or less than any singer of the past, but measured to a 
beauty never yet attained by himself or them whom he 
revered as elder brethren. Meanwhile he was intro- 
duced to society, in which he now mixed freely, and with 
pleasure; human weakness making its conventional 
flatteries after all more agreeable to him than he would 
have confessed. 

In matters of personal feeling, Heyward had always 
been an idealist : every now and then the abstraction of 
grace and sweetness which floated before him, had been 
for a time embodied in some actual form, that soon 
yielded to experience, and left his spiritual idol only the 
more impossible to be realized. Now, however, he did 
meet with one who appeared to exemplify this excel- 
lence; beautiful as any poet's dream, pure, fresh, 
youthful, rare and delicate as Imogen, ^liranda, or Viola ; 
she was more to Heyward, she was the object of a real 
and particular passion such as he had not felt before. 
Tfie flush and ecstacy of love coloured then all he 
wrote; in the strong exclusiveness of that enthralling 
sentiment, the poet was for the time lost to art and men, 
he gained intensity but he lost in bi-eadth ; in truth the 
whirl, the restlessness, and expectation of love, which 
the poets of sentiment contrive to keep up apparently to 
the last, are unfavourable to any noble and enlarged 
conception of humanity or art. A great and terrible, 
but magnificent sound of exultation announces the 
victory of imagination over love, the masculine thought 
over the feminine emotion ; which, indeed, heralds the 
peaceful renewal of their life, in their mutual child, 
world-conspicuous art. The lady of Heyward's adoration 
was flattered by the attentions of a poet rising into fame; 
the name and its romance caught her woman's vanity, 
and she smiled upon him till he deluded himself with the 
belief of being loved in return, although she understood 
no more of the character so entitled, than did the summer 
roses by the wall of the birds' voice to which they seemed 
quietly listening like the beautiful oars of Nature. The 
girl's father w^as a rich and proud man ; but if Heyward 
thought of this at all, he reckoned himself in both re- 
spects on an equality with whomsoever the earth held ; 
if there was love in the case, then probably it was a wise 
instinct of society to have so arranged that the poor in 
worldly goods should marry the rich ; and not gold be 
heaped upon the gold. He made known his love, and pre- 
ferxed his suit, without consciousness of presumption, nor 
did ahe seem, to regard it as such ; the girl blushed, smiled. 
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whispered, like other maidens who are not averse to be told 
the secret they have guessed, by one whom they at least 
look up to. And so the affair went on, with all the 
usual little dalliances of lovers, till the parents, who had 
never looked for such unheard-of daring in a fortuneless 
young man that had written a book, politely bowed off 
from the honour of his acquaintance. Hey ward did steal 
one more chance interview with his mistress ; she was 
pale and in tears, but sensible of duty and prudence for 
the meanwhile ; and in his estimation, if she loved him, 
or had a heart, she should have then at least vowed her 
truth till death. He would not say this, but he departed 
in mighty scorn of himself, of her, and of all the world, 
in bitterness and mistrust towards the rules and feelings 
of all that human system for whose benefit he had 
hitherto been devoted. This stroke smote into dust the 
living hope, the warm and personal reality that had be- 
gun to people the vacant distance for him ; he was like a 
Solitary in some desert isle of the ocean, who has dreamed 
of a lovely companion, woman, sylph, or mermaid, with 
all her train of happy gifts, but awakes alone to hear the 
waters beating on the sea-beach, and gaze at the blank 
horizon. In that final impassioned interview he had seen 
into the heart of her he had loved, and had suddenly per- 
ceived its shallow nature ; the last words, he felt were an 
irrevocable adieu. Like Dante, when the heavenly form 
of Beatrice stepped to meet him from the clouds, and 
the ancient Virgil, with his laurelled head, had led 
him through hell and purgatory, — first his memory 
showed him unutterable pangs and sorest discipline, then 
the pure ideal again beckoned him up to everlasting 
heights, while it reproached him with neglecting it for 
" a slight girl," — and he returned to earth with visions 
in his spirit too glorious to express, or almost to believe. 
He set himself once more to his vocation with a sense of 
its august and holy claims, patiently and severely ; phil- 
anthropic in speculation, but with his former indifference 
to actual human fellowship returned, in shape of an utter 
disgust at society. Often, indeed, in the quiet midnight, 
when the lamp waned and the shadows darkened the 
mute, tranquil faces of Plato, and Shakspere, and Bacon, 
those great penates of the student, till their foreheads 
frowned while their lips appeared to smile, — would the 
poet look up in his chamber and feel weary, then trim 
the lamp and write again. 

In the first bitter mood, prompted by this and other 
slights and neglects to the office of the ideal artist, as he 
thought them, Heyward had thrown off a sharply caustic 
attack upon the prejudices, the cant, the hypocrisies, and 
wrongs of society. Through a wildly fanciful and piC' 
turesque form, half graphic, half allegorical, he had there 
poured forth the collected scorn and irony of intense 
feeling mastered, however, by dignity. The poet was 
stiU the spoiled child in a pet, rather than the man able 
to make suffering bring forth knowledge, light, and tri- 
umph for others and himself; there was in it nothwith- 
standing, a high love reversed, noble indignation and 
reproach. His name was attached, that he might, as it 
were, turn all men against him, and lose at least their 
^se kindness, with that condescending, subscribing sort 
of patronage which the public, as well as the individuiJ, pay 
to literature. As a keener stroke to social injustice, it was 
announced that the profits of this work — he expected 
them to be small indeed — should go to the funds of a new 
'' society for the improvement and protection of fe- 
males;" but to his astonishment, it was bought by 
everybody, praised by critics, and another edition called 
for. The public were delighted, and the poet had made 
a hit that added more to his fame, and would have 
brought more emolument than all he had written besides. 
He was already ashamed of his act, of the mood that gave 
it birth, and of the laudation which filled him with con- 
tempt 80 deep as to become pity ; and then in truth he 
the need for him and his fellow-workers to teach not 






by satirical invective, but through direct utterance of the 
good and fair which should be aimed at. 

It was at this point of Heyward's intellectual history, 
while deeply meditating on some higher step, perplexed 
in thought, and painfully struggling betwixt memory and 
loftier faith, that he received an invitation from his 
younger and favourite sister to visit her at her home in 
a distant dty. There was a secret yearning in his mind 
for the sympathy of some one who, like Maria, went back 
to the same associations, could at least talk over the same 
old things, and had a sweet, frank, sisterly womanliness 
of instinct, if not a refined intellect. He found little 
Maria, however, engrossed with her children and house- 
hold concerns; her husband was a clever enterprising 
commcrcialist, well-bred, but with no sentiment about 
him, and measuring all things by what they would make. 
His character and his wife's had grown together, and it 
was pleasant enough to witness their domestic harmony ; 
but there was a formal state diffused over their ample 
establishment as precise as that of a nobleman's, the 
trammels of which Heyward recoiled from being confined 
in by accepting their kindly-meant hospitality. He took 
lodgings in the suburbs at a little distance, and after the 
day's occupation sauntered along thither of on evening to 
drop in upon their circle, pleased at being regarded in 
their large drawing-rooms and grounds as a sort of privi- 
leged wandering spirit, whom nobody expected to say 
much ; while he amused himself with the children or a 
stray book. When there were any strangers there, 
indeed, Heyward generally retreated, or walked into 
the garden; if he remained, his curious, shy, almost 
awkward manner, his absence, and the utterly common- 
place insipidity of his replies to the fine literary 
remarks of elderly blue-stockings, educated young ladies, 
or pedantic gentlemen, made Mm be universally voted a 
bore. 

On one occasion, Heyward found a young lady in the 
family room with his sister, whom she introduced to him 
as Miss Elizabeth Wood, an old acquaintance. She had 
come to stay a few weeks with Maria, who had been her 
senior at school, and as usual in these cases they had 
kept up a gossiping correspondence, in which married ex- 
perience was exchanged for country-town news, young- 
lady sentiment, minute matter-of-fact, and important 
secrets. Hey ward's chief remembrance of her was con- 
nected with annoyance from mischievous girlish tricks, — 
with blushing furiously by himself at the giggling from 
the group of pink and bine frocks, sashes, curb, and fairy 
figures on the opposite side of a room, — but especially, 
with being once disdainfully refused by this very Miss 
Elizabeth Wood at a youthful party, when he ventured 
to ask her for a partner in a quadrille, and was plainly 
told the reason, — " he was ao awkward." This little trifle 
seemed to him the early image of later bitterness, in 
which conventional association stared so coldly upon the 
true feelings of the human heart, and looked them 
down ; save for scorn at his own folly, he would have 
wilfully mixed up her too with that morbid repugnance 
of his for the fair seemings and hollow unions of the 
world. The next impression was, how plain, compara- 
tively, Elizabeth had grown, although her hair was still 
of the same rich light brown, and her figure he acknow- 
ledged could scarcely be better. She was lively, witty, 
fiashionable, and used French words ; there was a sort 
of half graceful affectation about her, but so evident an in- 
telligence, that He3rward would have been involuntarily 
drawn out in course of conversation, except for the tone 
of levity that was, perhaps, intended to prevent its be- 
coming confidentisl, and which jsrred upon his inmost 
soul. Two or three times, on that and other occasions 
succeeding, he checked himself on the point of saying 
something from the heart, — "They are all alike!" 
he thought; and while the children, Maria, and her 
husband, called her familiarly, "Bessy," he took care 
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always to address the young lady formally as "Miss 
Wood." 

Doe evemng Heyward called, and was shown np into 
the drawing-room, where he heard the sound of the piano, 
luid sat down unnoticed in a corner. The blinds were 
down, and the large apartment so obscure that he could 
not see who was there, until against a narrow space of 
one window that showed the western light dying far away 
in the sky, he perceived the white outline of a female 
dress. He remained still, for the sounds proceeding oat 
of the shadow entranced his ear, hardly ever before 
much affected by music, with the exception of simple and 
well-known airs : but whether it was the mood he was in, 
fresh from meditating with profound, yet vague emotion, 
over the commencement of a story in which he meant to 
figure forth the life, the calling, and the destiny of the 
poet, — or whether it brought to mind a thousand latent 
feelings otherwise concealed,!— the melody touched him 
to the heart. He recognised it — it was that composition 
animated by the very soul of pathos, " Rousseau's Dream," 
— ^but the hidden performer drew it forth in a way so 
different flrom ordinary, and it floated out so phantom - 
like and unaccountably beautiful, as to appear indeed the 
Tision of some spirit far above the earth. Slow and solemn 
at first, it proceeded like the story of some majestic 
sorrow; a procession of robed and stately griefs, all differ- 
ently arrayed, all pacing tranquilly as it were to the 
grave ; in the midst arose a crowd of almost joyous varia- 
&ons, repeating and re-repeating the same ineffable tale; 
^ain flowed forth the same long-timing, liquid measure, 
like the horses of noble knights returning from a burial, 
with the riderless charger of some hero-companion led 
before. All the while, too, there seemed to be a distant, 
clear, angelic voice singing beyond : Heyward lay and 
listened, moved nigh to tears ; but with the strain there 
appeared a mighty load to go away from his heart, he 
was consoled and soothed, and the poem he had been 
perplexed to begin, rose up, as it were, spontaneously 
before his imagination. The fair musician evidently felt 
in no common way the notes that escaped firom her 
fingers ; this twilight performance was without doubt a 
luxury firom some cause or other deeply prized. Nothing 
but that patch of evening light fell in behind the instru- 
ment ; but next out of the dusk issued the exquisite air 
of " Di Tanti Palpiti," like the silver tinkle of water, 
leaping in showers from a fountain and bubbling over, 
or the warble of an Italian nightingale in a moonlit 
poplar. Then followed the grand broad harmonies of a 
waltz, by Beethoven, more like a supernatural dialogue 
growing from a crowd and hubbub of mystic voices^ than 
anything conceived firom the ear of man. Who it was, 
and whether it was what critics might call good playing, 
Heyward did not know ; but to mix in the routine 
of general conversation, or to exchange words with any 
one, after this, would have been impossible ; and he stole 
silently out again in the midst of a gayer air, nor did he 
mention the incident next day. 

Heyward could scarcely belieTO it to have been the 
lively Miss Wood, whose solitary vesper-thought she had 
thus surprised ; nevertheless he could not help observing 
her thereafter with great interest. Though always gay 
and lively in company, she was once or twice so unwell 
as not to appear ; Heyward saw that she was much paler 
than he remembered her as a girl, and at intervids, a 
pensive expression stole over her features when she was 
not speaking. The twilight musician he discovered was 
Miss Wood; any quiet evening, indeed, when he hap- 
pened to call, he found she had vanished to the unoccu- 
pied drawing-room, and sat alone at the piano, where, 
however, he did not venture to intrude. One afternoon, 
when the rest of the £smily were out, Heyward was 
nshered into this apartment to wait till tea-time, and 
Hiss Wood came in a little after. The conversation 
began, as usual, in a superficial, commonplace way ; but 



somehow or other they gradually slid into talking of lite- 
rature, a new poem that had appeared, and of poets 
in general. This time it was Heyward who spoke lightly, 
and in a half jocular strain, that more intensely betrayed 
his inward feeling, notwithstanding, of the lot marked 
out for the ideal writer, of his aim and duties. Their 
looks met once for a moment, while he went on thus, and 
the young lady smiled; Heyward found himself soon 
speaking more gravely, then he stopped abruptly, for he 
was thinking what very fine eyes Elizabeth Wood had 
after all, when there was a serious expression in them. 
In a short time she sat down, as if unconsciously, at the 
piano, her fingers wandered over the keys, and the sad 
solemn notes of "Rousseau'^s Dream" began to rise 
upon the silence, played even more exquisitely than be- 
fore. While Heyward listened, he almost felt as if there 
were a strange, secret sympathy between them ; perhaps, 
she saw farther into his nature, and understood his cha- 
racter better than he had thought ; and to the egotism of 
a poet there is nothing so fascinating as the first notion 
of a woman's unexpressed sympathy. With every note 
of the music, this impression seemed to grow upon him; 
at the end, Heyward drew down the blinds, and entreated 
her to play it over again, while he retired to a sofa beyond. 
He observed, that at this little manoeuvre 6n his part, 
Elizabeth bent down her face closer over the instrument 
but her hair and the shadow concealed its expression. 
Again and again, without a repetition of the request, the 
same piece was renewed, with the interspersion of " Di 
Tanti Palpiti" and Beethoven's waltz, at Heyward'a 
request. When the rest of the family had returned, and 
the blinds were drawn up again, and other matters were 
going on, Heyward almost felt as if a curious kind of con- 
fidence were established between Elizabeth and himself. 
He was provoked at himself for the sense of pleasure be 
caught ever and anon recurring upon his fancy; he pur- 
posely stayed away for a day or two, and at his next visit, 
Elizabeth Wood was gone. His sister Maria, who plumed 
herself upon her acuteness in such matters, declai^ that 
Heyward looked blank at this intelligence, and tried to 
make it out that he was " in love with Bessy Wood ;" 
but Heyward, who was none of those blushing and very 
conscious young gentlemen that would almost look con- 
fined at their grandmother's first name, contrived to 
appear so absolutely vacant, indifferent and dreamy, 
that his sister enquired if he saw anything very ex- 
traordinary in the sky. During the course of the 
evening, Heyward asked Maria to play " Rousseau's 
Dream," which she executed in brilliant style, with new 
variations, but to his intense dissatisfaction. His sister 
burst out laughing as she rose from the piano, — 
" Oh, ho, Mr. Godfrey Ernest 1" said she, " do you 
think I knew nothing of your sly little musical parties ? 
I suppose I am not enough of "play -in-earnest" for 
a political gentleman like you, or Bessy Wood, — eh, 
Godfrey?" 

" WYMt in all the world ore yoa talking of, Maria ?" 
enquired Heyward, with an air of perplexed and af&icted 
innocence. 

" Oh, nonsense, don't play off your fine lack-a-dai- 
sical tricks on me I" said his sister, archly, — " you tran- 
scendental people have your feelings, I suppose, as well 
as others, — and I tell you, Godfrey, if you could be so 
much in Bessy Wood's society, and hear her play so 
often, without getting over head and ears in love with 
her — ^why — you're a wretch, that's all I" 

" Ah, there it is now," said Heyward, coolly, " you're 
angry that I didn't propose to the young lady. Maria, my 
dear 1 I assure you though, X am not so fond of being 
refused as you may think?" 

"Refused," said his sister, "why yea, after aU, 
Godfrey, dear I I'm afraid there is no hope for you, 
poor fellow I There is, or was ai leas^ another gen- 
tleman in the case, whom — " 
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'' Wliat?" eud Godfrey. looldng oat at the clouds. 

''Never mind/' said his sUter, smiUng, *'l shan't 
tell you— so go, and get somebody else to play ' Rous- 
seau's Dream' to you, if you likel" 

It was not till some time afterwardsj and by little 
and little, that Heyward learned from his sbter how 
Bessy Wood had been engaged to a gentleman, with 
whom she had broken off finally because of some con- 
duct on his part which she disapproved, and which, al- 
though he possessed a considerab^ fortune, had deprived 
him of her esteem and respect. Maria alone knew how 
she had suffered, and what it had cost Elizabeth Wood 
to conquer her lingering feelings of attachment, when 
she saw clearly he was unworthy of her: but Maria 
said, she thought " poor dear B^y " had almost con- 
quered them. The remarks which Heyward made upon 
this piece of information were nothing more than general; 
but it affected him beyond expression, when connected 
in his mind with her solitary evening amusements, and 
the "Music in the Sliadow." 

It was not long after this that the young and rising 
author completed an imaginative work, entitled "£u- 
thanasius," in which was portrayed the struggle of man 
as the poet in general, with doubt, difficulty, and 
sorrow, — and the immortal victory of life and love through 
faithful action. It was dedicated to the " Musician in the 
Shadow," or to one who out of personal grief and in- 
ward contest, by the very lyrical sweetness of her own 
heart's instinct, had breathed consolatory emotion into 
the author's soul, animating his spirit, unconsciously to 
herself, with a loftier and more unselfish aim. There 
was a copy of this book sent from the poet's sister 
to Elizabeth Wood; and a week or two after, Maria 
ebowed Heyward a little rose-coloured, sweet-scented 
note, which, although meant for her alone, decided him 
upon going down soon to the country town, near which 
her father lived, and calling by the way. 

It was tax months from this time, that on Hey ard's 

alluding to the musical evenings in Street, Bessy 

Wood whispered to him that she did not think she 
should play " Rousseau's Dream," or any other favou- 
rite, with less feeling at least, as a poet's wife looking 
to the light through him, than as seated in the shadow 
of painful memory. 



CHERBOURG. 

Chsrbouuo is certainly a dull town, and with its cold- 
looking black, or blue roofed houses, and the absence of 
any striking object, does not at first sight impress 
strangers very favourably — those at least who approach 
it from the sea — for one arrives at a proper appreciation 
of the magnitude of the works which chiefly render it 
famous — more by reasoning upon the boldness of the 
conception, and the accurate excellence of the execution 
thus far, than by the mere coup tTieil they present. The 
town, seated at the extremity of a tongue of land, not 
leading to or from any other^ place, has rarely much 
going on in the way of gaiety or commercial bustle ; 
it is, nevertheless, a very important place, — and being, 
from its situation, less commonly visited by the English 
than most towns on the coast of France, I hope a 
slight sketch of my own impressions, unencumbered by 
the scientific details which are always found in the guide 
books, may not be wholly uninteresting. The modem 
Cherbourg, for few traces of the ancient town remain, is 
built upon what was formerly a salt marsh, and there is little 
architectural beauty in any of the public buildings. The 
climate, in summer, is the most disagreeable possible, a 
sort of milder Edinburgh, quite as much wind, and more 
rain: indeed the former so constantly blows, that the 
usual stvle in which a lady walks is holding her parasol 
In one band and her bonnet on with the other, and 



during the three years I resided there, I was seldom able 
to lean upon my companion, from both my hands being 
usuaUy so employed. The winters are mild ; little frost, 
less snow, and -myrtles and fig-trees flourish without care. 
The fig-groves are curious, for the trees are really large 
trees, you walk as well as sit under their shade, and may 
see schoolboys on the branches picking the green Pud 
purple fruit, just as the children do in our apple orchards ! 
but immediately near the city, no timber of any kind 
seems to thrive well. To the east of Cherbourg, how- 
ever, near the pretty little village du Roule, (so called 
from a chalybeate spring there) those who love rural 
scenery will find much to gratify them. Sheltered by 
the Montague du Roule, a green hill about three hundred 
feet high, the foliage is thick and luxuriant, and several 
simple maUonetteM looking peaceful and smiling from their 
unpretending little gardens, give life to the natural beauty 
of the valley du Quincampoix. To me, accustomed from 
my youth to the sublimity of Scottish scenery, it sounded 
very ludicious to hear the French inhabitants describe 
gentle hills, wild rocks, and thick brushwood, as high 
mountains, fearful precipices, and sombre forests; but 
most surely you can scarcely view a sweeter picture than 
the banks of the Divette display. A clear, sparkling 
brook ripples merrily along, bordered by apple and cherry 
orchards, and is dotted here and there with old water- 
mills, small hamlets, and tiny church spires, the gilded 
fanes glittering above the mass of green leaves in the 
sunshine ; while as a back-ground rises the rocky emi- 
nence called la Fauconniere, all purple and yellow in the 
season with broom, heath, and furze blossoms. In very 
early spring, when bleak winds kept all our buds from 
blowing elsewhere, this happy valley was alive with bees 
and birds and sulphur butterflies. Primroses spangled 
every bank, peeping out from among the withered leaves 
in January ; and, by the end of February, the wood ane- 
mone and blue wild hyacinth began to open their flower- 
cups, and, the lower branches of the thorn and elm to 
exhibit symptoms of coming life. As the season ad- 
vanced, the acacias, laburnums, lilacs, and fruit trees 
made the air on still dampish days, almost faint with 
perfume ; one really might say of the Vallee du Quincam- 
poix what Goldsmith did of his deserted village : — 

" Here tmtling •pring ber earlieit visit paid. 
And parting summer's lingering blooms delayed." 

The distance is so trifling from Cherbourg, that one 
wonders one meets so few of let gem comme it/aui wan- 
dering there, but our lively, pleasant, social, neighbours 
on the southern side of the channel, are not, il faui 
ravouer, lovers of the country, except in words. In this 
direction many villages abound, and botanists and anti- 
quarians may spend some pleasant weeks among them, 
collecting curious planto and searching for the Roman 
antiquities which are frequently found. Tombs, medals, 
masks, little silver figures of stags and hordes, coins 
from Septimus Severus to Gallien have been discovered. 
The peasants had long been in the habit of digging up 
earthen pots full of what they called bad pennies, untU 
one more enterprising than the rest boiled his pennies in 
vinegar and so found out that they were silver. Many 
British families took their rise from this neighbourhood. 
Bruces, Bertrams and Bamwells, Carterets, Chandoses 
and Neels. Talbots abound to this day, although no 
person of any distinction bears the appellation, and 
many familiar English names are not uncommon. To 
the west of the town all appears arid and trUte, yon can 
see the point of La Hogue, where, as my dressmaker 
informed me, the French gained a small victory over the 
English, which would have been a great one had not the 
weather prevented them making it so. Some druidtcal 
monuments and the ruins of many a feudal castle are not 
far off. Briquebec, formerly belonging to the Bertrams is 
now a monastery for the Trappists, and the Scotch 
Bruoes may muse upon their ancestors at the Ch&teau 
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d'Adam, but Touriaville is at once the least dilapidated 
and most unpleasantly interesting. The family of the 
Ravalets seemed to haye transmitted craelty and un- 
natural wickedness to their descendants, as other families 
are said to do the gout, insanity, or scrofola. One lord 
after another was the actor in, or hero of, some history 
of horror, such as one fancies can only be found in old- 
fikshioncd romances ; but here, alas ! the most dreadful 
ever imagined^ would be ** ower true a tale," and more 
than one sleepless night have I passed after hearing them ; 
I shall not, however, give any of these frightful details, 
for it does no good and can afford no pleasure to a 
rightly constituted mind, to hear how wicked men can be. 
The race is happily extinct, but their name is stUI held 
in detestation throughout the neighbourhood they sullied 
with their crimes. After the execution of the last — a 
brother and sister — the parents quitted the place, took 
another name, founded a Benedictine monastery, and died 
without heirs ; and there stands the chateau, tenantless 
since the days of Henri TV., waiting till time destroys it ; 
the fearfol traditions attached to it having prevented its 
occupation by any one. When I first beheld it from an 
eminence, the evening sun was shining upon the windows, 
and as the distance prevented my seeing any of the de- 
vastations the years that had passed had caused, it 
looked like the happy, cheerful habitation of some quiet 
country family, who, fkr from the turmoils of the busy 
world, lived there in privacy and peace. Almost all old 
places have some record attached to them of bygone 
times, that fill the mind with uneasy sensations ; and many 
true or false may be collected concerning the ruined 
remains in the vicinity of Cherbourg. At Briqucbec 
they discovered, only a few years ago, several oubUettet 
in the walls, in which were human bones, and in one a 
silver gourd, with arms engraved upon it, " Yet Full of 
Wine ! ! 1" No tale which the imagination can work up, 
relates a more sad story than simply mentioning this 
fact, and leaving the reader of the few words which tell it 
to his own thoughts. The breakwater was begun in 
1784, and Louis XVI. took much interest in it ; himself 
personally inspecting the covering of several cones ; the 
first was sunk on the 6th of June, amid great rejoicings. 
Napoleon did a great deal for it, and intended to do 
more. Josephine gave a ball in one of the basins. 
Charles X. embarked there for England in 1831 ; Louis 
Philippe followed the steps of Us predecessors, and 
of the good things La Rcpublique has done is to 
vote a hu'ge sum towards its completion. This gigantic 
work will be, when finished, 10,000 French feet in 
length. L'Isle Palee, separated from the land by rocks 
1,500 toises under water, renders entrance on this side 
impo$tibl€; defended as it is by eight forts or towers, 
which are formed in time of war by a line of fortifications. 
The bay is magnificent — ^ninety large ships can ride at 
anchor, protected upon the east, west and south, by 
natural ramparts, and by this enormous undertaking on 
the north. The French may indeed be proud of their 
performance, for we can never more bum the shipping 
and damage the town as we did in 1779, and by so doing 
gave rise to the splendid idea of this breakwater. Whilst 
I lived here, the poor Prince de Joinville came to take 
the command of that ugly "ioboi /httanf — La Belle 
Poule, in all the flush of yonth and hope, and all the 
happiness of feeling, that he had power to make his name 
remembered perhaps in after times. Alas ! alas i how have 
the prospects of that fine, spirited young man been over- 
cast ! I agree with the honest EngU^ Jack Tar, who, 
seeing him managing a little boat on a rough sea at St. 
Leonard's, with much sailor-like dexterity, exclaimed 
"Well, the French be a pretty set of ninnyhammers to 
send such a chap as that 'ere adrift." " Ay," answered 
his companion, " He's well named John Veal, for he's a 
right regular son of John JBulL" 

Cherbourg, though a sea port and a garrison town is a 



very orderly, quiet place. It contains above 20,000 u 
bitants, and is a place de ffuerre of the first dttss. Even 
at the fair of St. Anne, I never heard any quarrelling, or 
saw intoxication, or any thing ^lisagreeable , but thane is 
a singular custom p reser ved firom time immemorial, which 
I imagine can only be seen at this annual fete, and to me 
it is very disgusting : viz., to eat mutton five minutes 
after you have heard the bleat of the sheep vinch 
furnishes it. Charcoal fires are made in holes dug in the 
ground, and several persons are employed to kill, skin, 
cut up, and broil the steaks ; the expertness of all the 
operators is incredible, and except the killing, upon whidi 
I turned my back, I saw thie whole process, whidi 
occupied seven and a half minutes. Tents are erected 
round this temporary kitchen and slaughter house, and I 
was told no mutton was ever tasted so good or so tender. 
Ornaments from Brittany are sold at St. Anne's, made of 
bits of looking glass which glitter in the sun, and have a 
more danling effect than any moek diamonds I ever saw. 
The fair is held close to the sea shore ; the little boats 
filled with the peasant women, in their high, fim-shaped 
caps, gold crosses, and ear-rings, and gay colours, 
laughing loud, and chattering cheerfully ; nuke It a very 
lively pleasing scene, although there is no rural beauty 
about the spot. You now hear the patois in perfection 
when they address each other without restraint, for in 
their intercourse with their superiors, and with strangers, 
a French is spoken which is at least sufficiently intelligible. 
Some friends of mine occupied a prettily situated cottage, 
freshly prepared and painted, containing six rooms and a 
garret, a lodge with two good apartments, a stable, and 
large productive garden, for which they paid just £\i 
per annum. They are a kind-hearted, friendly people 
these bons Cherbourgeois, and, although they have little 
reason to be partial to the English, we received from 
several of them marks of disinterested kindness too 
romantic to be easily credited, for which I shall never 
cease to be grateful ; and, of all the coast towns in France 
I hare visited, Cherbourg is decidedly that where the 
least imposition is practised. 



PROCRASTINATION. 
Shun delaji, thej breed rcmone ; 

Ttke thy time wbOe time b lent thee ; 
Creeping snaila bare weakest force i 

Fly tfay fault le«t tbou repent thee ; 
Good ia beat when aooneit wrought ; 
Lingering laboun come to nought. 

Hoist up Bttl while gale doth last ; 

Tide and wind wait no man's pleasure ; 
Seek not time when time is past ; 

Sober speed is wisdom's leisure ; 
Afterwits are dearly bought, 
I^et thy forewit guide thy thought. 



E(M0tu( (or Eittle <»nrir. 



THE LIITLE HOLLANDER. 

Many years ago there lived a man and his wife in the 
town of Haarlem, in Holland. The man was a slniee- 
keeper, that is to say, his business was to open and shot 
the sluices. I must tell my young readers the meaning 
of this. Holland is a country filled with canals, dykes 
and rivers : if these waters were not restrained by em- 
bankments, the country would be constantly ove rflo we d , 
and the health and comfort of the inhabitants seriously 
injured. In many parts, the waters are contained in long 
deep basins ; and, at equal distances, strong oaken gates 
are placed in which are openings called sluices. By 
means of a sort of movable panel, these can be raised or 
shut down at pleasure, and the person who minds *K<^^ n 
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is called the slnioe-lceeper. Daring the day, he aUowt as 
much water to flow, as is necessary; bat at night he 
takes good care to shat the panel fast, else the water 
wovld nin and ran, and overflow its banks, and at last 
inandste the country and drown the inhabitants. 

Our sluice-keeper had one child, a boy eight years 
old. It happen^ one day that his mother had baked 
some nice white cakes, and this little boy asked permis- 
sion to carry one of them to a poor old blind man that 
lived at some distance. 

" You may go," said his father, " but do not delay 
long." 

" No, father," said he, and set out. 
The blind man was very glad to get the cake, for he 
was poor, and seldom had anything to eat ; and the child 
was more pleased at seeing him eat the cake, and hearing 
him say how good it was, than if he had got some dainty 
for himself. Then, remembering his fieither's injunction, 
he said good-by to the blind-man and turned towards 
home. 

His way lay along the canals, and it was the month of 
October, when the waters are greatly increased by the 
rain of autumn. Now and then the little boy stopped 
to gather some pretty little blue flowers, which hb mother 
loved : and, while doing so, he sang a merry little song 
she had taught him, for his heart felt light and happy. 
He stooped down and stood up, and jumped and sang 
until he forgot how time passed. The road became very 
lonely; the shouts of the villagers ceased to be heard, the 
song of the birds was hashed, and the little feUow soon 
perceived that he could no longer distinguish his blue 
flowers from the green leaves that sunonnded them. 

He looked at the sky; it was darkened by the 
approach of night, yet the objects around were still seen, 
though dimly. He thought of his father and the injunc- 
tion he had given him, and he hastened his steps home- 
wards. Suddenly a sound of trickling water drew his 
attention. He was near one of the sluice-gates, and 
looking at it narrowly, he discovered a small fissure in 
the wood, through which a slender stream was running. 
Young as the child was, he well knew the danger of the 
water enlarging the hole, then rushing out, becoming a 
torrent, and at length causing one of those terrible in- 
undations, which often bring ruin on a whole district. 
Not for a moment did he hesitate, but throwing fway 
his flowers, and climbing from stone to stone, he suc- 
ceeded in reaching the fissure. Then he boldly thrust 
his finger into the hole, and saw with delight that the 
water ceased to flow. 

For a short time, all was well, and the child rejoiced 
at his success ; but as the night advanced, the cold be- 
came piercing. The little fellow looked around and 
shouted ; no one answered, no one came, and he resolved 
manfully to wait for the daylight. But the cold grew 
more and more intense, the poor little finger in the 
hole became numbed ; then the hand and the whole arm 
stiffened, yet the child stirred not. At length the pain 
reached his shoulder, and the agony became intolerable, 
but still the Uttle sluice -keeper would not move. He 
wept, he thought of his father and mother, how uneasy 
they would be I and he wished for his warm little bed 
where every night he slept bo sweetly; yet he held 
bravely on, knowing that if the water broke the barrier 
which his finger opposed to its fury, not only would he 
be drowned, but also his parents and his neighbours. 
Therefore he wept, but stirred not Daybreak found 
him, supporting with unfailing courage, his horrible 
position. Just then, it happened that the curate of the 
parish was returning home, alter having passed the night 
by the bedside of a dying man. Hearing a voice in the 
dyke, he stooped down and saw the cMd seated on a 
stone, his face pale, his eyes filled with tears, and his 
whole body writhing with pain. 

" What are you doing there ?" cried the good man. 
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I am onlypreventmg the water from flowing,"replied 
the child simply, little knowing that he had displayed 
that night the courage and endurance of a hero. 

Tlie curate hastened to put in a temporary plug, as a 
subs'titute for the poor little stiffened finger, and taking 
the child tenderly in his arms, had the pleasure of re- 
storing him to his parents, who were wandering about, 
distracted at his absence. 

It is a pity that history has not preserved the name of 
this brave and good little Hollander. 

VAUCANSOK. 

" Ah, how tired I am I " said one day a child, who had 
been for some time standing alone in an ante-chamber in 
a large house in Geneva. 

A servant who had just entered, with a tray in her 
hand, looked round. 

" Why don't you go into the drawing-room. Master 
Jacques ? " asked she. 

** Because 'tis still more tiresome there," was the reply. 

" How old are you. Master Yaucanson ? asked the 
servant. 

"Nine years, the twenty-fourth of last February, 
Madeleine; I was bom in 1709." 

"And how do you pass your time?" rejoined Made- 
leine, delighted at having even a child to talk to ; for she 
was the only domestic kept by Madame Tell, the lady in 
whose house Madame Yaucanson and her son were stay- 
ing on a visit. 

" I study all day, Latin, Greek, French, geogvq»hy, 
arithmetic, geometry." 

"In short, all kinds of fine learning," intenrupted 
Madeleine, who was not made much wiser by this list of 
names. 

" But when do you amuse yourself ? " 

"Never I " said the child, with a solemn air. " But, 
there's a smell of something burning, Madeleine," added 
he, snuffing up a certain odour that came in through the 
open door. 

" Goodness ! my roast beef is burning ! " cried Made* 
leine. 

"Master Yaucanson," added she hastily, "every one 
says you're a little destroyer; perpetually in mischief, 
breaking and spoiling every thing you touch. Now I beg 
of you not to meddle with anything here, else 'tis I who 
shall be blamed : for Madame Tell charged me not to 
leave you alone." 

"What can I meddle with here?" asked Jacques, 
quietly. " I don't see anything I eon break." 

So saying, the little Genevese looked around, and 
suddenly his eyes sparkled with extraordinary bright- 
ness. They were fixed on a large old-fashioned clock 
fastened to the wall. Madeleine neither remarked the 
look, nor the smile that accompanied it : the smell of 
burnt meat becoming still stronger, she ran with all 
speed towards the kitchen. 

"Certainly, I wont break it," said Jacques, climbing 
on a table placed under the clock, " but I muit find out 
how the works are moved." 

Then whispering to himself, " examining the mystery 
of this machine is very different from breaking it," he 
took out one by one the little wheels that caused the 
hands to move. Absorbed in this occupation, Jacques 
did not hear the door open, until a cry of surprise and 
anger roused his attention. 

" My clock 1 " cried the mistress of the house. 

" Mischievous little urchin ! " added his mother. 

But without moving, Jacques replied, " Any harm I 
have done, I can repair." And then, without descending 
from where he stood, he replaced every wheel, rea4jnsted 
the hands, stirred the pendulum, and then seeing mecha- 
nism restored, and the dock going as steadily as if it had 
not been touched, he cried, " I have found it ! " and 
jumped joyously to the ground. 
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The taite, thus early displayed, grew with hit growth, 
•ad Vaucanson became a most celebrated mechanist. In 
1738, aU Paris flocked to his house to see an automaton 
which played eight or ten airs on the flute. 

Encouraged by his success, he made a duck which 
both ate and digested com; besides a player on the 
tambourine, which performed twenty different pieces. 

Afterwards his genius took a more useful direction : he 
invented mills for weaving silk, by means of which a 
child could produce the most beautiful fabrics. . 

He was occupied in perfecting some carious machinery, 
when he was seized by his death sickness. 

" Hasten," said he, to his workmen, *' I shall not have 
time to complete it." 

His words came true, he expired without finishing his 
design on the 24th of November, 1782. 



CONVERSATION. 

Or& best gifts are least praised, perhaps least prixed. 
Whatever outward good enters into the very texture of 
our life*s life has little chance of being duly honoured. 
Those pleasures, without which we should be wretched, 
we treat as insignificant, because they are indispensable. 
It is so with conversation, — a pleasure for which all men 
have a taste ; one which is never relinquished except by 
compulsion, or some motive Almost as potent. The 
silence of monastic life is the highest triumph of 
asceticism ; that of prison existence the utmost cruelty 
of the law. Joy prattles ; grief must talk or die ; both 
are eloquent, for passion is always so. A feeling too 
strong for words is agony ; if they be too long withheld 
it becomes madness. The chattering of youth is the 
overflow of animal spirits by the stimulus of new ideas ; 
the garrulity of age seems an effort to excite the fainting 
animal spirits, by recalling the ideas which once stimu- 
lated them. Let us have a little talk about talking. Our 
object shall be to show that we do not give it a due 
flbare of attention, or at least to inquire whether we do 
or not. 

Groethe advises that we shall at least " speak every 
day a few good words." Do we concern ourselves about 
this when we are makiug up the day's account ? Did we 
begin the day with any resolves about it, as if it were a 
thing of consequence, or have we maundered on, drofi- 
ping tinkling words about trifles, or evil words like fire- 
brands, or words of gloom and repining, insulting Provi- 
dence, or words of hatred, piercing hearts that love us ? 
Each day's talk is surely no trifle ; we can hardly help 
sowing the germs of many thoughts in a twelve hours' 
intercourse with our co-mates, in the ordinary duties of 
life ; and allowing our words only a negative valuer we 
rob our fiiends of all the good and pleasure that we might 
bestow and do not. Young and old alike have daUns 
upon us for the cheap gift of our good thoughts; the 
young, because it is their spring-time, and they must 
have good thoughts or bad ones, flowers or weeds ; the 
old, for that life's troubles have cast so many shadows 
upon their minds, that it is cruel to let slip any chance 
of cheering them by means of whatever advantage we 
possess. If they despond habitually, a few rightly-chosen 
words may present a new side of affairs for their relief; 
if they are soured, words of afiiection are all-powerful to 
neutraliie such acids. Let us not dare to put them off" 
with silence; in such » case it is a confession of the 
weakness of our virtue. Incommimicative households 
are only a step behind quarrelling households. Some 
people are tadtum only because they cannot open their 
mouths without saying something disagreeable. They have 
just goodness enough to be silent, not enough to raform 
the inward suUeuness of their temper. 

We are always sensible of the pleasure of conversation, 
whan it is what it should be; but we do not find it ea«y to 



prescribe rules for it. Theve aro, indeed, plenty of formal 
rules, but they are too formal. We do not find that 
agreeable people talk by them, and we say such an one 
has a yi/t for conversation, as if confessing that rules have 
little to do with the matter. And, indeed, how could w« 
talk by rule any more than we can breathe by rule ? We, 
never think of counting or measuring the delicious inhala- 
tions of a rural walk, or those which sustain the life of a 
year. Talking is quite as natural, and almost as necea- 
sary as breathing, for the few tadtum people we meet are 
only enough to prove the universality of the impulse. Of 
course, we put out of the question those who are silent 
through sulkiness or stupidity, or by design, and consider 
only people who behave naturally. 

The impulse to impart our thoughts b so strong, that 
it is proverbially necessary to keep a guard over our lips, 
lest we tell what should not be told. To what a pitch 
then must our sophistication by false notions of sodety 
have arisen, when we become able to talk for hours the 
very thing we do not think, pouring out empty wordsi, 
while the under-current of our thoughts sets in quite a 
different direction. The "bald, disjointed chat" thus 
produced, is what we call "conversation in company," 
and no wonder we dread " company 1 " A diet of stale 
crumbs and tepid water would be quite as agreeable. 
Listen to the conversation of a morning calL 
First the health branch. 

" How do you do — and how is your mothei^-HUid is 
your Bister quite well^^md has your aunt recovered ?"— 
an unexceptionable strain of taUc in itself, but usually m 
mere form, from the fact that we have had daily oppor- 
tunities of ascertaining the condition of these good peo- 
ple, and know that nothing of consequence can have 
befUlen them without our knowledge. It wears the 
semblance of friendly feeling and humane sympathy, 
however, so we must not condemn it when it irdudes 
one grain of sincerity. But we proceed. " My own 

health has been miserable. I have had " And hers 

follows a train of symptoms minutely given, even as to 
days and hours, with die fears of friends and the judg- 
ment of physidans, until the listener yawns so perceptibly 
that it is impossible to proceed. The children's cases come 
next, and it is well if their afflictions do not occupy the 
remainder of the visit. 

>)ext oomes the weather branch, if there be time 
enough. 

<* What dreadAil weather we have had 1 It is enough 
tor kill anybody. The thermometer fell ten degrees on 
Saturday. My brother, who has been all over the world, 
says that ours is the very worst climate on the face of the 
globe. Nobody can be well in such a climate," dec, until 
it is made perfectly clear that Providence, dther throng 
eapedal spite or general incapadty, is doing its worst for 
us in the way of weather. 

The faults and follies of our neighboun and friends 
afford, perhaps, the most fertile of all subjects lor oon- 
versation, when it is at all spontaneous. The study of 
character is one of the pleasures of life, but we are not 
particularly fond of exercisitig it upon ourselves^ or at 
least of divulging the results of our practice. 

The habit of discussing character in ordinary conver- 
sation is apt to be a little chilling all round. It is hardly 
possible to feel quite at ease and to behave unoon- 
strainedly, if we know that as soon as we depart we shall 
be coolly analyzed for the benefit of those who remain. 
We ai« not quite so confident of the impartiality and 
discernment of others as of our own, and we would rather 
not feel that every word and action of ours is being 
treasured up as material for future sketches of diancter. 
So that this style of conversation, while it exerdses the 
intellect, is likely to harden the heart, and instead of 
diffusing an affectionate confidence through aodal inter- 
course, will probably end in putting each individual 
secrKly on the defensive. Some frigid soul devised the 
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nMxim, " Lave alwayfi with your friend as if he might one 
day be your enemy ; " and those must have kindred no- 
tions of the spirit of society, who consider the pecu- 
liarities and shades of character of their friends matter 
for habitual discussion. 

Egotism may be reclconed a kindred vice of conversa- 
tion, equally tiresome, but not so bad in itself, because it 
is truer. Bgotism is either the pouring forth of a vanity 
too egregious to be politic, or the effort of a desire to 
please, to bring up its claims to notice, or the mere morbid 
and painful action of an unhealthy mind, attempting to 
share its troubles and vexations with others, or t« enforce 
the attention which such minds are apt to think wrong- 
fully withheld. In either of these cases, tediousness is 
its worst effect. We ily an egotist, but we do not fear 
or hate him. If vanity prompts his fault, we smile 
secretly at the weakness ; if a desire to make an impres- 
sion, we revenge ourselves on his tiresomeness by con- 
trasting in our own minds his real with his imaginary 
cbims. It is of such as be that people say, " I would 
tike to buy him at my price and sell him at his own," and 
the saying arose from the frequency of the appearance of 
such characters in society. 

A still less agreeable class of talkers are they who seem 
to listen for no other purpose than to entrap the speaker. 
They lie in wait for petty errors and apparent discre- 
pancies ; things whose consistency might be vindicated 
after a world of words, but which we have a right to 
expect will be taken for granted as correct, by those who 
know us to have a regard for truth. These are minute 
and matter-of-fact people, in whose minds the main idea 
is of no more importance than the most insignificant 
accessory. To talk with such people, is subjecting one's- 
self to the labour of proving a continual negative. This 
cavilling habit is completely contradictory of the genial 
and confiding spirit which is the life of conversation. It 
is insulting to the speaker, whose flow of talk returns 
indignantly upon itself, to await listeners who are too 
conscious of their own love of truth lightly to suspect 
another of disregarding it. It is found generally either 
among persons whose pursuits have led them into close 
investigation of minute points ; among hard and coarse 
business-men or sharp lawyers ; among the self-righteous 
of either sex ; among people who, being devoid of ima- 
gination, are habitually suspicious of those who aj^ear 
to possess any. 

With these enemies of conversation we may rank such 
as frown upon every little playful sally, snapping at eAph 
unconsidered word, and pretending to be puzzled by every 
witticism, in the spirit of him who asked, of a poem, 
" What does it prove ?" The truth is, foUy is almost as re- 
quisite to pleasant general conversation as wisdom. Highly 
condensed aliment is healthful neither for mind nor body. 
As a little bran left in our bread makes it more wholesome, 
so does a little harmless foUy in our talk. Those who 
despise it are very apt to suffer and look glum under a 
mental dyspepsia, and they deserve it. Until philosophers 
become predominant in society, wisdom will not be best 
commended to popularity by showing it as the antagonist 
of mirth : and when they are so, they will show how 
cheerful wise men can be. Were bur laughing muscles 
given us for nothing? When Solomon compared the 
laughter of fools to " the crackling of thorns under a 
pot," he was thinking of wicked fools, undoubtedly; 
there are many soch, and their laughter is anything but 
cheerful. But some gloomy people say, " There is too 
much sin and sorrow in the world for Christian people to 
be anything but sad." To this we would assent with all 
our hearts, if habitual sadness were in itself likely to 
better the state of things. It is true that, *' by the 
sadness of the countenance the heart is made better," 
▼ii., that unmingled prosperity and happiness is apt to 
make our poor humanity cold and unfeeling, leaving dor- 
maat those tender sympathies with all human woe which 



Panthea, the Sptrit qf Nature, By Robbrt Hunt, 
author of " The Poetry of Science." Reeve, Benham 
and Reeve. 

This is a prose poem, with Science and Nature for the 
themes. A story is interwoven with it, but the thread 
is so slender that it seems barely sufficient to hold the 
dramatis pertona together. On opening the book, and 
reading the preface, we were led to anticipate a work of 
a similar character to Proude's " Nemesis," — this deal- 
ing with the scepticism of Science, as that with the 
scepticism of Faith. There are, however, no points of 
resemblance between them ; Fronde's book, in all that 
regards delineation of character, human passion and 
human interest, and the tremendous struggles of con- 
science, standing boldly out from all recent books of a 
similar character. " Panthea" is, however, a much 
healthier book. Its subject — Nature — is one that tunes 
all hearts to Love ; it leads from joy to joy ; and im- 
presses the mind deeply with the sense of quiet power 
and beauty. 

We wonder not »t the simple fiuth of the old Pagan 
Pantheists, who savf their god in the glorious sun, heard 
him in the winds whispering through the forest groves, 
and felt him in the silent beauty of earth, and air, and 
sky. To this the Greeks added the classical mythology 
which sprung from the cultivated brain of that highly 
civilized people ; and the Hebrews, whose religious ideas 
were far in advance of the Greeks and all other ancient 
nations, added the sublime conception of God himself, as 
the active ruler and governor of Nature, riding upon the 
wings of the wind, shaking the earth and making the 
pillars thereof tremble, quieting it by the south wind and 
making the morning stars sing together for joy, wrap- 
ping himself about with thick darkness, and employing 
the lightnings and the thunders as the ministers of his 
judgments. Thus, in all the aspects of Nature did the 
Hebrew recognise his God ; and alike in the sunshine, 
the rain, the fire, and the tempest, did he hear " the voice 
of the Lord." Hence the sublime grandeur of the inspired 
Israelitish poets stands out with starthng brightness from 
the material Pantheism of remote times, and their great 
thoughts have descended through the circling ages of the 
world, to beacon the way of truth and life to all men. 

The hero of " Panthea"— if we may venture to call 
him such — is Julian, Lord Altamont, a young man of 
highly sensitive and imaginative mind, who is captivated 
by the beautiful in nature, and seeks to unravel its great 
Mystery. He finds a congenial guide in an aged student* 
Laon iGlphoge, a mystic and follower of Jacob Behmen» 
who is regarded in his own neighbourhood as a eoo* 



any heart-touching sorrow is sure to awaken ; but if this 
be construed into a disparagement of innocent mirth, at 
proper times, we must rebut it by another proverb of 
the same teacher of wisdom — " A merry heart is a con- 
tinual feast," a feast, we venture to add, quite as much 
to those about it as to itself. We have no patience with 
those who despise mirth as mirth ; who fix a cold glance 
upon the vivacious talker of pleasant nothings, as who 
should say, " Behold a zany ! " One might almost be 
tempted to remind these unhappy wise men, that the 
most immovably grave of all creatures is the ass. The 
best wisdom is humane and humble, not stilted and self- i 
glorifying. We would not recommend to a roan of sense 
; to be " the fiddle of the company ;" but there is at least 
equal and less amiable folly in gathering one's self up 
solicitously, lest any one in the mel^ of conversation 
should tread upon the corns of our dignity. Wisdom 
that is rich and ample can afford some derogation. 
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juror or a madman. The old man thna addressefl tiit 
youth : — 

" Associated with the world, Julian, yon cannot free 
yourself from the chain of its errors. A web of thoughts 
and feelings, peculiar to the age, imperceptibly invoWes 
your mind, and even when you free yourself, on one hand, 
from the besetting sophistries of society, and get a 
glimpse of truth, your progr^M is restrained on the other by 
many hereditary superstitions. The characteristics of a race 
are the habits of its individualmembers. How can one man 
escape from those external agencies which influence all 
around him, or expect to be free from those mysterious 
impulses which, with the utmost subtlety penetrate and 
move tho mass ? Yet you are the child of a period in 
which the triumphs of mind — the proud conquests of 
thought — are our boasted achievements. Man has more 
than realized the dreams of romance. By tho power of 
heat, employed in changing the form of matter, he drives 
his chariot with strange velocity .... Julian, you 
are a type of the age. The giant element of thought, 
which grows strong with toil, is encrusted by indulgence. 
The eagle eye of the soul, which should gaze steadily on 
the ^xed. centre of truth, is weakened by looking on the 
ground, and the flickering of puny stars now dazzles it. 
Unable to comprehend, to reach the reality, man contents 
himself with the semblance. A thousand facts are 
recorded, all expressing but one law, and man is confused 
amid the multitude of isolated instances, which appear 
distinct phenomena only, because the truth which lies 
hidden under a film is missed in the hurry of the age. 
As man, knowing good and evil, stood bewildered at the 
gate of Eden, surveying the second chaos which his 
rashness had produced, he now stands on the frontier 
of the land he would conquer, — proud, but nearly 
powerless." 

Julian is dazzled by the temptation to unravel the 
great law and mystery of the world, and to see through 
the Iris-veil which covers creation, and he gives himself 
np entirely to the precepts and guidance of Laon, aban- 
doning, for a season, the lordly home of his father, the 
Earl of Devonport, the love of his Eudora Spencer, and 
the tutelage of his domestic tutor, Cheverton. ^tgiva, 
the daughter of Laon, is presented ^ a beantifiil young 
sorceress, possessed of a mystic sympathy with the musical 
pulse of Nature. .£ltgiva is not an Undine ; notwith- 
standing her remarkable grace and beauty, we could have 
spared her ; for though she b made to talk very poetic 
philosophy, she does not help forward the story much, 
nor tend to dovetail the characters together. But the 
story is by far the least interesting portion of this cer- 
tainly interesting book ; and we believe the author when 
he says, that to teU a story was not the object of his 
writing. 

Julian foUowa his guide Laon in a conrse of study and 
of travel. He studies the progress of error, and learns 
from sad experience, the degrading Influences of mere 
worldly ambition, sensual pleasure, and human pride. 
His thoughts become of a higher order, and his feelings 
more sensitive. "A veil had been removed from his eyes ; 
all things appeared more dear ; a greater transparency 
was, as he thought, exhibited in nature. Beauty was in 
and around all things; as a flood of light jt diffused itself 
over the whole world. He saw nature in its brightness 
and purity, reflecting back to Heaven the smile of God." 
The man, young and impetuous, had become staid and 
patiently enduring. Life was in him spiritualized; its 
impulses were higher and stronger ; the soul had become 
more powerful than the body. The philosopher had be- 
come the poet. From all men, in all countries, he had 
gathered knowledge. 

*< From the scanty vegetation of the arctic regions — 
through the wild steppes of Siberia, and the great plains 
of Tartary — each form of vegetable life had been sought 
for. From the luxuriant valleys of southern Asia to the 



mighty forests of the Himalayan range, they had travelled. 
Africa, frt>m its northern deserts to its southern wilds ; 
from the mountains of Nubia to the pestilential delta of 
the Niger, they had traversed. The isles of the Eastern 
and the Western Ocean had swam in all their beauty of 
vegetable covering before the eyes of the overladen brain 
of Julian. He felt as if swung from island to island, or 
as if floating in a magic shell, on the mighty ocean, enjoy- 
ing the tranqtullizing rocking of its restless waters. Thej 
were now in the Ckmtinent of America ...... The 

earth-wide wanderera passed over a wide and undulating 
country, rich with masses of forest-trees, and with every 
variety of vegetation. Jagua palms, with light and airy 
tufts of leaves rising above columnar trunks, covered by 
twining-plants, profusely decorated with flowers of e^erj 
hue, waved near masses of the darkly noble cedar trees. 
The humble chamaerops and the lordly cocoa-palm 
threw their shades over the thick and massy groups of 
aloes which shot up thin spires of flowers to the sum- 
mer sky, and spice-bearing trees, which perfumed 
the air." 

" We stand now," said Laon, " upon one of those 
centres, about which revolve all those forces which tend 
to produce the full development of the great phenomena 
of life. We have seen the manifestations of living powtf 
in the lords of reason, and marked its phenomena in 
those creatures which obey the humble laws of instinct. 
We have now traced this principle — this all-exciting 
power — ^through every form of vegetable creation, from 
' the cedar which is on Lebanon to the hyssop which 
groweth on the wall ; ' and yet our task is not ended. 
The mysteries of the life which brings the mute atoms 
into form, and which determine the conditions of any 
stone upon which we tread, are still to be surveyed. 
Onward to the task — ^my Julian, onward !" 

They ascend one of the great mountain-ridges of the 
Andes, rising high among the bleached and barren rocks, 
and struggling up the steep ascent with bleeding feet, till 
darkness fell on the naked region of chasms and gorges. 
Far above them, they disoov^ed, yet among cloud-land, 
the snow-clad topmost peak, silvery in the first rays of 
the rising moon. " Upwards and onwards " was the cry 
of Laon, and they plodded upwards and onwards, tiU 
Julifln's senses began to fail him ; " things swam round 
him — strange lights flashed and flitted before his eyes — 
the extemid world had vanished; but he had a dim 
co^ciousness of a mysterious change ; a new existence 
appeared opening before him. He felt himself lost in 
an atmosphere of wild light." 

They enter the bowels of the earth 2>y a great cavernous 
passage, and pass onwards through arborescent gold and 
silver, and minerals of all hues and forms, studded with 
gems of great brilliancy. The wonderful powera of 
crystallization are everywhere at work. ^' The life," sayi 
Laon, " which works in your organized form, is but an 
exalted condition of the power which occasions the ac- 
cretion of particles into this crystalline mass. The 
quickening force of nature through every form of being 
is the same. Through all we see the power of life, and man 
stands only superior to the molecule in that development 
of soul, which enables him to search all things— to reach 
all things — and even to commune with the Grod who is 
above and beyond all existence." 

We have next a chapter entitled " The Yision of the 
Mystery," in which Julian feels as if resolved into a state 
of extreme ethereality — all feeling as if concentrated in 
one exquisite sense of hearing. Murmuring music soundf 
in his ear to. the cadence of verse — 

" From the moonlit btnren 

Of the world of flowe?*. 

Now bathed with the myitie globef of dew 

Which nther the light 

From the orbi of mght. 

And their fading tints to the leavce renew. 

We come — we oomc I" 
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We wonder whether Mr. Hunt has read the exquisite 
" Prometheus Unbound'' of Shelley ? And yet we need 
not wonder; for this prose poem reminds us of it in 
its best passages. The Prometheus of Shelley is cer- 
tainly one of the grandest Pantheistic poems ever 
written. 

Julian moYcs through the starry space, approaches the 
central sun, looks through the myriads of planetary 
systems, perceiving, as a small speck of light, his own 
Earth amid the congregated band of planets forming the 
Httle Solar System. ''Panthea" the Universal Spirit, 
reveals herself to him, and at her command there appears 
before his eyes the grand procession of Creation. A 
chaotic mass floating in dense vapour shows itself at 
length as a globe, in which the seas are separated from 
the dry land, the mountains are thrown up, and the 
valleys are filled with streams ; vegetable life springs up, 
from the film on the marsh to the mightiest trees and 
the loveliest flowers; strange creatures swim in the 
waters, curious forms crawl on the dry land, and the 
air is full of winged life; then the lion's roar, in 
the pride of his strength, sounds fearfully through the 
thick forests, and the gigantic elephant crushes the soil 
of the luxuriant jungle with the weight of his tread. At 
last, after the earlier-created forms of being have passed 
away, having prepared the globe for the habitation of 
a superior race, the highest forms of being appear, and 
Man himself — the lord of the animated creation. 

" The days you have seen," said Panthea, " are ages 
which man cannot count. We know not time — time is 
the division of a period. To the Infinite thert are no 
periods ; past and present are lost in eternity." 

" Man finds a bone imbedded in a rock — he learns at 
length, that the world on which he lives is older than his 
creation, and he strives to reckon the centuries during 
which the mystery of life may have moved upon the earth; 
but his arithmetic is at fault; the mind of man cannot reckon 
the ages which passed, before man was. The God of the 
earth was before the Earth. The Creator of man, in 
pursuing his grand design of framing a creature which 
should be trusted with a soul, so tried and tempered 
matter in every form of existence, that the thing which 
was, lives in that which is, and that which exists, is that 
which has existed." 

In his attempt to solve the Great Mystery — Life — our 
author must be confessed to be at fault. Mere crystal- 
lization will not solve the stupenduous dtfiiculty. " The 
form of man," says he, " is from the dust of the eartl^ 
and the powers by which man lives, are only different in 
degree from those by which a leaf grows, or a crystal 
Jortnt" .The great miracle is not so to he unravelled. 
Life — comprehending within it the powers of irritability, 
sensation, motion, thought, feeling, — how can this problem 
ever be solved by finite minds ? The changes of empires, 
the revolutions of worlds, the circling of the planetary 
systems through boundless space, we may comprehend 
and explain, — but how we move that little finger, — what 
it is that thinks and feels, — and that, passing from the 
body, leaves it but an inert mass to be resolved' into its 
pristine elements, — that is the great miracle of creation 
which no man can unravel. Life is the great wonder of 
the world. All things else sink into nothingness beside 
it ; and yet philosophers may discuss, and explore, and 
reason, but they will never clear up the mystery. This 
must ever remain the Great Unknown thing of earth ; 
man ever wondering at his own origin, as Milton de- 
scribes Adam on feeling himself a living sentient being 
in Paradise^- 
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-"inou sun, taur ught. 
And thou enliKhtenM earth, so fresh and gar. 
Ye hilia, and dales, jt rivers, woods, and plains. 
And ye that live and move, fair creatures, tell. 
Tell, if ye saw, how came I thus, how here 7 
Not of myaelf : b^ some great Maker then. 
In Roodnesa and m power pre-eminent : 
Tcu me, how I may now him, how adore, 



From whom I have that thus I move and live, 
And feel that I am happier than I know ?" 

We have not space to follow the author in his rapid, 
but graphic description of the " growth of the human 
race, the development of its powers, the advance of civi- 
lization, the rise of the great thinkers, and the spread of 
the truth. Julian next mixes with the great world, 
becomes self-reliant amid its frivolities, is d^wn back to 
the quiet sphere of home, has liis affections centred there, 
and at length becomes an active agent in carrying on the 
good works of the practical philanthropists of his time. 
Julian every day becomes more fully persuaded that the 
only nobility which will bear the name brightly into the 
great future, must be achieved by those labours of the 
mind which lift us up above the mere world. 

" We inherit riches," said he, " bought by the waste of 
muscle and the shedding of blood on the battle-field; and 
for some of which a human life was the price paid down. 
Are we honest in wearing this sword of honour always in its 
sheath ? Are we not mean if we rest content in being 
admired with the jewels won by our dead ancestors ? Does 
it suit our pride to take the shield so nobly blazoned by 
the acts of others, and wear it in idleness ? No ! rather let 
us win honourable ordinaries, to our armorial bearings. 
We cannot use the sword of our fathers either against 
infidel or barbarian ; but we can employ the mind which 
has descended to us, in all that activity which marked 
the head of our house, in a crusade against ignorance 
and superstition." 

After a long illness, brought on by intense thinking — 
resulting in that physical condition in which the entire ner- 
vous system is rendered morbidly alive to the minutest 
external impressions — ^a condition favourable to tbe in- 
fluence of that agency which we call mesmeric, Julian 
is recovered by means of the mysterious " passes," and 
comes out to the world again, braced for a life of hard 
work, taking his place at once as a worker in the removal 
of those causes of pestilential disease which make such 
havoc in the dwellings of the poor. Amid the fine descrip- 
tions which run through the book, there is a pervading 
moral tone of high wisdom, and of pure philanthropy. 
We conclude our necessarily brief sketch of the contents 
of the book, with the following fine passage : — 

" Tbe watchword of the present is Peace. Even amid 
the discord of that tempest which is sweeping like a 
cyclone over Europe, the voice of the soul — a spiritual 
music amid the storm — cries Peace. In the conflict of 
opinions ; in the war of creeds; in the riots of crime and 
ignorance ; in the stir and agitation of the virtuous and 
the educated, still there rises, like a mighty throb irom a 
melancholy breast, the sigh for Peace. The physical 
world is more quiet than of old ; the moral world desires 
to forget the wrathful feelings of its ancient days. 
Reason carries a white flag, which she will plant in the 
centre of the world; but it may be destined to float 
above hecatombs of the slain, and run over the smoking 
wrecks of ruined cities, ere yet that ignorance is subdued, 
by which the struggle of the strong is so lamentably pro- 
longed. The flag of reason, like a meteor, will pass 
onward; the musical voice of Peace cannot be smothered 
over by the hoarse screamings of War ; and, in proper 
turn, the snowy pendant will calmly undulate on the air, 
and the sweet sound of Peace be heard, marking that 
tranquil reign for which the civilized world so ardently 
hopes." 



TUE VALUE OF CYPHERS. 

FROM THE FRENCH. 

One day, during the clerks' dinner-hour, I was seated in 
my office-parlour, «n front of a table covered with papers, 
among which was a letter that had been brought in earlier 
in the morning with a visiting card bearing the name-^ 
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A. Biednumn, qf Hamburgh, I had opened this letter, 
pre-oocupied with other matters, aud finding it to be one 
of those numerous recommendations continually coming 
before me, I had thrown it aside on the table, where, 
half-buried under railway prospectuses, it lay waiting my 
further consideration. Scarcely distinguishable In the 
confused heap crowded together in too narrow a space, 
nothing more than the upper edge of the sheet could be 
seen, with the first two lines of the writing. They were : 

" Hon cher Monsieur, — I have the honour to recom- 
mend to your especial attention our worthy and respec- 
table friend, Mons. Biedmann, of Hamburgh, who \a the 
fortunate possessor of a fortune of 12 .** 

Here the figures composing the sum were cut off by an 
over- lying sheet of paper, and left me in a state of com- 
plete incertitude as to the amount of M. Biedmann's for- 
tune ; it might even have been supposed, although not 
very probable, that this poor gentleman's whole means 
was not more than twelve francs^-or, if more agreeable, 
twelve marks banco. The supposition made me smile. 
Nothing certainly could have been easier than to satisfy 
myself as to how matters stood with the individual who 
had been recummended to me; but I preferred finding 
out, little by little, the position to be assigned to him in 
the world. 

Helas 1 I thought, impressed by the feelings of the 
moment, a man is esteemed only for what he is worth. 
This stranger accredited to me ; is he amiable, interesting 
•—eminent in any quality or qualification ? Useless 
queries. Specify the amount of his fortune, that is 
enough : that tells his value, and prescribes the measure 
of his reception. Myself, for instance ; am I altogether 
free from this ungenerous influence ? Let us come to the 
test of experiment. And, in fact, the idea of finding out 
a man by the amount of his fortune is not more extra- 
ordinary, than the pretension of many persons to arrive at 
a knowledge of character by the inspection of hand- 
vrriting. Have we not heard expert professors of the art 
declare seriously — there is an / which denotes much 
greatness of soul — this upstroke is from a frivolous 
mind — ^the tail of that p gives reason to fear a little ava- 
rice on the part of the writer ? 

Taking advantage of the peculiar position in which lay 
the letter of recommendation, I slid the upper sheet a 
little on one side, so as to expose the following figure 
only : — similarly to a gamester, who, unwilling to reveal 
his game all at once, uncovers his card by degrees. As 
I expected, there came a cypher (0). It is no longer 12 
fhmcs, but 120. The addition, however, modifies my senti- 
ments with regard to the possessor but slightly. Ah ! my 
poor Biedmann, your 120 francs a year have not brought 
you much farther; for it must be observed, that from 
a benevolent feeling for the unknown individual, I wished 
to consider this sum as the income and not the principal. 

With 120 francs a year, a man travels neither by 
diligence nor railway ; he goes with dusty shoes, and 
coat soon to be obliterated at the elbows. A recom- 
mendation for a rentier of such modest dimensions says 
plainly enough what is to be done for him. Two or 
three crowns will settle the business. 

But let me banish a thought which deals so harshly 
with the man placed under my protection. I would 
rather his lot were less irksome just so, 1200 francs. 

Well 1 what is a man with twelve hundred francs ? 
A retired grocer ? A clerk ? No : a strolling teacher ; 
a professor escaped from some university. Ah I I have 
him now. We shall have to persecute parents, and find 
scholars for him. But, mon cher Biedmann, we were in 
no want of your literature or caligraphy. We are already 
abundantly provided; all the courses are arranged for 
the winter. Must 1 add still more to my poor children's 
currietdum, and retrench their hours of recreation ? 
Besides, this professor may be a communist ? With 
1200 firancsj is a man communist or not ? I cannot say. 



Communist? No. Teacher of languages? No. 
Nothing of the sort— 12,000 francs! Ah, here's a 
man of the right stamp. Do you know. Monsieur 
Biedmann, that with your additional cyphers you grow- 
in the opinion of the public, and in mine. It is but too 
certain that the world attaches something of vulgarity to 
a very small fortune. It is one of the errors of society. 
True, I do not mean to say that there are not numerous 
exceptions, and that very honourable persons are not to 
to be found among the twelve hundred, the eight hun- 
dred, and even the four hundred francs. But, after all, 
my gentleman has come out of these somewhat equivocal 
classes. It puts my mind at ease. With such a fortime 
as that he can very well pass the winter at Geneva ; X 
will enter him at the Reading Society, and have him at 
our next fsmily dinner. 

But, with his twelve thousand francs, what can be be ? 
I wager, a philanthropist. Yes, it is mostly your average 
people who busy themselves with improving social insti- 
tutions. A figure less is not enough ; a figure more is 
too much for working at the reorganization of society. 
)lons. Biedmann appears to me hewn 'from the same 
block as those who write upon different prison systems. 
And here he will find no lack of people ready to enter 
into discussion with him upon penitentiary regulations. 
Admirable vocation, when one has the wherewithal, that 
of travelling for the welfare of humanity. 

No, indeed, he is not a philanthropist. Pleasantry 
apart; seriously — 120,000 francs; what an existence. 
Chief of a mercantile house, with European credit; 
protector of the arts ; benefiEustor of the poor ; knight of 

several orders; cherished by all who and with that, 

perhaps, a little shattered in health and spirits, a little 
ennuy4. Poor man I It is not, however, to be wondered 
at. He wants diversion, excitement ; he is much to be 
pitied, aud I will do what i can to dissipate this unhappy 
state of mind. 

What ! can there still be more ? Impossible. I see 
double. No; for my correspondent repeats in words, 
and underlined one million, two hundred thousand franct 
qf income. What a personage ! What an over^'helming 
fortune? It confuses the imagination. Besides, a 
million, two hundred thousand francs of income pre- 
sumes a principal of twenty-five or thirty "Jean," 

I called out. My servant appeared. 

^ At what hour did the gentleman call who left this 
card and letter ?" 
/ ' At ten o'clock." 

" Is he young, or old ?" 

" Neither young, nor old." 

" Something distinguished in his appearance ?*' 

"Well, Monsieur, I cannot say he was ^uite the 
thing." 

"Still, ther« was But, what of that. Repeat 

what he said." 

" He said. Monsieur, that he was sorry at not finding 
you at home, and would call again at two o'clock." 

" But you should have told him that I would soon be 
in, and asked him to take a chair." 

" I did not know. Monsieur, that I was to do other- 
wise for him than for others." 

" How vexed I am 1 He said two o'clock there's 

yet time ; yes, I will save him the trouble of a second 
walk. Quick, Jean, my hat. Aud listen ; you will go 

directly home, and say to Madame For dinner ? 

It is hardly possible. You will say to Madame that I 
shall bring home with me this evening a very rich and 
interesting gentleman. She will get eyerything pre- 
pared, and make sure of a few amiable friends ; on my 
part I will invite one or two also. Remember, Jean* 
Monsieur de Biedmann, of Hamburgh; yon won't 
forget ; a name known to all the world. But stop — say 
the Baron de Biedmann, ahe will oomprehcud better what 
I. mean." 




TOIL. 

From among a hondred men indiscriminately collected, 
how many would feel more happy then at present, if they 
conld possess, not by their own acquisition, but as Grod's 
gift, adl they had chiefly wished ? If by some such 
sadden transfer as every pious man prays for, we could 
become inheritors of paradisiacal abundance, should we 
then rest better content ? Every religious man also prays 
that he may experience such a change in heart and spirit 
as will qualify him for the acquisition. But our question 
supposes no such thing ; we must dispense with the pre- 
paratory discipline ; we must go and take it as we are. 
Should we long feel glad that our ivory houses were ceiled 
with vermilion? How long, while eating and drinking 
at our discretion, should we also be merry and joyful ? 
ToU, which men escape or abridge if they are able, 
which they endure only because it may terminate in 
repose, was the sentence upon those offenders who had 
not yet begun to hope, to expect, to apprehend, to pro- 
vide against want, or to escape from care. Toil is so far 
a blessing to us as we now are, that it secures us from a 
much greater curse, being as we should be. We toil that 
we may gain ; and what do we understand by such gain 
as our toil produces ? Is it only the possession of some 
tangible good ? Gain comprehends, as its appurtenances, 
the virtues it evokes; for it is also a conquest obtained 
by diligence, prudence, constancy, and enterprise : it is 
the fulfilment of a wish, a victory over difficulties, a 
triumph despite of pleasure which would distract, or in- 
dolence which would discourage us. We are proud of 
our acquisition ; for either great energy must have 
secured it, or wise management, or at least commendable 
and honourable self-denial. There has been a race, and 
we have run well, — a battle, and we have fought valiantly. 
Meanwhile the exercise did us good, quickening the pulse, 
promoting the digestion, exhilarating the spirit, and 
satisfying the conscience. But, then its excess ruins or 
disorders all four of them. We must not run or fight till 
our hearts ache, and our heads are broken. It is a duty 
to labour, which, like every other duty well fulfilled, 
becomes a happiness. So I may eat, drink, and sleep, 
for my refreshment ; but not as a glutton, a drunkard, or 
a dormouse. Well, then. Providence having reconciled 
our duties and temperaments, no other question remains, 
than how much should we toil : to what extent should 
we engage ourselves ? If this question is the single one, 
it proves more perplexing than the Sphynx's ridcfle. 
We can all evade it and smother it, but who shall answer 
it? The how much must be left to everv man's con- 
science and discretion, which will differ frook* every other 
man's, because his circumstances will also differ. But 
injtead of attempting a reply, let us suggest a considera- 
tion. Just in proportion as we go beyond that wise 
ordinance which proposes and rewards toil, as wc venture 
on excess, as we run too eagerly, and fight or wrestle too 
pertinaciously, do we become less qualified, .not by desert 
only, but disposition also, for the paradisiacal abundance 
which every pious man hopes and asks. We estrange 
our tastes and habits from the things we pray for; we 
render our characters unsuitable to the future service, and 
our hearts incapable of the promised reward. — Founteiin 
qfArethtua. 



FAMB. 



Fame cannot spread wide, or endure long, that is not 
rooted in nature, and manured by art. That which 
hopes to resibt the blast of malignity, and stand firm 
against the attacks of time, must contain in itself some 
original principle of growth. The reputation which arises 
from the detail or transposition ^of borrowed sentiments 
may spread for a while, like ivy on the rind of antiquity, 
bat will be torn away by accident or contempt, and suf- 
fered to rot unheeded on the ground* 



DIAMOND DUST. 

The power of sympathy on children is wonderfuL No 
one can do anything with them, who does not know how 
to awaken it. 

Those who complain of the poverty of their language 
accuse their own sterility. 

The very circumstances which make the shallow mis- 
anthropical incline the wise to be benevolent. 

Who feels love in his heart feels a spur in his limbs. 

Imagination should be modest and retiring ; like the 
heart, emotions extorted from it are always less forcible 
than those that spring spontaneously. 

Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge. 

To pray together, in whatever tongue or ritual, is the 
most tender brotherhood of hope and sympathy that men 
can contract in this life. 

The poet who knows how to express and paint tKe 
affections and passions of the soul, will always be read 
with greater delight than the most exact observer of in- 
animate nature. 

Neysb accustom those who love you to do without 
you. 

Little birds build their nests in the grass, and birds 
of prey on elevated trees. 

To conquer fanaticism, you must tolerate it : the shut- 
tlecock of religious difference soon falls to the ground, 
when there are no battledores to beat it backwards and 
forwards. 

Circumstances. — If a letter were to be addressed to 
this most influential word, concluding thus — " I am. 
Sir, your very obedient, humble servant," — the greater 
part of the world might subscribe it, without deviating 
from the strictest veracity. 

It is easy in the world to live after the world's opi- 
nion ; it is easy in solitude to livo after our own ; but the 
great man is he who, in the midst of the crowd, keeps 
with perfect sweetness the independence of solitude. 

There are men, who by long consulting only their own 
inclination, have forgotten that others have a claim to the 
same deference. 

All that great wealth generally gives above a mode- 
rate fortune is more room for the freaks of caprice, and 
more privilege for ignorance and vice, a quicker succes- 
sion of flatteries, and a larger circle of voluptuousness. 

Of whatever can be enjoyed by the body, excess is no 
less dangerous than scarcity. When you remember the 
pain of thirst, do not forget the danger of suffocation. 

Indigestion and Industry are two things seldom found 
united. 

He that never extends his view beyond the praises or 
rewards of men will be dejected by neglect and envy, or 
infatuated by honour and applause. 

Science sees signs ; Poetry the thing signified. 

The human heart is like a feather-bed — it must be 
roughly handled, well shaken, and exposed to a variety 
of turns, to prevent its becoming hard and knotty. 

Cruelty constitutes the greatest moral distance at 
which an intelligent creature can be removed from a God 
of forbearance and mercy. 

He who studies his body too much becomes sick ; he 
who does the sarae^-by his mind becomes mad. 

It is a strange way of showing our love and reverence 
for the Creator, to be perpetually condemning and revi- 
ling everything that He has created. Were you to tell a 
poet that his poems are detestable, would be thank you 
for the compliment ? The evil, on which it behoves us to 
fix our eyes, is that within ourselves, of our own beget- 
ting ; the good is without. Tho half religious are apt just 
to reverse them. 



272 



ELIZA COOK'S JOURNAL. 



THE TWO WORSHIPPERS. 

THE PAST. 

Biffh and gnmd the Abbey wall 

Bean iu turrets to the cloud. 
Who would think that foe or fall 

Could come to phice m strong and pruud ? 
There in Superstition*! g^ory 

Dwell the lone ascetic band ; 
Those who write onr human story 

In a eramped and tortured hand. 
There the Monk in rigid duty. 

Shut from nature's holy ties ; 
Deaf to Mirth and blind to Beauty, 

Bends in dark and sackcloth guise. 
There he joins in mournful dirge, 
With shaven scalp and tattered serge ; 
There he crouches at the shrine, 
With the symbol and the sign. 
There he creeps with cowl and hood, 
In a penitential mood ; 
There he breathes in mumbling terror 
Words that speak but sin and error. 
There he weaieth life away, 
Hour oy hour and day by day ; 
With his dry lips coldly dead 
To Pleasure's smile and Beauty's red, 
And not a trace of Hope within 
His lightleas eye and wrinkled akin ; 
With a slanting forehead, rifled 
As a rock where sands hare drifted. 
Forehead where consuming rare 
Feedeth on the Bigot's fare. 
Moping in the lonely cells, 
Drearily his beads he teUs ; 
Groping through the cloistered nook. 
Cheerlessly he bears his book. 
There he murmurs, there he trembles. 

Weariest of weary ones. 
While his hollow voice reaemUea 

Winter winds in skeletons ; 
Looking as though all things here. 
Could but call the mortal tear, 
And yielding up his inoense cup 
With the hand of coward fear. 
Arch of gloom above his head. 
Sepulchres beneath hii tread ; 
Like a tree to earth he dings, 

But without the sap of love ; 
like a bird to heaven he springs. 
But ye find not in his wings, 

•The soft, rich feather of the dove. 

There the saintly Monk was seen 
In his work of prayer I ween. 
There the joyless monk would stand, 
Penance-worn with cross in hand. 
Full sia hundred years ago, 
When the abbey in its prime. 
With matin bell and tesper chime. 
Made a great and godly show 

THB PB.B8BNT. 

Fan US hundred years have fled. 

And the abbey pile is scattered. 
War and ruin have been spread. 

Blood been spilt and keystones shattered. 
Ivy stalks are running over 

douter wall and oriel top, 
Harebell eupe and snowy clover 

Tempt the first young bees to stop. 
Wide and wild the grass is growing. 

Where the altar shrine was raised, 
Tliere the fresh spring wind is blowing, 

There the wandering lone have gnued. 
Look ye now and see another 

Serving there in pious hope. 



See another holy brother, 

Bending o'er the sodded slope. 
'Tu a Poet-one who lingers 

Fondly where the blossoms start, 
Pearls of dew upon his fingers. 

Gold of knowledge in his heart ; 
No rough sackcloth is he wearing, 
No strange missal is he bearing. 
He is smiling as he gases 

On the spangles at his fbat ; 
Child-like, he is plucking daisies. 

And the violets so sweet ; 
Peacefully he steps about. 

Where blackbirds rest and cowalipa glitter. 
With a love that's too devout 

To crush the flower or stay the twitter 
By the altar spot he's leaning. 

With his bunch of incense bloom, 
And his spirit hath a meaning. 

That shall chasten and illume. 
He is thinking of " Our Father," 

Fashioner of all below. 
And His mercy that would rather 

We should dwell in joy than woe. 
He is rapturously doting 

On the yellow primrose leaf. 
He is eloquently noting 

April's glances bright as brief. 
There the priest of song is staying. 

Still beside the broken wall. 
He is praying, he is saying, 

"Jubilate," for us aU. 

Tell me, tell me, which shaU be, - - 

God's first chosen devotee. 

The Monk of old in tattered serge. 

With mumbling gloom and doleful dirgc^ 

Or the present Poet-one, 

Serving mid the flowers and svm ? 

Elisa Cook. 



GREEK COLONIES AND THE MOTHER COUNTRY. 

The species of connection, subsisting between the 
Greek colonies and the mother country, retained but 
little of a political character. The mother coimtry never 
claimed the exercise of imperial rule and jurisdiction 
withKi their territories; neither did she exact the privilege 
of commercial monopoly in their markets ; and, though 
they were expected to assist her in time of war, they did 
so as allies only, on fair and equal terms, and nerer as 
subjects. The place of such relations was supplied by the 
gentler and nobler ties of filial affection ; and the colo- 
nies cherished the remembrance of their native land, as a 
duty prescribed not merely by nature but religion. The 
emigrants carried with them the sacred fire from the altar 
of Vestii, in the council-hall of their native dty ; they 
adopted the same symbols on their coinage ; and they 
regarded their prosperity as mainly depending on the 
tutelary gods of the parent state. — Carrot HUtort/ qf 
Greece, 

SaUIVOCAL XXPBKS8I0N. 

There are innumerable modes of insult, and tolcens of 
contempt, for which it is not easy to find a name, whidi 
vanish to nothing in an attempt to describe them, and 
yet may, by continual repetition, make day pass after day 
in sorrow and in terror. Phrases of cursory compliment 
and established salutation, may, by a different modulation 
of the voice, or cast of the countenance, convey oontrsry 
meanings, and be changed from indications of respect to 
expressions of scorn. 

Printed and Published for theTroprietor, by Jonn Owxn Clakub, 
(of No. 9, Hemingfoid Terrace, East, in the Parish of St. Mary, 
Islington, in the County of Middlesex) at his Printing Office, 
No. S, Raquet Court, Fleet Street, in the Parish of St. Bride, 
in the City of London, Saturday, Febniary 23, 1U0« 
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THE INDIGE 



In all timea and amntiin, porei^ wemi to Im tli« nor- 
mal oondition of m luge proportioa ofournea. ' 
poor 7011 biTo aliraji with jon," ii ■ trath of onii 

ptsnce nheza men eongmgate U^etba. Among 
rode and umig* people, the ooodition ot poverty u uni- 
1; bat prorided the bare ^ipetite* ire uliafied, 
MoSainf ii Marcel; fUt. Where ■laTeij exists, indigence 
i« little kDOwn; for it Is the mtater'a interest to keep the 
■lave in a condition fit ftir labour, and be therefbre gene- 
raGj takes care to supply aandentl; his aDimal « 
It is onlf when societj becomes ciriliied and free, and 
1 enters into competitiDa with his fellows, that be 
omes exposed to indigence, and (tela aodal misery. 
Whera dviliiotiaD, u in this coontrj, has reached its 
highest known point, and large accamulalions o( wealth 
have been made, the miaerj of the iodigBiit elastes is 
rendered more acote by the comfort and luxury with 
which It is placed in immediate contrast. Thos, close 
•longnde of the Wealth of Nations, there always is to lie 
found stalkic^ gloomily the Misery of Nations — Inxmioaa 
w resting against ■ dark background of poverty — gilded 
palaces rising np amidst huts and bovell. 

Daily testimonies are being offered to the truth of this 
■tatement as mpscts our own country. Parliamenlary 
reports have again and again mealed to us, in appalling 
Ibrce, tbe mberies endored by ccrtetn portioni of the 
working population, engaged in onr factories, workshops, 
minee, and "emporiums of tasbiou," as well as in the 
pursuits of rural life. The Tinut haa forcibly depicted 
the absolDte indigence of the Irish and Scotch poor ; and 
the Mamhig Chnniele is now engaged in tevealiug the 
actual life of our dty and town population. The press 
teems with books, treatise*, and pamphlets, on the 
a subject. The testimony offered by all is to the 
9 effect. Misery, in many intense forms, is brought 
to light ; and a large proportion of those who are en- 
d in free competltian with thur fellows for a 
liting, are only found to be sbnggliog, ineflbctnally, 
with poverty and want. It Is not merely the young, 
the feeble, the old, and the diseased who sufler; it 
grown men and women, who are willing to work, 
1 whn Ao wmk, bat the wages of whojc labour 
I insofflcient for comfortahle aubslateuce. In the 



struggle for a competency, many do succeed, and 
press trembling forward, reaching, it may be, ultimate 
security, comfort, and luxury, but it is over tbe a 
gled bodiee and the amhwl souls of tbouxandj who 
fail. One generation fbQowa another to the grave, 
consumed in the hopeless etFort to maintain tb 
selves by toil, without experiencing thmr due share of 
tbosa blessings of dviliiation and advantages ot intel- 
lectual light and liberty. In which, under more rationd 
and humane arrangements, the meanest individual in 
society ought to participBto largely. 

In tbe midst of this soffering of the many, there b 
an aocumnlation of wealth in tbe coonliy, to wbidi past 
times can oB^ no panllel. Tbe bank is gorged almost 
to repletion with gold ; there never was more food in the 
empira ; there Is abundance of cloth, cotton, and linen 
bbrics, earthenware, and hardware, of all kinds ; there is, 
indeed, no end to our manufacturing productions, for the 
ateam-englne never tires ; there is land enough, if m 
in tbe British Isles, yet in our Colonies, where there ai 
millions upon millions of acre* to be had almost for the 
taking. It woold aeem as if poverty was being crushed 
under an enormons load of wealth, and starving undo 
illimitable stores of food. Religion itself woold seem ti 
be expiring nnder the cnmbroos mechanism employed to 
teach it, and morality to grow feeble and tuiat, amid tbe 
host of agencies orgauiied to fiMtarand promote it. 
try to grapple with the misery by means of legislation, and 
it seemsto mock them. In the face of tbe Poor Law, p 
perism increau* in England, Scotland, and Ireland. The 
poor are fed, and remain paupers. Those who feed them 
feel no compassion, and those who are fed return 11 
gratitude. There is do bond of sympathy between tbe 
givers and tbe receivers. Tbe Have* and tbe Have-nots, 
the opulent and tbe indigent, stand at tbe two extreme* 
of the Boejal scale, and there is yet a wide gulf fixed be- 
reen them. 

Tbe recent revelations which have come to light of 

IT city life, especially as regards the toiling female 

B«ae«, must be confessed as revolting and appalling in 

the last degree. Their condition nay be summed np 

briefly, as one of intense poverty and frightful d^rada- 

33,-^00 women are eng^ed in one trade.— that of 

drsMmaking, — of whom 2B,S00 are under 20 year* of 

and of these, a large proportion are liiuig, or 
tempting to live, on snma varying from 24d to 41<i 
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day 1 33,500 tragedies are comprised in this brief state- 
ment. What a wreckage of virtue doea it reveal ! In 
wild despair of heart, these poor creatures too often bind 
themselves to agony and shame, to purchase the horrid 
bnad by which they must live; many falling utterly, ir- 
Mtvievably; yet many too, falling with heroic serenity of 
sool, their wounds bleeding inwardly, and pining away 
from day to day, until at length they wither from the 
earth, no more accounted of than autumn flies. 

Then, there are estimated to be, in London alone, 
168,000 domestic servants, of whom 10,000 are always 
out of place, and the perils and sufferings to which these 
latter are exposed need scarcely be described. In the 
large towns throughout the country, the condition of the 
labouring women is not much better. In the factory 
districtb^ the labour of women and children is taking the 
place of men's labour ; for our machinery has now be- 
come so perfect, that a woman's or a child's hand can 
guide it, and their labour can be had for less money 
than a man's. In the nail-making and iron districts 
generally, round Birmin^^m, women are now the prin- 
cipal artisans, their husbands often staying at home to 
keep the house, thus turning the order of home and of 
tenily upside down. 

Yet even the toils of the poorer claasas in the manufiic- 
tuing districts are envied by the agricultural labourers, 
who flock eagerly thither in times such as the present, 
of regular employment and fair wages. The agricultural 
labourer has no hope of rising in life to cheer his toil. 
A labourer he begins, and too often a pauper he ends. 
He is but as a mere animatad ploughing and harrowing 
machine. The sum total of existence for him consists 
in something less of enjoyment, and more of anxiety, 
than marks the life of the horses which he drives in 
the fields. A hovel of stone or mud, through which the 
winter's wind careers, meagre and insufficient food, scanty 
and coarse clothing, toil ttom morn till night, one day 
after another^ without any prospect of advancement or 
of reaching competency in old age; such is the lot of the 
agricultur^ labourer in , nearly all our rural districts. 
Some grow desperate and reckless, and burst through the 
feeble barriers which society has erected for the defence 
of property, and then we have smuggling, poaching, 
thieving, and rick-burning; palaoe-gaols are erected, 
but fail to remedy the evil, for the pauperized labourer 
has come to regard the prison as a place where he is 
better fed, better housed, and better clothed, than he is 
in his own home. 

AH this is a soiry picture, and, in the details, as given 
by the Morning Cknmicle reporters, it is a most har- 
assing and painful one. It exhibits the seedy aspect of 
our boasted civilization, and shows that, however much 
we may already have done to elevate the people, we have 
yet very much more to do. What b the great fact 
which these details invariably exhibit to us ? This : that 
Aocamnlation of Money is the great desire and passion of 
the age. The wealth of nations, and not the happiness of 
nations has been our aim. We study political economy, 
and let social economy shift for itself. *' Number one" 
is our motto ; high profits are regarded as the summum 
bonum, no matter how obtained. Abraham and Son, 
with their gigantic slop-clothes' establishments, are a 
type of the age. Little dealers are driven out by large 
ones-'-small manufacturers are swallowed up by mil- 
lionaires — farms grow bigger and bigger, that one man 
may give a' higher rent, though thousands of labourers 
may thereby be dispossessed. Money is our god, and 
the occupation of the spirits of darkness, while about to 
build up their pandemonium, may not unaptly be applied 
to us — 

" Mammon led them on, 
Mammon, the least erect of all the apirits. 
That feU£rom Heaven." 

- H^ however, w« would have a happier social state, and 



a more intelligent and virtuous community, we most 
enlist under happier auspices, and look out for brighter 
and purer spirits to lead us. We need a revival of all 
that gives a grace and a perfume to life, and without 
which we are but as vile weeds. Mere competition, and 
"devil take the hindmost/' will not do. We want an 
infusion of moral and spiritual life throughout our com- 
munity ; otherwise, we are but as grabs and earthworms. 
A large and genial sympathy with our kind needs to be 
excited and kept alive. Kvery man can begin. Already, 
indeed, many men have begun. There is no want of truly 
philanthropic projects afoot, to which all true men might 
give their aid. They wisely begin with the physical iSfe, 
in which the moral life is hid. We have associations to 
cleanse streets, to provide comfortable dwellings for the 
poor, to supply abundance of water, and, in short; to 
furnish a better soil for the growth of the physical and 
moral man. Then we have infant schoob, and di\y 
schools, and ragged schools, and Sunday schools, actively 
at work. There is ample room enough for all these 
agencies, and for ten thousand mora. 

By*and-by the improving tone of opinion will express 
itself through acts of legislation, though more slowly. 
Sympathy for each other must really exist among the 
people themselves, before the legislature will act in 
earnest; for the law is generally but the result of a lore- 
gone conclusion. Then, we may have extensive facilities 
given to the emigration of our indigent and willing 
labourers to the virgin soib in our colonies ; or to their 
plantation on onr own yet half-occupied soil at home. 
Facilities might be given to the settlement of our agri- 
cultural population on the unreclaimed lands of Bngland, 
Scotbnd, and Ireland ; and also for enabling the present 
cultivators to become the proprietors of the lands they 
now occupy. An Act, passed by the Prussian Legisla- 
ture, at the instance of Baron Hardenberg, some fifty 
years ago, had the effect of elevating almost the entire 
Prussian agricultural population, from a condition of 
misery and indigence to one of comfort and indepen- 
dence, in an incredibly short space of time. The 
feudal peasants were, by that Act, enabled to purchase 
the bnds which they tilled, at a quit-rent ; and imme- 
diately a new Ufe was breathed into a seemingly dying 
people. Wherever, indeed, we turn our eyes and find a 
hatipy peasantry, we there see them the proprietors of 
the soil they cultivate, whether it be in Norway, 
Switzerland, Tuscany, the United States, or the Britbh 
colonies. The way to the free possession of property in 
land must be thrown open to all, in like manner as 
other descriptions of property, otherwise we shall in- 
variably find the rural clius a tribe of landless paupers, 
with their roots in the air. Unfortunately, the tendency 
of late years in Engbnd has been towards inordinata 
accumulations of land, which b for the most part strictly 
bound up in particular families by restrictive laws. The 
landed class now numbers little more than thirty 
thousand, whereas, fifty years ago, they amounted to 
about eight times thb number ! Here we have the secret 
of much of our increase of rural pauperbm and misery ; 
and phibnthropic reformers may depend upon it, that the 
field of improvement, which we here indicate, b a truly 
grand one. The rural English are at present in the posi- 
tion of a Dbinherited People : having no property in the 
soil, no stake in the hedge, and with little that they can 
call their own but their misery. Unless such a state of 
things can be altered by wise legisUtion, stimulated by 
active public opinion, how can things be other than what 
we now find them ? And if we want to know what will be 
the final bsne of the present state of things, we have but 
to look at Ireland I 

Another great ameliorative agency b Education. Not- 
withstanding all our wealth, the people of England are 
still uneducated. The middle and the wealthy classes 
are well educated, but the indigent classes scarcely so at 
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•)JU We want more schoola, ftnd better schoolB, which 
iball be aooeflsible tp all. * Even in Scotland^ that country 
of parochial 8chools« popolatioii ia rapidly out-growing 
educational agencies. And this is still more strikingly 
the ease, in all the centres of population in the manu- 
facturing districts of England. Now, it is inevitable, that 
a eoiidition of ignorance, in such a country as this, entails 
a condition of poverty. Competition is the rule of our 
social life, and, so long as it is so, the ignorant man, or 
the ignorant classes of men, will be left far behind in the 
race. Ignorance id weakness, in the same degree that 
knowledge is power. To elevate the mass of the people, 
therefore, knowledge mast be given them; and, as a 
means of acquiring knowledge, education. Knowledge 
gives to thft indigent strength^ contrivance, energy, 
duuracter. It enables them to turn their industry to 
oecoimt, — ^to struggle with and overcome obstacles, 
rising, at last, clearly above them. We would, therefore, 
have the people, the whole people, efficiently educated; 
and we think we see indications rising throughout the 
country of this work being, ere long, taken vigorously in 
hand, both by the public and by the legislature. 

Indeed, with all our social sJiort-comings, the feeling 
of sympathy for the struggling and the distressed was 
probably never more active than it is now. There is 
much earnest effort abroad, and men are every day be- 
coming more disposed to deal, in a practical and business- 
like way, with the causes of social wrong. There is much 
inquiry into tlie details of suffering, but unth a purpo$e. 
Were it only fbr the sake of a variety in excitement, that 
st^h information was sought after, we should deplore the 
inquiries to which we refer, as fraught with immense 
mischief. But we hope better things; and we believe 
there is a rapidly growing desire to lighten the load of 
suffering endmred by the toiling classes. The acknowledg- 
mentof gieatsocial evils is generally admitted by all classes, 
irrespective of the political parties to which they may be- 
long. There is now a decided pause in public political 
opinion, while social questions are exciting increased in- 
terest. All other questions must give place until this 
great social problem has been solved — How can the 
indigent classes be admitted to the benefits of civilization 
— ^how are the labouring poor to be eley&ted? The 
" condition of England question " has indeed become tl\e 
question of questions ; and that it must be seriously and 
promptly attended to is a conviction that is growing, 
strengthening, and deepening, in all directions. Men of 
all parties are beginning to see that the dry, mechanicid, 
routine party principles of the last half century are unable 
to cope with the difficulties of our present state ; and 
that great social evils aro not to be eradicated and cured 
by mere poUtical remedies. In the meantime, all ac- 
tivities may be employed by individuals, in their several 
social spheres, to extend and multiply the relations be- 
tween the poor and the rich; to remove all obstacle 
out of the way which keep them separate and alien ; to 
investigate and probe honestly and earnestly the causes of 
indigence and social suffering, and to ameliorate them in 
all possible ways. The strong must help the weak, the 
rich the poor, the educated the ignorant. All activities 
need be at work, zealously and indefatigably. Above all, 
cordial social sympathy must biud together all classes; 
for the cure, come when it will, must come from the 
heart. 



CHEMISTRY FOR THE KITCHEN. 

BODA, SOAP, AND WASHING PREPARATIONS. 

Thk well-known substance soda, (which, together with the 
valuable preparations it yields, will form the subject of 
our present article on the " Chemistry for the Kitchen,") 
is one of those substances, the popular name of which is 
unfortunately incorrect ; the so-called soda of the oilman 



ia not in reality pure soda, but soda united with a gas 
called carbonic acid, and with ^ater; this latter sub- 
stance, which forms nearlv one half of the " soda," as 
bought in the shops, may be readily separated by drying 
with a gentle heat; whilst the existence of the carbonic 
acid may be rendered evident, by the addition of any 
stronger acid, as vinegar, when the former escapes in the 
form of gas, with brisk effervescence, whilst the pure soda 
remains united with the acid of the vinegar. 

The correct name therefore of the soda of the shops is 
carbonate of soda ; but, unfortunately this name is given 
popularly and erroneously to another different substance, 
which ia sold by the druggist. In order to avoid the con- 
fusion which would otherwise ensue, we shall in the 
remainder of this paper distinguish the washing soda of 
the oilman, by pacing the name between inverted 
commas, and adling it simply "soda; " and the pure alka4 
separated from the carbonic add will be designated 
caustic soda. 

Within a very few years, the manu&cture of " soda '* 
has been wholly changed in its 'character; formerly it was 
obtained exclusively from the ash of burnt sea-^eeds, 
which was termed kelp ; the production of this substancoj 
on the Coasts of Scotland alone, amounted to upwards of 
25,000 tons annually — and its value was so greaty l^t 
the rental of the small island of North Uist amounted to 
£7,000. Of this immense manufacture scarcely a vestige 
now remains ; the ma^y thousand persons, formerly en- 
gaged in collecting and burning sea-weeds into kelp, have 
had to seek other means of subsistence ; the evil however 
has not been unmixed, a much larger number of persons 
are now engaged directly, or indirectly, in the manufac- 
ture; and the low price at which "soda" is obtained, 
has given an immense impetus to almost every brandh of 
chemical manufacture, and cheapened many of the neces- 
saries and conveniences of life, to a degree, of which few 
persons are aware. 

The source of "soda" as now manufactured is 
common salt, this is made to pass through a series of 
complicated chemical operations, during which it is heated 
with oil of vitriol, and roasted or calcined with coal and 
limestone: common salt consista of two elements, 
chlorine and sodium ; during these changes the chlorine 
is removed, and the sodium entering into new combina- 
tion forms "soda." 

4 

Caustic soda is the active ingredient in all the different 
varieties of hard soap, whilst the alkali potash enters 
into the formation of soft soap. The essential stages in 
the manufacture of hard soap are : firstly, the removal of 
the carbonic acid from the " soda," in order to obtain the 
pure alkali in a caustic state ; this is accomplished by the 
use of fresh-burnt slaked lime, which, having a greater 
affinity for the carbonic acid, attracts it from the soda, 
leaving the latter in a caustic state, forming when 
dissolved in water, the ley of the soap boiler. The fatty 
substances employed, vary with the kind of soap required ; 
for the best white kinds, tallow with small proportions of 
Urd or olive oil is used. The mottled soap is made 
chiefly from kitchen stuff, and the yellow from a mixture 
of palm oil and rosin. 

Whatever may be the kind of fat employed, it is boiled 
with a quantity of the soda ley, until the whole forms a 
uniform viscid or sticky liquid, which consists of the 
water of the ley, a portion of the fat converted into soap 
by union with the caustic soda, and a large quantity of 
unchanged fat ; to remove the water a quantity of com- 
mon salt is added, which possesses the remarkable pro- 
perty of rendering that liquid unable to dissolve the soap^ 
which consequently separates, floating on the surface 
along with the unchanged fat : when the spent ley 
is pumped away, fresh ley added, and the operations 
repeated until the whole of the fat is converted into 
soap, which is quite free from any oily character ; it 
is then poured into frames, a portion of water ia stirred 
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in to cause a uniform softnou and finer grain« the whole 
is allowed to cool, and then cat into hart for sale. 

Soap, as thus manufactured, contains even in the hest 
specimens as much as one quarter of its weight of water, 
while in the inferior kinds the amount is increased to 
nearly half the weight 

The usefulness of soap, as a cleansing preparation, 
depends on its power of rendering greasy or oily matters 
soluble in water, whilst it is totally firee from any 
corroding or destructiTe action upon either vegetable or 
animal productions. 

Several preparations have lately been highly recom- 
mended as substitutes for soap in washing, and pretended 
new discoveries have been prdsed, as means by which the 
cleaning of linen, &c., could be accomplished without the 
labour of rubbing — six weeks' washing being pleasantly 
disposed of before breakfast. One plan recommends the 
formation of a ley of caustic sodsi, by slaking one quarter 
of a pound of quick lime with boiling water, and then 
boiling it for twenty minutes, with half a pound of soda, 
and half a pound of soap, previously dissolved in one 
gallon of water ; this, after having been strained, is to be 
mixed with ten gallons of water, in which the clothes are 
to be boiled for half an hour, having been previously 
soaped and soaked for some hours. 

In these methods, the active cleansing ingredient is the 
caustic soda, the carbonic acid having been removed from 
the "soda," by the superior affinity of the quick lime, 
which, by union with the add, becomes carbonate of lime 
or chalk, and remains as an insoluble powder when the 
liquid is sttained or decanted. That the caustic alkalies 
are capable of cleansing in the manner described there 
can be no doubt, but that they can do so without con- 
siderable injury to the &bric is in the highest degree im- 
probable : the matter stands thus ; which will cause the 
greatest injury to the clothes, the constantly repeated 
action of a dilate solution of caustic soda exerted equally 
over the whole garment, or the rubbing with soap applied 
where it may be required ? Instead of giving our own 
opinion on the question, we will quote two authorities ; 
speaking of soap, Mr. Pamell, in his Applied Chemistry, 
states, "A weak solution of caustic alkali would act 
more powerfully as a detergent, but it would tend at the 
same time to coirode the organic matters with which it 
was placed in contact." 

Dr. Andrew Ure states, " Alkalies would seem to be 
proper, as they are the most powerful solvents of grease, 
but they act too strongly on silk or wool, and change too 
powerfully the colour of dyed stuffs, to be safely appli- 
cable in removing stains." — Dieiionmry qfArU. 

Oor own opinion is decidedly against the use of caustic 
alkalies, believing that their repeated use even when in a 
very dilute state will be found extremely injurious to the 
strength of all kinds of textile fabrics. 

Tho caustic alkalies may, however, be most profitably 
enaployed in removing grease from floors, cleansing foul 
oil lamps, removing paint from wood work, dec. ; for this 
purpose a solution may be most oonvenientiy made in the 
following manner: — dissolve half a pound of "soda" in 
half a gallonof water boiling in an iron vessel; to it, add two 
ounces of Jruh^bumt quick lime, previously slaked by 
covering it with boiling water, so as to form a kind of 
cream ; this is to be added in sm^ proportions, the liquid 
being allowed to boil a minute or so after each addition ; 
when the whole is added, the liquid should be allowed to 
boil five minutes, the vessel should be removed fit)m the 
fire and allowed to stand closely covered up for some 
hours, when the whole of the liquid may be poured off. 
The advantage of this method is, that by adding the lime 
in small quantities, it becomes so heavy after having 
removed the carbonic acid from the "soda," that it 
settles perfectly at the bottom, and obviates the dis- 
agreeable necessity of straining a very corzosive liquid. 
This solution of caustic soda may be kept any time in 



stoppered vessels, (if exposed to the air it absorbes car- 
bonic add,) and may be diluted to any required extent ; 
it can scarcely be employed in an undiluted state, as it is 
suffidentiy poweiftd to dissolve rapidly the skin of the 
hand. W. Berkhau). 



THE POCKET BOOK. 

A TOUKO man, dressed as a workman, was walking 
hurriedly up and down a badly furnished garret ; he care- 
fully avoided looking towards a table coverod with papers; 
twice, however, he hastily approached it, and put out lus 
hand to take a blade morocco pocket-book, which lay on 
it, but each time turned away suddenly. At length he 
did take the pocket-book, and dashed it into the fire, and 
walked on more rapidly, and in greater agitation than 
before. A thousand psinful reflections crowded on 
his mind; hitherto Augustus had struggled with his 
fellow-men and with poverty, now he was oppressed by a 
heavier weight — he fought against his conscience. After 
a moment or two, he stopped before the fire, and watched 
the progress of the flames on the pocket-book, which 
he well knew contained 20,000 frucs in bank-notes, 
and his countenance expressed alternately anger and 
hesitation. " No," said he, " no, I feel no remorse ; 
why should I ? My fother^s brother, my uncle— he vral- 
lows in riches — and did he not cause my fitther to be dis- 
inherited ? Has he not condemned us both to vrretch- 
edness ? And my mother, did not she die in misery ? 
No, no, undone ! What are 20,000 f^ncs to him ? Jt 
is but the third part of the inheritance of which he rob- 
bed my frither! my father 1" Augustus stopped; the 
coloor left his cheeks, and was succeeded by a death-like 
paleness; he trembled, and his eyes were riveted on the 
burning pocket-book. His Cither's name had recalled to 
his mind his long life of strict honesty, and firm constancy 
under misfortunes. He snatched the half-consumed 
pocket-book from the flames, trampled on it, then threw 
himself on the chair, and covering his foce with his hands 
wept bitterly. He could not have told the cause of those 
tears, so many bitter thoughts filled his mind, and op- 
pressed his heart. At length, breaking the silence, he 
e;iclaimed resolutely, "Misery, yes, misery to the end," 
and getting up, he collected the papers scattered over the 
table, locked them with the remains of the pocket-book 
^nto a little cabinet, put out the fire, arranged everything 
in its place, and went out. 

That evening he wandered through Pferis, without ob- 
ject or aim, if for a moment he remembered that Theresa 
was expecting him, the thought was so painful that he 
hurried on, as if to escape from all recollection of her, ! 
who hitherto, in all his wretchedness and poverty, had ' 
been his only comfort, his only joy. Wittiout at first • 
knowing where he was, he stopped at a late hour, op- 
posite his uncle's house, for he, a poor working-jeweUer. 
had an undo who lived in a handsome house, who was a 
rich banker, who drove his carriage, gave splendid enter- 
tainments, and lavished his wealth to assemble around 
him all the luxuries of life ; yet his nephew, who bore 
his name, had often fdt hunger, and had known all the 
sufferings of extreme poverty. Only twice had he been 
admitted into the presence of his unde, and then he had 
waited for three hours for an interview of five minutes. 
The first of these interviews had been occupied in care- 
lessly looking over the papers Augustus had brought 
to prove his relationship ; he was told to call again, and 
for his mother's sake, whose infirmities required comforts 
he could not give her, he did call again to expose himself 
to the insolence of the rich man. " I ask," said he to 
M. Grand Champ, "but a small sum of money, I 
promise to repay it in the course of a few yeaM ; 
lend me the means of getting a workshop, and having 
an apprentice, and a workman, and I will make m j 
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own fortune." But the banker required all his 
money to speculate in the morning at the Exchange, 
and gamble in the evening at cards; however he 
promised to do something for his nephew, and, per- 
haps, intended to fulfil Ids promise; Augustus called 
again and again, but never could obtain another interview 
with M. Grand Champ. Years passed on, his mother 
died, and died in misery, and Augustus was alone in the 
world. Such were the rememlxrances which filled his 
mind, as he stood leaning against a pillar close to the 
banker's residence ; at each moment an elegant carriage 
drew up, and deposited its gaily-dressed occupants to join 
the brilliant crowd within ; sounds of music reached his 
ear, and everything annoimoed that mirth and gaiety 
reigned within. " I too," thought the youxig man, " wiU 
be happy ; I will have no more of this foolish compunc- 
tion ;" and his h^art beat loud and quick. He returned 
home^ opened the little cabinet that contained hU trea- 
sure, and in that feverish excitement produced by the 
consciousness of having transgressed the bounds of rec- 
titude, he calculated what it would cost him to set up a 
jeweUer^s shop of his own. " Fate has decreed it," said 
he, **! have not stolen, I have found this pocket-book, 
M. Grand Champ unwillingly and unknowingly lends me 
20,000 francs ; I will repay him. What a happy day 
that will be when I can say to him, here is what you lent 
me, for this is only a loan. If this money belonged to 
any one else, I should return it at once, but it is my 
uncle's, who caused his brother to be disinherited; he 
may well lend to his nephew ; lus nephew accepts the 
loan." A burning blush suffused his face while he thus 
spoke ; and after counting and recounting his treasure, 
he went to bed ; but that night sleep did not dose his 
eyelids, or calm his agitated heart. 

RKM0R8E. 

Tlie next day, Augustus rose before the sun, dressed 
himself carefully, for thanks to his industry and economy, 
he was able, on holidays, to appear in a dress, elegant 
from its simplicity, which set oft to advantage his good 
figure, and pleasing intelligent countenance. But to- 
day, his face was pale, and wore a restless, anxious ex- 
pression. As soon as he was dressed, he set off in haste 
for the P^ilais Royal, entered the shops of several money- 
changers, where he changed his notes for gold; ana, 
having done so, breathed more freely. In the evening, 
he paid his usual visit at M. Dumont's, where his ab<> 
sence for several successive evenings had excited great 
anxiety in Theresa's mind for him ; she had long been 
his friend, his instructor, and was now a thousand times 
more than all that. As soon as he came in, all the family 
exclaimed at the change in his appearance, for his hue 
moustaches and whiskers had disappeared. He made no 
reply to their remarks, and appeared anxious and de- 
pressed. After some hesitation, he said to M. Dumont, 

" I come to ask you to become my father by bestowing 
on me the hand of Theresa; you know how we love each 
other." 

Theresa blushed, and bent over her work ; her mother 
and little brothers laughed, but her father answered, 
gravely :— 

** Your marriaee now would be most imprudent ; how 
could you suppoix a wife ? you only a worlmian !" 

*' To-morrow I can'have a shop of my own." 

"To-morrow! have you gained a prise in the lot- 
tery?" 

" Almost the same thing." 

"Oh, I hope not," interrupted l^largaret, "I con- 
sider a lottery as objectionable as any other kind of gam- 
bling." 

"No, 5Iadame Dumont, that is not the case at all — 
some one — who wishes me well — ^who does not wish his 

name to be known— has promised to lend '* 

And you would begin life with a heavy debt ? 
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My work will soon enable me to pay it off.' 

"If that is the way," said Margaret, "Iwillnotob* 
ject to their marriage. We did just the same thing our* 
selves ; and at the end of four years we had cleared oil* 
everything." 

" That* s very true," answered Dumont. 

"Then Augustus, my son-in-law, what sum will your 
firiend lend you ?" 

" As much as I shall require." 

" And what conditions has he imposed as to interest 
and repayment ?" 

" Just such as you would have made yourself." 

" How fortunate you have been, my dear boy, but you 
well deserve it; yes, I say it from the depth of my heart, 
I believe you to be an honest man, who cannot be led 
away from the path of honour : I continually bring you 
up as an example to my sons ; but don't hang down your 
head because I say so, for you have ever been a good 
son, a fidthftd friend, a steady, prudent young man ; I 
will say no more, as you do not like it, — ^your hand, 
Theresa, — and now as to the wedding." 

Theresa had allowed her father to place her hand in that 
of Augustus, who coldly Itook it; she withdrew it, and ran 
out of the room to hide the emotion she could not suppress, 
for his manner was so constrained, so cold, that she feared 
that now, in his prosperity, he married from feelings of 
honour her whom he had loved in his poverty: little did 
she suspect the real cause of his coldness, and the pain 
which every word of her father had inflicted on his 
heart. 

"Those young girls," said Dumont, laughing, "can- 
not think of marriage without crying, and yet she loves you 
with all her heart ; and you too, Augustus, you seem quite 
out of spirits !" 

" That does not surprise me," said Margaret, " I am 
glad that he reflects upon what he is going to do ; mar- 
riage is at all times a serious thing, and we know how 
long, and how well he has loved oiur child. But I think 
that before we talk of the wedding, we ought to see our 
intended son-in-law suitebly settled. Go to bed children, 
and tell your sister to come back." 

When Theresa did come back, they were all so en- 
gaged in speaking on business, that they did not observe 
how she avoided meeting Augustus's eyes, and how he 
also avoided hers. No one, seeing him so depressed and 
silent, would have imagined that he was about to be mar- 
ried to the young girl he loved so well, whose mind he 
had developed, and whom he had watched over from her 
infancy. It was late when he went away, and the follow- 
ing days were entirely occupied in business. Augustus 
was satisfied with none but a well-known and long-es- 
tebHshed shop; no rent seemed to frighten him, and 
Dumont was convinced that his uncle had at lengtJi re- 
pented of his injustice and unkindness, and when he 
communicated this idea to his wife, she quite agreed with 
him, and said, " I can now understand the reason of his 
low spirits which were beginning to alarm me, — ^it pains 
him to be under an obligation to a man who caused his 
&ther to be disinherited, and allowed his mother to die 
in want — I admire his sensitiveness." 

" So do I," answered Dumont, "but I should like to 
know what effected such a change." 

However he did not venture to ask. Theresa, thanks 
to her mother's care had an explanation with Augustus^ 
which had quite reassured her mind, as it convinoed her 
that he loved her still; and she attributed the change in 
his manners to the press of business which constantly 
occupied him ; and, happy and satisfied, she employed her- 
self in the many little preparations which preceded the 
great day. 

The eventful day drew near, Dumont was quite satis« 
fied with all the arrangements Augustus had made, and he 
admired and wondc^ at the liberality of his unknown 
friend. On Monday, all the family, in holiday attire. 
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went to dine with him, for now he had a house to receive 
them. Tbereaa was in high spirits, why should one try 
to conceal the happiness $he felt ? from infancy she had 
loved Augustus, and he had loved her, and she was 
charmed with the prospect of hcing mistress of his nice 
new house ; the cheerfulness of the whole family com- 
inunicated itself to him, and, for the time, he recovered 
his usual lively expression, and really enjoyed having 
Margaret to arrange his- little establishment, and hearing 
Pumont admire his workshop with the ardour of a true 
artut ; now again he returned Theresa's smile with one 
full of affection, and, for a moment, that inward voice 
which had incessantly reproached him for the last month, 
was silent. After dinner Dumont, raising his glass, 
said — " Here's to your prosperity, my son, to the health 
of Tfi, Grand Champ, who now behaves like a good uncle ; 
I think you ought to invite him to the wedding." 

At these words, the colour forsook Augustus's face, his 
pale lips trembled, and he frowned angrily, " M. Du- 
mont," 9aid he, " let us not recall the past." 

" He is quite right," exclaimed Margaret, " there are 
some things which we may forgive, but cannot forget." 

"I always thought until now," replied Dumont, 
" that to forgive and to forget were all the same thing, 
but so many new things are now put in place of the old, 
that I hardly understand half of what I hear ; however, 
X will say no more, so don't be vexed Augustus ." 

The wedding took place the following day ; the bride 
Simply, but elegantly dressed, looked even prettier than 
usual, she wept when the nuptial benediction was pro- 
nounced, but was cheerful and gay the rest of t}ie day. 

" How strange it is," remarked one of the guests, 
" the bridegroom looks as if he was a victim ; how pale 
and depressed he is 1 Yet how attentive he is to every 
one." 

And so he was, he was everywhere, forgot or neglected 
no one, yet every one felt uncomfortable when they met his 
eye : though he looked so grave and anxious, — he danced 
all the night, — and, at length, excited by the music and 
the gaiety around him, he became more animated, and 
almost recovered his wonted vivacity, and when the party 
broke up at day-break, all were loud in his praises, and 
pronounced him an excellent master of the ceremonies. 

CON9CTKNCS. 

Theresa had been married two months, and for six 
weeks she had known a secret sorrow, secret even from 
het mother, her pale and anxious face showed how bitter 
was that sorrow ; her mother visited her constantly, yet 
could see no cause for unhappiness. Augustus was un- 
remitting in his exertions to execute the orders which 
poured in on him unceasingly^nothing could be more 
prosperous than his business. 

"There is one thing which I beg of you to avoid," 
said Dumont one day to him, "and that is rash 
speculation ; whenever you are doubtful of the produce 
of an undertaking, talk it over with your wife ; mine has 
^Iways given me good advice, and Theresa inherits her 
mother's good sense and judgment." 

'• 1 know that," answered his son-in-law." 

"You cannot know it as well as J do," replied Du- 
mont, '^a woman possesses more tact and quickness 
than we do, and sees many points in a question which 
would never occur to us ; besides, wben her husband 
consults her, and treats her with congdeDce, she takes 
more interest in his occupations, and everything goes on 
much better." 

Augustus made no answer, or rather he turned off the 
conversation. Plenty reigned in this little establish- 
ment, and everything bore the appearance of happiness, 
and yet sorrow was there, that suffering of the mind 
which no language can express. Theresa loved her 
husband with idl the warmth of a young devoted heart, 
but she believed that he no longer loved her. Augustus, 



so ill at ease with himself, could not show that confidence 
which is the greatest happiness of mutual love, he 
avoided being alone with his wife; at t^nes he was 
passionate in his expressions of affection, but soon 
relapsed into his habitual reserve. Occasionally, Theresa 
would venture to say to him, " What is the matter, 
dear Augustus, I am sure something has made you 
sorry ?" then he would at once leave her, saying, 
crossly, "Nothing is the matter with me;" or, he would 
answer, bitterly, '' Do you not see that thirst for eold 
consumes me ? I must have gold I heaps of gold 1 '- 
He could not bear her to go to any place of amusement, 
and often spoke against wasting money on dress, and 
she, ever anxious to please him, dressed even more plainly 
than before her marriage. 

"I am afraid," said ^argaret, ^hat Augustna will 
become a regular miser, I must speak to him on the 
subject. She did so, and he listened to her patiently, 
and then said : — 

" I can never forget that I live by borrowed ^oney — 
I have nothing of my own — I can never be happy until 
I have paid it back." 

This answer quite satisfied Margaret, and when she 
repeated it to her husband, he rubbed his hands in 
delight, exclaiming, " The honest fellow ! how I admire 
his delicacy of feeOng, his unde might well snare what 
he has lent him, but he dislikes owing anything to the 
man who robbed his father of ever3rthing." 

And from that day he showed greater esteem than 
ever for his eon-in-law, but far from Augustus being 
pleased by his marks of esteem and approbation, they 
seemed to embarrass and irritate him. ji Dumont made 
any allusion to certain persons whose principles would 
never allow them to forget their debts, he woul4 turn 
away in vexation, ask an indifferent question, or take up 
a newspaper, and throw it down again ; he would not 
allow a newspaper in his house, and angrily commanded 
silence to any of his workmen who amused themselves by 
talking of the crimes or accidents which daily took place 
in Paris, or of those acts of honesty which are so frequent 
among the labouring classes. One day Theresa related 
to her mother the noble conduct of one of their wor|c- 
men; this poor man, tbe father of three children^ 
having found a heavy purse in the street, had taken it at 
opce to the police office, without even having opened it 
to see what it contained : when he saw the police officer 
reckon the sum of two thousand frtmcs in gold, he ex- 
i;laimed, " How happy he, whom all that belongs to, 
will be to get it again !" 

"Pie fool," said Au^stua, in so strange a Toice« 
that they both started. "I say he is a fool !*' repeated 
be, in a still more angry tone ; during t][ie whole story he 
could hardly 'sit quietly, and now he seemed as if bereft 
of his senses, he walked up and down in the greatest 
agitation, kicked the furniture out of his way, and then 
leaving the room, he slammed the door so violently that 
t}ie whole house shook. 

" What can be the matter ?" asked Margaret of her 
daughter, who seemed much less surprised. 

" William is a very stupid workman, and I suj^XMe ^ 
has vexed Augustus," answered Theresa. 

" But then he is such an honest man." 

"Yes, he is. Mamma ; but be does more harm t^an 
good, Augustus merely keeps him from pity, for he 
knvws that if he did not, William and his family must 
starve, as' no one else would employ him ; you don't 
know how kind he is !" 

" Your husband may be kind, but I greatly fear that 
he has^ very violent temper, and we always thought him 
so gentle." 

" He has i*ather a warm temper," said Therasa, turn- 
ing away her head ; " but his anger is soon over." 

Her mother said no more, but went home sorrowfnl^^ 
more convinced than ever that h^>pineas waa not^e 
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pinion of her beloved child. That evening, Augiutus 
Was more aiSectionate and kind than asual« instead of 
shutting himself ap in his study, where he spent all his 
evenings under pretence of attending his business, he sat 
down beside her ; she, though surprised and delighted at 
his doing so, yet felt embarrassed, not knowing on what 
subject be would like her to speak, at length she said 
something about her mother. 

" She must have thought me very stxange," intermpted 
Augustus, " and what did you think of me, Theresa f" 

" I thought William had done somb firesh mischief." 
Augustus breathed freely, like one suddenly freed from 
a neavy burden. " And I told her how kind you were 
to that poor family, in giving him employment, you are 
so very kind, my own dear Augustus V* 

He took her hand and pressed it to his heart, and to 
. his lips ; and she felt that it was wet with his tears. 

'' xou weepf she exclaimed, rising to throw her arms 
round his neck, but Augustus, burying his face in his 
hands, remained silent and motionless. Poor Theresa 
did not yet know how to manage the strange and irritable 
temper of her husband, she stood silently looking at him, 
not venturing to speak even a word of affection. 

" Theresa V said he, suddenly turning towards her his 
pale and haggard face, "it is a longtime since I promised 
to take you to Montmartre, will you come there to- 
morrow ?" 
I " Yes, dear, and I will get crowns and flowers." 
I He then got up and kissed her, and went into his 
study. Theresa understood the object of this walk which 
he had constantly refused to take before; at Mont- 
martre reposed the remains of his father and mother. 

The next day Augustus said to her, " I cannot go 
there with you. I have thought upon it; and I ought 
not to go there." 

" I will go alone," said Theresa, quietly, but, when her 
husband had left her, she said " What can he mean by 
I this ? he ought not to visit the graves of his father and 
mother? he who was so good a son; we are now 
married six months, and he has never gone there, what 
can be the matter ?" 

Augustus, coming back, said to her, " You must take 
neither crowns nor flowers there ; tell them I can give 
them nothing, for I possess nothing in the wide world I" 
And then he began to walk to and fro as he often did for 
hours together, without speaking a word; after some 
time, he stopped near his wife, and appeared anxious to 
say something to her, for, clasping her in his arms, anjd 
pressing her to his heart, he exchiimed, "I am very 
miserable I" 

At that moment, Margaret opened the door, and 
Augustus disappeared. 

"What IB the matter again?" asked the anxious 
mother. 

"Mamma," answered Theresa, quickly wiping her 
eyes, " Augustus has begged of me to go to Montmartre, 
will you come there with me ?" 

"I will; but why does he not go there with you 
himself .>" 

"He is very busy," replied her daughter, without 
raising her head. 

Margaret sighed, and asked if she had flowers. 

" No Mamma, we can get them on the way," , 

She began to dress; she would have given all the 
world that her mother had not come in just then, as 
Augustus was gQing to tell her the cause of his unhappi- 
ness ; and she hoped he would do so again. 

" The master wants you in the workshop. Ma'am, said 
one of the workmen, opening the door ; " come at once, 
if you please." 

She followed him immediatdy; her husband was 
awaiting her in the passage. 

" I want to speak to you," said he, " let me know as 
soon as ever your mother goes. 
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But this affectionate mother would not leave her child, 
she saw her unhappiness, and wanted Theresa to explain 
that which in truth she did not herself understand — ^the 
real cause of her sorrow. " To-morrow, perhaps, I may 
be able to tell you something, for I am sure Augustus 
will talk to me about it to-night." 

" I will come again to-morrow," said Margaret, and 
she went away with a heavy heart. 

THE CONFESSION. 

For some moments, Augustus had been alone with his 
wife, he had locked the door and closed the windows, and 
drawn the curtains, he sat down beside her, got up, and 
sat down again, took her hand in his and still was silent ; 
" Theresa," said he at length, with effort, " which 
would you heed most, poverty or shame ?" 

" Shame, certainly," answered she, without hesitation, . 
though surprised at so unexpected a question. 

" But what do you mean by shame," asked Augustus 
more firmly, " public or secret shame ?" 

"Shame is shame whether known or secret," said 
Theresa. 

" You are right, and X knoW it ; well, then, poverty, 
honourable and honoured poverty ! Forgive me, Theresa, 
I have raised expectations which I cannot realize. When 
I was poor you loved me, you would have become my 
wife ; let us become poor again. Tell me, will you ?*' 

" I do not know what you mean," answered Theresa. 

" I will tell you what I mean. Nothing we have 
belongs to me, I must return this polluted ^old, it was 
never intended for me — do you understand me now ? No, 
don't try to comprehend me, but know that, to-morrow, 
all we possess must pass into other hands ! We must 
sell everything, and borrow to make up the sum I owe." 

" This polluted gold," repeated Theresa, mechanically, 
her eyes fixed doubtingly on her husband. 

If you fear poverty, tell me so," exclaimed he. 
I fear nothing, while I am with you; yes, become 
poor, — become all that you once were," and she threw 
herself weeping into his arms. 

" I will, Theresa, and promise you I will ; then I shall 
no longer have this dreadful weight on my heart !" 

" It is then that which makes you so unhappy ?" 

" Yes." 

" Then why did you contract that debt ?" 

At these words, he withdrew his arms from her, 
and said bitterly, " Ah 1 do not probe my wound, do 
not oblige me to tell all, to blush before my wife; 
have I not said enough ? Try to fathom it all, as you 
value your peace of mind. Yet, it is better that you 
should know it; but promise, first, that you will not 
hate or despise your guilty husband." 

Her only answer was to throw her arms round his 
neck. 

" Yes, you shall know all, but give me one moment 
to collect my thoughts." 

He got up and went into his study; and Theresa 
heard him writing quickly. After a few moments he 
returned, and gave her a letter, telling her to road 
it, and saying, " we must finish it all to day. The sum X 
owe is 20,000 francs ; thanks to my greatness of con- 
science, X have still 10,000 in hand ; I must borrow the 
remainder, and, if necessary, will sell everything," and 
he went out. Theresa, left alone, held the letter in 
her band for some time before she ventured even to 
look at the address; she started when she read the 
words — "M. Grand Champ, Banker." She opened 
the letter, and read as fbllows, — "You treated me 
cruelly at the most anxious moment of my life, and 
eight months ago I believed that fate offered me compen- 
sation or vengeance by placing in my hands a pocket-book 
belonging to you, which contained 20,000 francs in bank- 
notes ; you lost it on the 19th of April, at the entrance 
of the Opera, probably in getting out of your caniagei 
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tbere I foimd it, your name eograyed in fall on the pUte 
left me no doubt as to its possessor ; led astray by anger 
and indignation, I thovght that Heaven itself gave me a 
compensation for the ruin of my father, which yon 
effected ; and I kept the pocket-book, but with the fixed 
determination of returning your money in the course of 
a few years. The noble conduct of one of my poor 
workmen, who also found a large sum of money, awoke 
in my breast the storm which had longbeen gathering there. 
Here is your money. Having dared to make use of it to 
procure those comforts which would have been mine if 
yon had not robbed my father, I now tell everything in 
order to restore it to you. Comfort purchased at the 
price of honour, is too heavy a weight for my conscience." 
Theresa was shocked beyond expression when she read 
the ^nt words of this letter, and saw that her husband 
had $tolen that money, but as she read on she was more 
relieved. Augustus had, indeed, been gnilty. but he now 
saw and confessed his guilt, and vras willing to make every 
exertion to repair it ; and she felt confident that, though 
poverty would henceforth be their portion, yet happiness 
and peace of mind would be theirs too. She collected all 
the powers of her mind, and thought long and seriously, 
as to how she could save her husband from the contempt 
of the world, and the reproaches of her parents, and then 
went out, leaving on the table a note containing only the 
words, " Do not be alarmed at my absence, I will soon be 
back." At her return, she found Angnstns impatiently 
waiting her : he asked anxiously where she had been. 

" I went to see if I could not borrow part of the sum 
we require, and I have been very successful. What have 
you been doing ?" 

" I went out for the same purpose, but I have been 
able to get only 2,000 francs." 

" I have got 8,000, which makes the sum we want. 
We shall be obliged to remain in debt for some time, bnt 
we need not sell anytiiing, though we must live with the 
strictest economy." 

" Of what consequence are privations when we have a 
clear conscience ?" said Augustus. 

" And entire confidence in each other," added Theresa, 
wannly. 

In the evening Margaret came as she promised. She 
found her children sitting together. Theresa jumped up 
to receive her, with as joyous a welcome as she was wont 
to give her before she had known sorrow ; and Augustus 
gave her his hand wMi an affectionate sndle. He talked 
calmly and pleasantly all the evening, though an anxious 
shade at times passed over his brow. He was expecting 
the IHend who had promised Theresa the money, and was 
presently summoned to speak to him in his workshop; 
and, on coming back, he made a sign to his wife that 
everything was settled, and that the papers were to be 
signed the next day. They both accompanied Margaret 
to her home. Neither were in high spirits, but their 
manner showed her that confidence, and with it hap- 
piness, were restored to her chfldren, and she thanked 
God for the happy change. They went in for a moment 
to speak to Dumont, and on their return Augustus several 
times exclaimed, pressing the hand that rested on his arm, 
" What happiness an easy conscience gives !" 

UAPPINX88' 

In the course of the next day, the letter and the 
20,000 firancs were sent to M. Grand Champ, bnt An- 
gnstui kept the remains of the pocket-book, and locked 
them up careftiUy. As soon as the messenger was gone, 
he said to his wife : — 

" Now let us go to Montmartre. I may go there 

BOW.*' 

They took crowns and flowers and strewed them on 
his parents' graves, and kneeling there side by side, they 
wept and prayed, and got up comforted, strengthened, 
•Bd determined to bew patiently that poverty which they 



had chosen, nther than dishonoar. The foUowias diy 
they examined, with the wisdom of riper years* the en- 
gagementa they had entered into. Theresa's fiiead 
allowed them time to repay him, bnt then it waa neecasaiy 
to pay the interest, and the remainder of what was d«o 
for the shop. It was possible, if he had constant em- 
ployment, to meet every demand. 

" God will be with us," said Theresa, trustfolly. 

" Yes," replied Augustus, " God will be with ns." 

The songs that Tberesa had so often sung in .her 
father's workshop were now heard in her husband's; the 
burnishers and polishers worked under her direetioa, 
and she superintended the other departmenta of the 
business; and, whOe she supplied Augustus's plaee at 
home, he went out looking for orders, and on his retom 
he designed and modelled new ornaments, and his ina- 
gmation, no longer lettend by the anxiety of his waai, 
furnished Urn with such models, as soon brought his 
work into notice, and showed how superior he wis to 
ordinary jewellers; he worked the greater part of the 
night, and Theresa, who possessed great taste, and wu 
accustomed to help her father, gave Um great assistance. 
No more vexation or ill-temper, he was so periectly 
happy that nothing fretted him. " Now," he used some- 
times to say to his wife, " I will gladly go out anywhere 
with you, but formerly I was afraid. Tes, I was afraid 
of everything ; no matter what was the subject of con- 
versation, I felt as if it was intended to reproach me; the 
recital of crime terrified me ; had I not already one fbot 
in the abyss, might not I too be led on from step to 
step by covetousness, as before I had been led by anger 
and revenge ? And it was still more painful to hear an 
honourable action spoken of; every word went to my 
heart; all praise bestowed on an honest man wounded 
me like a poisoned arrow. Oh« oonseience ! conscience I 
how I pity those who are led astray, and I admire every 
honourable action I hear of ; now 1 fear nothing." 

A short time after this sacrifice to principle, Theresa 
became a mother. Augustus was in high spirits at his 
son's christening, whidi took place as soon as Theresa 
was sufficiently recovered, and for that day their usual 
economy gave place to eomlbrt and plenty. 

" To-day," said Dumont, "we may see that yon are 
getting on in the world, bnt all the year you have lived 
Uke^paupers ; yet your shop is full of busy workmen. 
Sorely you might live better. As for ne—end I am but 
a jeweller too— my sons are almost gentlemen, and on 
Sonday my wifb is Bke a lady." 

" But, my father," said Theresa, " it was not so at 
first." 

" No, indeed ; but I began with nothings while Au- 
gustus" — 

*' I began with nothing," interrupted he, " or rather 
less than nothing, for I owe a considerable sum, and 1 
cannot forget it for a moment." 

Dnmont smiled and rubbed his hands, and that evening 
said to his wife, 

" I am content, quite content with my diiidren ; they 
are perfectly right; privations are of no consequence at 
their age; besides they will be able the sooner to retire 
from business." 

One morning Augustus came home earlier than usnaL 
He looked pale and frightened. He called his wiie aside, 
and told her that M. Grand Champ was dead. 

" Dead 1 " she exdaimed. 

''Yes; and I am told that he put an end to him- 
self. I passed the door accidentally, just as the 
funeral was leaving it, and thou^t it right to accom- 
pany to the grave my father's brother; for notwith- 
standing all lus injustice, he was his brother still. He 
died a ruined man. The hearse waa only followed 
by a few servants, and he destroyed himself to avoid dis- 
grace." After a pause he added — "An uneasy con- 
science natorally leads to aodde I nothing can aUence its 
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tepvoMfaM; tnd it is beyond the Btrength of mm to en* 
dm them. I am hajmj to aay that he baa left no ehii- 
dNn« and his wife had a large fortiine« which is safe* as 
she reftised to join him in those rash specalatiotts which 
were his destruction. And, oh! Tliereea, when Itliink 
that tUs might have occurred a few months ago, I thank 
God that he gave me strength to do mj duty. If I still 
had bis money, remorse woald have driven me mad ; I 
should have thought that it was I who raised his arm 
a;;ainst himself; that if I had not robbed him he would 
have been able to meet the present crisis. But now I 
shall transmit unstained to my children the name that I 
reoeired unblemished from my father. I was guilty, 
Ysry guilty ; my repentance shall last while I live ; I 
will keep the remains of the pocket-book erer in my 
vieWy and dying I will bequeath it to my son, that he 
mgf never foiget that poverty is preferable to dis- 
honov, and tlmt without peace of oonsdenoe there is no 
hi^pplneis in this world. 
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THE REFORMER. 

AU (lim lad toiled, and bnnra with tan, 

I aaw a Stronjr One in hia wxmtli, 
Snitinf the gooieti ahrinea of man. 
Along hia path. 

The Chureh, beneath her tzvaabliaf dome, 

Baajod in vain her ahoatlT chami 
Wealth ahook within hta gUded horns 
With pale alann. 

Prand from ob aeeret chambeca fled* 

Before the iunlif ht bunting in ; 
Sloth drew her jgiil tow o'e r her head, 
t\i drown the din. 

*' Spare I" Art hnplored, "yon holy pUe ; 

Tnat grand, old, timo-wom turret ^are ; 

Meek Rererenee, kneeling in the aide. 

Cried out, "Forbear I" 

Grev-headed Ute, who, deaf and blind, 
Oroped for hia old accustomed atone. 
Leaned on hia ataff, and wept to find 
Hia acat o'erthrowa. 

Tomg Bomaeee ndaed hia dreamy eysa, 
O'erhong with paly loeka of gold. 
Why anwe," he aaked in aad aorpriae, 
"Thefiiir, the oldT' 

Tet louder rang the Btrong Onc'aatroke, 

Tet nearer flaahed hie axe'a gleam { 
Shoddaong and aiek of heart, 1 woks 
Aa from a dream. 

I looked aridei the dnst-dond rolled— 
The Waater aeemed the Builder too i 
Up apringing from the nUn old, 
I aaw the new. 

*Twaa but the ndn of the bad— 

The waating of the wrong and ill ; 
What«*er of good the old time had, 
WaaUringatiU. 

Calm grew the browa of him I feared ; 

The frown which awed me paaaed away. 
And left behind a amile, whicn cheered 
Like bireiikinir day. 

Qraea grew the graea on battio-i^tfai, 

0*cr atrarded war-moonda graaed the cow i 
The alaye atood forging from Ida chaina 
The apade and plough. 

Where frowned the fort, paTillona gaf, 

And coflaga wimiiiwi, nower^entwued. 
Looked out upon the peaceful bay. 
And hub behind. 

Throorii ^e-wreathed cope, with wine onee lod, 

The lighta on brimming oyatal fell. 
Drawn, aparkling, from Oe nvulet head, 

weU. 



Throoah priaon waUa. like heaTea-aent hope, 
Freah braeaea blew, and aun-beama atrayed. 
And with the idle gaUowa^opo 

The yoSng child played. 

Where the doomed victim in hb cell 
Had counted o'er the weaiy houra, 
Olad aehoot>girla, aaaweriag to the bell, 

> wfthflewflis* 



Grown wiaer for the Icaaon giTsn* 

X fear no longer, for I know 
That where the ahare b decpeat driTea» 
The beat frmts grow,* 

Hie out-worn rite, €t» old abnae. 
The Good held captive in the uao 
The pious fraud transparent grown, 
€>t Wrong alone. 

Theae wait their doom, frt>m that great Uw 
Which makea the paat time aerre to-daj j 
And freaher life the worid ahall draw 
Firom thdr decay. 

Oh ! backward-looking aon of time I 

The new b old, the old b new. 
The cycle of a change aublime 

Still aweeping thfongh. 

So wbely taught the Indian aeer ; 

Destroying Seva, forming BralUB, 
Who wake by tuma Earth'a lore and fear. 
Are one the aame. 

Aa idly aa in that old day 

Thou moumeat, did thy rirca re|rfne. 
So, m ttb time, thy child grown gray. 
Shall aigh for thine. 

Tet, not the leaa for diem or thou, 

l*he eternal atcp of Progreaa beaia 
To that great anthem, calm and alow. 
Which God repeats I 

Take heart I the Waater builda again 
A charmed life old Ooodneaa hath ; 
The tarea may perish, but the grain 
la not for Death 1 

God worka in all things ; all obey 

Hb first propulsion from the night— 
Hoi wake and watch I the world b grey 
With morning light L 



John G. WaiTnu. 



RAIN. 

" A chilly region b our English landi 

A mobt green field set In the Northera aea, 

Where rain and wind strive for the upper hand. 

And more of winters than of summers be, 

Cauaing the dwellera to Uto aerioualy i 

To turn moompetenee of joy to gain, 

Aad leaa aeek pteaaure thux eacapa from pdn. " 

Laioa HvivT. 



It is a lowenng monung : the gusty winds have ahneady 
been up and stirring ; tlM western skj is orerspread with 
T^Krars; the Isndsoiqpe has changed its hues; light and 
shade foiheer their rivalry, and the tints of the red-brick 
houses are harmonized with the green turf by the floating 
ttist. The few and scattered drops of rain increase, and 
rudely assail the panes whidi shield us from the tem- 
pest. Ours is twice an island ; the ocean not only sur- 
rounds it on every side, but seems to cover — at times to 
drown it. Among our rivers is no surging Danube, 
ladenwiththewatersofaome foreign Alps: indirectcom- 
meroe with the douds our own mountiins and water-sheds 
collect all the streams that our gulfs receive. Our 
dimate, like our character, is strongly marked and 
strikingly individual. There exists not on the fiioe of 
the earth a better-soaked animal than the Englishman. 

As an object of rational inquiry, rain, until latelv, has 
been greatly overlooked : espedally has its part in dumg- 
ing the outer crust of the earth been underrated. The 
geologist has been inquiring after tremendous explonons 
of nature, volcanos» floods, and earthquakes, unmindfril 
of the dond-fed mountain-etream which, night and day, 
wears down the rode and fills up the valley, just, as in 
history, kings and battles have aUured us nom the true 
marks of the character of an age. Ever children, we 
seek something to fill the imagination, and satisfy the 
craving for the romantic, till some master-spirit, with 
stem voice, reproves our weakness,— tin a Michelet un- 
veils the causes of revolntions in the united finee of a 
thousand seemingly insignifiGant impnlsee» embodied in 
old aengi or forgotten baUadi^-^liU a LyeU denoDStratea 
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the formation of a country from the aoeamolAted rain 
deposits of the rocky moant»ius. 

The air, the' great reservoir of rain, seems placed 
in the system of nature to be the grand mediator between 
the land and watei*. Books inform ns that the atmo- 
sphere is a compound of oxygen and nitrogen gas ; but, 
in fact, an atmosphere consisting simply of these is not 
to be found in our system. So much greater is the affinity 
of air for water than the attraction of the particles of 
water for each other, that all over the world, even at the 
icy pole, where wat^r perpetually hastens from the liquid 
to the «olid form, the air is drawing moisture into itself, 
licking as it were the surface of the ice-rocks to fill itself 
with vapour. Sir David Brewster has called this capacity 
of air for water, its power to dwohe water, since it de- 
stroys its most common form, and compels it to become, 
like itself, a light elastic gas. 

Suppose this process of dissolution to go on over the 
ocean, the surface of the two expanses will touch each 
other, and the air in contact with the sea will become 
charged with vapour. This moisture will gradually dif- 
fuse itself through the layer of air next above it, and so 
on till it has permeated the entire body of air, the lowest 
stratum drawing up fresh moisture frt>m the deep as fast 
as it is relieved of its former load. This, however; 
would of itself be a very slow process ; it would be some- 
thing like what we see when a quantity of salt is allowed 
to dissolve at the bottom of a vessel containing water ; 
supposing the mixture to remain quiet, a long time is re- 
quired to permit of its complete salification, but let it be 
stirred — that is, let the saturated strata of water be 
removed frmn contact with the salt and the less saline 
portion be substituted, and the process will be rapidly 
perfected. The rapid diffusion of vapour through the 
atmosphere is provided for by winds which remove the 
moist air from the aqueous surface, and bring a thirsty 
dry atmosphere to receive its charge. From a square 
mUe of water, six hundred and ninety tons per day will 
evaporate. The extent of watery vapour enveloping our 
earth, at any moment, has been computed to be 11,794 
cubic miles. Notwithstanding the enormous extent of 
this moisture in its attenuateid form, if the whole were 
vUddeoIy condensed to liquid water and deposited on the 
earth, it would only cover its surface to the d^th of from 
foiu to five inches. It is estimated that the atmosphere 
absorbs and predpitates this large quantity of water five 
times in every year. 

The quantity of moisture, which a given meafure of 
air will hoid as solution, depends on the degree of its 
temperature, increasing aa this becomes warmer. At 
the poles, in consequence of the extreme cold, the air 
b filled — that is, its power of containing is exhausted, 
when but very little water has heen absorbed ; hence the 
wind which blows from the poles is comparatively dry. 
Under the line, and throughout the tropics, evaporation 
goes on with extreme rapidity. When the water is 
warmer than the air, the vapour does not rise, but hangs 
over its surface as a mist ; when, on the contrary, the air 
is the warmer, the vapour rises, until reaching an elevated 
region it becomes condensed, and appears as a cloud. It 
i^ for this reason that clouds are lugher in summer than 
in winter, and that a lowering atmosphere generally an- 
nounces the approach of rain ; because the air is so 
completely saturated with vapour that the reduction of 
temperature produced by a very small elevation, is suffi- 
cient to condense the excess of moisture which the air is 
unable to dissolve. . 

We have seen that the quantity of vapour which a 
measure of air, say a cubic foot, will hold, depends on its 
temperature. But it must be remembered that, at any 
temperature, vapour is lighter than the air which contains 
it if we take the number 8 to represent the weight of a 
foot of air, that of a like body of vapour may l» repre- 
t^nted by the number 5, Hence the tendency of vapour 



to ascend, from which it will be seen that, whatever the 
temperature of the air which contains it, vapour is con- 
stantly tending to its coldest part, since warmth decreases 
as we ascend j and further, that the capacity of air to 
hold moisture, not only increases with an accession of 
heat, but increases very much faster than the temperature. 
If tlte h^cit of a given body of air be taken to be 4, and 
its capacity to contain moisture also at i, an addition of 
heat which shall raise the temperature to 8, or double, 
will increase its rapacity for vapour nearly to 16. or 
almost four-fold. We have thus, on the one hand, an 
a$oity of air for wat«r, capable of being greatly aug- 
mented by temperature, and on the other hand a tendency 
of vi^ur, obeying the law of its gravity, to take the highest 
place in air, as oil does in water ; the first tendency to 
fill the atmosphere with water, the second favourable to 
its condensation. What will disturb this balance, so as 
to precipitate moisture ? or in other words — 

What is the immediate cause of rain ? This question 
again may be narrowed. Whatever causes that a body 
of Tapour shall be in a certain place ad a wind, bringiiig 
the same from a distance, or a lake or fiver supplying the 
same by evaporation, might be reckoned among causes of 
local rain. We will now suppose the vapour to hang 
over a neighbourhood, and ask what will determine it to 
the liquid fbrm ? Anything which tends to lower the 
temperature of air saturated with moisture, may deprive 
it of its power to retain it in solution. A cloud may 
travel hundreds of miles without meeting any object ca- 
pable of changing its condition. Suppose it to contain 
as much vapour as it will hold, and to meet a colder cloud, 
also full of moisture ; they will mix, and the temperature 
of the first will fall. If the capacity of a cloud to hold 
vapour were increased in the same ratio without heat, 
the loss of the warmer doud would be the gain of the 
colder ; but since, as we have seen, the latter is much 
less than the former, a little loss of heat causes a gieat 
loss of moisture, which condenses and falls. Suppose 
again that our warm cloud, instead of meeting another 
cloud should be carried against the cold surface of a ' 
mountain, a like effisct would be produced ; the cloud would ; 
gather round the cone and be rapidly turned into water. 
The former of these instances iUus^tes the cause of rain 
in champaign or level countries — the latter that of moun- 
tainous districts. In the case of thunder-storms, another 
cause' is present to promote the thorough mixture of air ; 
the clouds are generally completelv saturated with mois- 
tur% and also in opposite electrical conditions. The fall 
of rain is then copious, and the air not only mixes much 
more completely, but with great rapidity. It is needless 
to show how much winds have to do with promoting the 
mixture of bodies of vapourized air at different tempera- 
tures. If the vapour is condensed by a temperature 
capable of freezing it immediately, it falls in the form of 
snow ; if it has time to take the form of drops before 
freezing, it falls as hai). 

There is one remarkable Cact connected with the ^l 
of rain, which has never yet received satisfactory expla* 
nation. Over any given spot more rain falls at the surface 
of the earth thui above it. |{eberden made some ex- 
periments to ascertain this fact, in the following manner. 
He fixed a rain-gauge on the square part of the roof of 
Westminster Abbey, away from the western towers, which 
might obstruct the clouds, another on the roof of a neigh- 
bouring house, and a third on the ground, in the garden 
of the same. The number of inches of rain caught on 
the Abbey roof was 12, on the house-top 18, and in the 
garden 22, The illustrious French astronomer^ Arago, 
has for many years noticed the fall of rain, at different 
heights, at the Observatory at Paris, and his results, 
with which hundreds of others agree, are like those of 
Heberden. Ir is well known that the quantity of rain 
which falls at the foot of a mountain is considerably 
larger tbiin that deposited on its summit. Many ezpla- 






ELIZA COOK'S JOUHNAL. 



283 



I 



L 



nations have b«eii offered of this cnriotu fact, but none 
to which the scientific have given sanction. 

The varietj which marks the arrangement of rain-fiJls 
over the world is roost remarkable. In some countries 
rain is unknown ; in others, it is strictly confined to cer- 
tain periods of the year ; in others it constantly rains 
without intermission ; while, in the hr greater portion of 
the globe, rain ftUls in different measure through the 
whole year. The annual average of rain is greatest over 
ihe equator, and diminishes towards the poles. This is 
what we might expect from the great heat of the tropics, 
so Cavonrable to evaporation. On the other hand, ^ere 
are fiewer rainy days in the tropics, and more as we ad- 
vance towards the poles into the regions of less rain. The 
regions of least rain are those of the greatest proportion 
of wet weaTJier. The number of inches of rain in the 
tropics of the new world is 115 per annum, while in the 
temperate sone of the same continent — in the United 
States for example— 4t is only 37 inches. When we leave 
a lower for a higher plain, we find a decrease in the amount 
of rain ; on the contrary, when we ascend firom a plain 
to the slopes of the mountains, we come to a region of 
greater annual rain. This is especially the case when the 
mountain-chain is rugged ; mountains with smooth slopes 
and uniform summits do not attract nearly so much rain. 
At Paris the annual fell of rain is 20 inches ; at Mont 
St. Bernard it is 63 inches. Chilan and Maranderan are 
two provinces of Persia, on the Caspian Sea, distin- 
gnidied by their great amount of rain, while over the 
table land behind them, 30,000 feet above the level of the 
sea, a cloud is scarcely known, and a polished steel blade 
might be left exposed to the atmosphere without danger 
of contracting rust. 

The quantity of rain which faUs is much greater at 
the sea-coast •than in the interior, especially if there 
be no central mountains to attract the clouds. Thua« in 
the centre of Austria the air is very dry, from the ab- 
s^oe of any considerable lakes mud rivers, and from the 
flatness of the country no clouds are attracted from the 
sea-coast; it is a district of very little rain* In the in- 
terior of the United States, and on the slopes of Siberia, 
the decrease of rain, as compared with the coast district, 
is very considerable. 

Mountains may be the cause of perpetual rain to one 
district, and of dryness to another. This will depend on 
their situation with respect to the country where they are 
found. When the country is on that side of the chain 
of mountains from which the rain-winds blow they will 
be a cause of rain ; but if the mountains lie between the 
rain-winds and a country, tiiey will stay the progress 
of the winds, or otherwise rob them of their moisture. 

It was said that there exist vast rainless regions. Such 
a region is that which extends from Morocco across Africa, 
through the great desert of Sahara into Asia, through 
Arabia and Persia as far as Beloochistan. This region 
stretches over an area of 3,000,000 square miles : 150 
miles to the right of this lies another rainless district, 
stretching away to the north-west, and vast deserts to 
Mongolia, and including half a million square miles. In 
the new world, the inhabitants of Mexico — that singular 
country, consisting of a vast elevated table-land ; and a 
part of California, is never visited by rain. On the south 
of the equator, * rainless district extends along the 
western dedivity of the Andes and of Peru, towai^s ULe 
Pacific Ocean. Th» clouds appear U> discharge themselves 
on the eastern sides of the Cordilleras, and the people 
of pern who stand at their doors and watch the lightning 
as it plays on the sides of the distant Cordilleras, are 
as UtUe accustomed to the sound of thunder as the 
inhabitants of Greenland I 

Very different from these is the case of some flat dis- 
tricts within the -tropics, where it rains day and night 
without intermission throughout the year. In the im* 
mum forests of New Guiana^ the sun, moon, or «^ar8 aie 



not seen for six months together. Speaking now. of tlie 
whole tropics, one half of the year is characterized by 
considerable moisture, the other by drought. The rainy 
seasen seems to follow the course of the sun. On the 
north side of the equator the rains commence when the 
sun passes into that hemisphere, and the converse is to be 
observed of the south ; the rains generally commence at 
a place when the sun is in the zenith of the spot. When 
the sun enters either hemisphe^^ the trade winds become 
less regular, the temperature increases, and the air takes 
up its full charge of vapour. At length the strata of 
air intermix, the vapour condenses, rain falls in vast 
sheets of water, and in drops the size of an inch, which 
cause a smart when they strike the hand. The rivers 
rise above their ordinary level ; no longer confined within 
tlieir banks, they spread for and wide over the adjacent 
fields, exhibiting on every hand a dreary expanse of mud 
and discoloured waters. This state of things lasts with 
little alteration till the sun returns to the other hemis- 
phere; the winds from the pole of that side begin to 
blow, the dry air from the pole absorbs the moisture, and 
the sky speedily assumes its former clearness and splen- 
dour. The quantity of rain that falls within the tropica 
in one month is greater than that of all Europe throughout 
the year* 

It is a common mistake to suppose that the season- 
rains of the tropics continue the whole period without 
intermission. First, no rain ever falls in the night ; and 
next, it does not b^n to descend till the middle of the 
day. The sun generally rises in a clear sky, about two 
hours before noon clouds form, and at noon the rain sets 
in, frequently continuing to pour in torrents, of which 
we have no conception, for five or six hours; at sun-set 
the rains cease, and the clouds disappear. 

Europe, (to come nearer home) owing to her peculiar 
situation, having on one side a continent, on the other a 
vast ocean; bounded on the north by an icy region, and 
on the south by a large warm lake, with an arid continent 
below it, and in addition to all, a moist uneven surftkce, 
mountainous in the south, flat in the centre and east, 
and again mountainous in the north-west, has a most 
various climate, and includes greater differences in respect 
of rain than any other quarter of the globe. Rain may 
fall at any part, in auy day of the year. It is therefore im- 
possible to assign periods to its rains, as has been done for 
the tropics. Yet, even in Europe, rain falls according to 
the general laws we have indicated, modified more than 
elsewhere by local circumstances ; and it is possible, from 
bbservations made, to map the continent out into rain- 
provinces, according to the main quantity of rain that 
falls in the course of a year. 

The first, or the province of the winter rains, ^es at 
the south of (lurope. The line which separates it from 
the second, or autumn rain province, towards the east 
coast of Italy, passes over the crest of the Apennines, 
southwards along the west coast of Calabria, north of the 
coast of Sicily, extends to the island of Sardinia, strikes 
the Spanish coast at Nao, and leaves the Iberian peninsula 
between Lisbon and Coimbra. The line which bounds 
the province of summer rains on the south, and separates 
|t from the region of autumn rains, proceeds west from 
the Carpathian Mountains to the north of the Alps, to 
the middle of France and the west of Holland, proceeds 
thence by the northern part of the Gulf of Bothnia, through 
the White Sea, to the Arctic Ocean. The district 
between these two is the province of autumn rains. 

If, from the annual quantity of rain, we turn to inquire 
the average number of rainy days in the year, we find 
that a part of the United Kingdom is visited with more 
wet weather than any other part of Europe. The num- 
ber of rainy days in the year on the west coast of Ireland 
is 208. If we watch the gradual increase in the number 
of rainy days, we shall find that they increase very 
rapidly as we proceed from the east towards the west m 
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Eorope. Thn8> at L-kutskj rain fallf only on 57 days in 
the year, at Karanon 90, at Moscow 205. In the pro- 
Ttnce of the winter rains, and in that part of the next 
province, which lies near the Mediterranean Sea, there 
are comparatively few rainy days in the year. At the 
Straits of Gibraltar the number is 68, in the north of 
Syria 54, in the south of France 76, in the plains of 
Lombardy96, and in Hungary 112 days. In this last 
country, howerer, the fall is not more than one-third for 
an average day. The country which, in frequency of rain, 
ranks next to Ireland is the Netherlands, which has 170 
rainy days. England, France, the north of Germany, 
and the north of Finland have firom 152 to 155 days' rain, 
the plateau of Germany 131, Poland 158, the plains of 
the Volga 90, and Siberia 60. From Inland the rain 
decreases on the east towards the Continent, and towards 
the Mediterranean on the south. 

The greatest quantity of rain known to ftdl in Europe 
descends over Coimbra and its environs. Coimbn lies 
In the valley of the Mondego, at the western declivity of 
the Sierra Estrella, a chain remarkable as well for the 
height of its mountains (one of which rises 7,500 feet) 
as for the ruggedness of its summits. Norway is the 
ne3Ct station of greatest rain: the great chain of the 
Scandinavian mountains runs down the west coast, and 
provents the passage of the clouds blown from the At- 
lantic. The valley of the TagUamento, in the eastern 
Alps, is the third in the order of greatest rains. 

England illustrates, in its own climate, nearly all that 
has been observed in this paper of the causes and laws of 
the ML of rain. The wind prevalent here is the west, 
which is a rain wind, because it atrives full of the mois- 
ture of the Atlantic Ocean, which it has traversed. The 
east wind, on the contrary, is for the most part a dry wind, 
because it travels over the interior of the continent of 
Europe, where it can absorb but little moisture. Thus 
the east coast, though favourable as a coast for the forma- 
tion and deposit of rain, is the driest part of England. 
The average for Essex is only 19 inches a year, and for 
Middlesex 22. At Pensance, the rains which fall during 
a westerly wind are as three to one to those fiiUing while 
the east wind is blowing. The largest fidl of rain in 
England takes place on the north-west coast. At Keswick, 
in Cumberland, the average is 67 inches. 

The condition of Lancashire is a striking instance of 
the effect of raio, in modifying not only the climate of a 
country but the occupation and distribution of its people. 
A chain of mountains runs from Scotland down the west 
coast of EngUnd, and divides in its course the West 
Biding of Yorkshire from Lancashire. These mountsins 
attract the clouds of the Atlantic, and draw down rain in 
prodigious quantities : rain is almost perpetual. To the 
west—that is between the mountains and coast — wheat 
can hardly be grown, and green crops, dairy produce, and 
pasture constitute nearly the whole agriculture of the 
district. But the most important fact is the number of 
mountain streams which, flowing down to the western 
level, widen into the Ribble, the Lime, and the Mersey. 
It is this abundance of water which points out South 
Lancashire as the capital of the cotton manufacture, and 
distinguishes it from the whole of the remaining coal 
district. In the progress of invention, the railway might 
have superseded the rivers as means of inland transit, 
and even the noble port at the mouth of the Mersey might 
have been spared, — ^but, without the mountain stream, 
which turns hundreds of mills and water-frames, and 
afterwards subserves the operations of scouring, bleach- 
ing, dyeing, and printing, never could the cotton manu- 
£icture have established itself in Lancashire. Rain, the 
want of which makes all but the mere coast of Africa 
a desert, and forbids us to hope great things of Central 
Australia, is the ramote cause for the concentration of 
one-third of the population of England and Wales upon 
a narrow straak of her territories. 



MONEY WORSHIP. 

t 

Lkt it not be imagined that money worship is peenUsr 
to the aristocracy of this or any other coontiy. Mavw 
chionesses, it is true, have forgotten their dignity in 
pursuit of their idol ; but the ignorant, the poor, and the 
ungovernable have waded through blood and unnatural 
miuder in order to reach it. Crime had never gained a 
higher pitch or assumed a more melancholy aspect than 
when the speculative spirit, created by Mr. Law, filled 
Paris with luxuries, and with enormous wealth to pur- 
chase and exyoy them. Household murder, for the sake 
of burial fees, would seem to have flourished in TgngiMfi^ 
in the days that gave us railway specnhtion for a creed, 
and Hudson for the chief priest of tiie mysteries; and 
between the two extremee— between the elegant diki» 
tante desire for gold, and the bloody thirst for it that 
allows no obstacle to stand betwee n it and its drangfat— 
what confronts us but another form of the sameeteraaUy 
recurring passion ? Heaven knows we are a duoitabJe 
people. It is a miracle how so much is spared from the 
requirements of life to be i^pplied to the wants of the 
starving, to the healing of the wounds of the sick, and tiie 
sorrows of the bereaved. The law compels chsffity, but 
our columns daily testify that thera is a higher law of 
love abidingly at work at the heart of man, teadiiny him 
humanity towards his brother-man, and the most prac- 
tical mode of evincing his tenderness. M. Gnixol^ who 
has studied the English character with a philosophical 
and searching spirit, declares that there is nothing in the 
laud that so fills the mind of the stninger at once with 
amaxement at our resources, and admiration at our use 
of them, as the noble free-gift monuments raised on 
every side for the relief of multiform suflering. Hie 
historian might have spoken more boldly, and added, 
that nothing surpasses tiie Englishman's lavish distribu- 
tion of his substance, save his greedy acquisition of itf 
and that whilst it is his great virtue to be pnrae-libe(a]« 
it is also his curse to be purse-proud. 

There are a hundred anomalies in our social system 
impossible to account for, if we do not admit the fret. 
You enter a crowded chapel on a Sunday ; you listen to 
eloquence that weekly fills to inconvenience the seats on 
which you find no resting place. The preacher who 
holds forth is very popular. He receives at least a thou- 
sand a^year from the owner of the chapel in payment of 
the power that crams the edifice even to the roof. His 
nam^ is without reproach. His congregation revera 
him, even whilst he lashes them ; and beyond the parish 
in which he lives, amongst deans and bishops, his useful* 
ness is confessed if not patroni2ed. His standard of 
doctrine and life is Yerj high. He tells you that to be 
covetous is to ensure your own certain ruin ; be wama 
you that to desire wealth and the good things of this lif«^ 
to strive for riches, to be discontented with the compe- 
tence you have, is to forego your rich inheritance ; he 
cites authority for his denunciations ; he submits chs|>ter 
and verse, and after he has convinced yon by his refer- 
ences, he strikes home the pregnant truths by a force of 
oratory that melt and win you to his argument. You 
go home, resolved to be a wiser and a better man upon 
the Monday ; but on the Monday you take up a news- 
paper— 4 golden lectureship is vacant-^four hundred 
a-year, and a sermon once a^week ; one or two poor 
curates with eightypounds per annum would give theur ean 
for it; but there are many applicants for the prise, and 
before them all stands the name of your popular instructor, 
notwithstanding his creed, his thousand a-year, and the 
sermon upon self-denial, that almost drew you from the 
error of your ways. 

You are, perhaps, a lord. Parliament, being up, yon 
go into the country. Your friend. Lord Birmingham, is 
"entertaining a select circle of the aristocracy" at hia 
noble countryjMMt. You are adced to *oin the fiiTOuiied 
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fow. You reach the house just at luncheon time. TThe 
guests are all assembled. There is a duke, a marquis, an 
eari, a yiaoount, and a baron ; you are yourself a younger 
son, and axe not surprised to find the baron toadying tiie 
duke, as though he were a tailor watting upon a city 
knight. Let that pass. There are two other guests — (if 
we may call that poor, silent, pale-faced, uncomfortable- 
looking, self-immoJated young man in the comer, a guest, 
who looks very like a criming taking his meals before ex- 
ecution)— a youth, and a man of forty. Everybody 
¥Otes the former absent, and nobody can have too much 
of the latter. The youth is a clergyman's son, tutor to 
Lord Birmingham's son-and-heir ; he took honours at 
Qtmbridge, and means to fight hard in the world by-and- 
by. He has gentle blood in his veins, but not a sixpence 
in his pocket; part of his salary goes home to his fkmily, 
and as much of his good breeding and learning as the 
patient will take is transfeired to the son-and-heir. The 
scholar is good enough to stand in heo paretUit to his 
pupil; but his honours, hir erudition, and his cultiva- 
tion buy for him at the table the simple rank of an upper 
senrant. Yon know the style of the place, and are not 
surprised to see the youth, after a moderate and silent 
repast, retreat, ghost-Hke and unnoticed, fh>m the fine 
apartment. Well, the aristocracy have a duty to perform ; 
they must sustain their order and respect themselves. 
You hear a horse-laugh. It is from the gentleman of forty. 
You never met him before, but you saw somebody very 
like him as you once passed through Smithfield market. 
It is the renowned Snobson ; ten years ago he served be- 
hind a counter (many a better man has done it). Specu- 
lation and something else have made him a man of mil- 
lions, but nothing more. Volgarity is enthroned in his 
heart, and is exuberant on his tongue. My lord's butler 
is a Ung to him — an emperor — a pope. The humblest 
occupant of plush is a hero at his side. You feel it 
when he talks, moves, eats, or drinks ; your flesh creeps 
in his company ; you suspect that the groom of the cham- 
bers would thhik the individual out of his place in the 
steward's room. You are satisfied that if you could 
scrape off aU the gold that encases that carcase, you 
would find nothing but the muddiest of mud-huts. You 
have the keenest possible perception of all this; yet 
Lady Birmingham, who treats her son's tutor as though 
he were a learned pig, and nothing higher in the dnimal 
chain, is absorbed in visible admiration. It is the same 
with all the ladies ; and as for the gentlemen — ^including 
the Duke — ^they are as proud of their acquaintance as 
they are innocent of his vulgarity, and complaisant to his 
grossness. You know well enough what it all means. 
The thing is made of money. But then you remember 
again, that the aristocracy have a duty to perform ; must 
sustain their order and respect themselves ; and, for the 
life of you, you cannot conceive how the personal respect 
is consistent with the degrading adulation. 

Illustrations abound. They occur to us all. We pay 
our highest respect to money, and, desiring to be res- 
pected, we strain after the possession of that, for which 
we know we shall be admired, courted, and esteemed, 
though we lack every virtue in the calendar. We see 
folkfr--no doubt charming people in their way— endowed 
with every quality of Adam before he transgressed— 
neglected because they are poor, and we hate poverty 
for the cruel penalty it inflicts. Hence the universal 
treading upon one another's heels, the pulling at the 
skirts of those above us, the shocks received from the 
struggling gentry immediately behind us ; hence the ba- 
nishment of all simplicity from our lives, the shame that 
attaches to the condition of life to which it has pleased 
God to call us, and the difficulties that surround the 
station into which we ridiculously call ourselves. Hence 
domestic miseries, heart-rending bankruptcies, gentle- 
women left by insolvent fathers to boast, in humble 
aervitude, of better days; ingenuous youths thrown upon 



the world to contend with it m the spirit of bitter foes ; 
hence, too, the starvation that glares upon us from the 
holes and comen of the world— holes in which men, 
women, and children labour for a crust, through the long 
houn of day and night — ^that some prosperous, sleek, and 
" universally respected" tradesman may minister to an 
inhuman love of cheapness, and fotten upon the flesh and 
blood of his obscure and helpless fellow-creatares.' 

Enough ! Money-wonhip, let us not deny it, it a 
national sin, and he deserves well of society who makes 
it the subject of his written thoughts, whether he speak 
in prose or verse. — TUmer. 



PATRIOTISM. 

The present age is pregnant with stirring events and 
striking changes. The customs, the mannen, and the 
maxims of our forefiithers are rapidly disappearing before 
the innovating spirit of the times. Every mind alive to 
the necessities of humanity will rejoice at tbe develop- 
ment of this innovating influence, when manifested in 
earnest aspirations after positive improvement, and hail it 
as an element, destined to promote and perpetuate highly 
beneficial changes in our social and political fabric. That 
old customs and mannen which bear not the the impress 
of utility should be abrogated; that sentiments, which 
daim respect in virtue of their age alone, and produce no 
evidence of their affinity to truth should be rejected ; and 
that our social and political institutions should be re- 
modelled so as to keep pace with the advancement of our 
people in knowledge, obtains a unison of belief, and is 
held as an axiomatic truth. 

The principle illustrated in this paper claims kindred 
with the earUest nations, and dates its birth fiK>m the 
remotest antiquity. Still its vitality is unimpaired; it 
manifests no tokens of decay. Its noble impulses and 
elevating influences are experienced in every bosom where 
the "hwp of a thousand strings" still beats, demonstra- 
ting the immutability of its elements— pregnant with 
blessings to the brotherhood of man. Patriotism is a 
principle fraught with high impulses and noble thoughts: 
it is an arden]^ a constant, and a disinterested love of 
country. Every individual instinctively cherishes a 
deep-rooted and wide-spread love for his fother-Und. Its 
manners, its customs, its traditions, its history, its people, 
even its natural scenery, and its material characteristics, 
excite in his mind the liveliest emotions. It mattera not 
whether he was bom and nurtured amongst the ice- 
girt shores of the fHgid sone, or exposed to the scorching 
rays of a tropical sun; it matters not whether he be 
groping in the darkness of barbarism, or walking amidst 
the light of civilization, so long as there is within him a 
heart open to the calls of nature, so long will he cherish 
a glorious attachment towards his father-land. 

Patriotism is essentially generous: its fundamental 
principle— disinterested love of country, in its every in- 
terest, is necessarily at variance with that narrowness of 
spirit which cares but for self. That the boundless spirit 
of freedom may dwell amongst the scenery of father-land ; 
rich, it may be, with recollections of intensely interesting 
bygone eras; that the blessings of dvil and religious 
Uberty may be enjoyed by his countrymen; that the 
homes of father-land may be held sacred ; and that the 
hopes, the sentiments, and the aspirations of countrymen 
may be respected, are consummations to which patriotism 
aspires. When patriotic emotion glows in the breast of 
a man, whose faculties and affections have not been de- 
secrated at the shrine of selfishness in any of its varied 
forms, whose soul is keenly alive to the throbs of natural 
feeling, and whose heart responds to generous senti- 
ments, it impels to noble aduevements and deeds of 
daring ; every noble prindplo of his nature is expanded 
and strengthened; his sympathies flow in a wider 
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channel, and fresh ardour is infosed into erery part of his 
being. As he gazes on the external surface of creation, 
as manifested in the scenery of fother-land, he feels that 
its beauty and grandeur are greatly enhanced by the 
associations connecting it with other eras. The tnufi- 
tionary legends, which have been transmitted to him from 
the highly imaginative past, infest every eliif and cavern, 
every mountain and muir, every glen and gargling stream, 
^th a halo of sublimity which augments the aggregate of 
his pleasurable emotions. Doea he dwell in a land like 
our own beloved iale, rich in traditionary lore? Does 
he claim kindred with those noble-minded men whose 
\ patriotic ardour nerved them with courage to withstand 
the tyrant's shock, and burst asunder the despofs chain ? 
Does he visit scenes hallowed to the memory of his 
martyred sires ? — Or does he tread on ground conse- 
crated to the cause of truth, of liberty, and of right ? If 
so, he will assuredly find, that in the material objects which 
constitute £ather*land, and in the ideas associated with 
the records of the past, there is much to warm the ima* 
gination, to kindle the sympathies, and to expand the 
heart. 

The patriotic emotion creates a community of mind 
between all the inhabitants of a country. The naaii, 
whose actions are an embodiment of this general prin« 
ciple, sinks the interests of self, and responds to the 
cdils of country and kind — whatever affeots the social 
standing, or threatens the sacredness of the homes of 
his countrymen — ^whatever tends to advance the best 
interests of those who belong to the same clime claims 
his warmest sympathies, and calls forth the most stre* 
nuous efforts. 

Patriotism impels man to risk his life that his country* 
men may retain the blessings of freedom; it inspires 
the generous emotions of the philanthropist, and urges 
to self-denying efforts in behalf of suffering humanity : 
it glows in the breast of hims whose enlightened energies 
are employed in reforming whatever of evil clings to ^e 
political or social systems of his father-land. And this 
spirit-stirring emotion was doubtless an element, how- 
ever unimportant, in the motive power that induced the 
stem, truth-loving christian reformers of bygone times 
to brave the fury of the powers of error, and to strive 
even to the death for the faith, once delivered to the 
saints. 

Patriotism is not incompatible with the exercise of a 
world-wide philanthropy. It assumes no antagonistic 
posture in reference to any portion of the great human 
family, it manifests no malice against a brother-mant 
it refuses not to recognise tiis claim to the sympathies of 
his fellow-men; it constrains not the current of his 
warmer emotions; but rather by the process of puri- 
fying his feelings, expanding his sympathies, and enlarging 
his heart, it tends to create in his mind a deep-rooted 
desire for the social, intellectual and moral regeneration 
of the human race. The man whose heart is entwined 
by the ties of homo and father-land, whose highest im- 
pulses and noblest efforts are consecrated on the altar of 
his domestic hearth, and dedicated to the diffusion of en- 
lightened happiness and hallowed peace amongst the 
homes of father-land, is more susceptible of pure emotion, 
of warm sympathy, and strenuous effort, than he whose 
affections centre in self, and who recognises no^ in 
the reminiscences of the past history or present prospects 
of his country aught to call forth his deepest emotions, 
and claim the exercise of his noblest energies. 

While the patriot willingly responds to the claims of 
father-land on his affections, and participates in those 
emotions which the sight, or the remembrance of scenes 
or events hallowed to patriotism, are fitted to inspire ; 
while he proves the truthfulness of his principles by 
itrenuous endeavours to manifest their practical utility in 
the afiairs of life ; and while, with disinterested zeal, he 
labours in the sacred cause of his countrymen's enlighten- 



ment and liberty, he forgets not that they are but links in 
the mighty chain of creation — but elements in the great 
human family ; and that his works of charity and labours 
of love should embrace the world as the field for their 
operation, and the family of man as the objects for their 
exercise. 

O.K. 



GIVE! GIVE! 
The 8nn gives ever ; so the Earth 
What it can give, ao much 'tit worth. 
1 be Ocean gives in many wajs — 
Gives paths, gives fishes, rivers, bajrs : 
So too the Air, it gives us breath. 
When it stops giving, comes in Death. 
Give, Give, be always giving ; 
Who gives not is not living. 
The more you give 
The more you live. 

God's lore hath in us weelth iqihMped, 

Only by giving is it reaped, 

The body withers, and th« mind 

If pent in by a selfish rind. 

Give strength, give thought, give deeds, gnrs p^f, 

Give love, give tears, and give thyself. 

Give, give, be always giving ; 

Who gives not is not living. 
The more we give 
The more we H'^s. 

Gkorob H. Caltkkt. 



SHADOWS. 
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Did you ever spend a summer hour in making notes 
of shadows with a view to their history? Then you 
would be astonished to find how the spreading, lengthen- 
ing, and vanishing of a shadow represent the growth, 
fulness, and decline of genius or life. In a green, over- 
bowcred lane, where birds shake dew and blossoms from 
the hedgerows, and spots of sun chequer the wayside 
grass, look for your own shadow. At what hour is it 
behind ? Whenever the sun shines in your face, your 
shadu^ is at your back. And has it ever been other* 
wise with poet, painter, or man of noble thought and 
magnificent enterprise ? with Milton or Columbus ? Long 
and wearisome was their road to glory ; steep and en- 
tangled the path towards the rising orb of their reputa- 
tion. They beheld not the shadow they cast, it 
stretched after them— cheering others, not themselves. 
Retrace your steps down the glimmering lane. Let it 
be evening. What a change 1 Warm streaks of light 
gild the edges of birdhomes, and sleep in the dim hollows 
of mossy oaks. Where is your shadow now .' Twenty 
feet before you, as if it were rushing up the garden, to 
sit down in the parlour, before you can turn the corner. 
It is a race between you and your shadow ; but you will 
never overtake it while you travel from the sun. Can 
you make no simile out of this ? When the day of in- 
tellectual life sets, and the pilgrim of poetry, eloquence, 
or art, walks away from the glory of the morning, 
where is his shadow ? Thrown forward into the untrodden 
paths of the future. It lengthens at every step, and, at 
last, springs into the rich orchards of a remoter aud sun- 
nier climate. You have the history of the mind's shadow 
in the Shakspere of the seventeenth and nineteenth 
centuries." — Rev, R, A, Willmoii, 

ThR critic, by severing passages from their context, 
and placing them in a ridiculous or distorting light, can 
make the most praiseworthy work appear to condemn 
itself. A book thur unfairly treated may be compared to 
the laurel, of which there is honour in the leaves, but 
poison in the extract* 







NOTES ON THE MONTHS. 

MARCH. 

" It is the flnt mild Aa,f of Mareb : 

Each minute sweeter than before. 
The Bed-breast sinn from the tall Larch 

That stands besiae our door. 
There is a blessing in the ab, 

Which seems a sense of joy to yield 
To the bare trees, and mountains bare, 

And grass in the green field." 

So sings Wordsworth ; and there is no poet whose inter- 
pretation of nature, in all her raoods, we should prefer to 
him. What a delicious sense is that felt on a first spring 
morning ! We rejoice in a new birth of nature ; and our 
mind drinks in joy at every pore. We feel young again, 
and revel in a very luxury of feeling, inspired by the 
warm sun, the balmy air, the early flowers, and the 
voices of the cheerful birds which now chirrup and sing 
the glad approach of summer. 

. Still the seaaoo is rude, and it is only at rare intervals 
that we fall upon one of the delicious spring mornings of 
this season. The winds are rough and boisterous, sweep- 
ing across the earth strong and thirsty, drinking up the 
superabundant moisture which winter hias left. Violent 
storms scour the ocean, and often strew our shores with 
wrecks. The period of the spring equinox, commencing 
on the 20th, is especially disastrous to the mariner. 
Great storms rush across the continent of North America, 
accompanied by rain, hail and snow; sometimes the trees 
are laden down vdth glittering masses, and the branches 
are borne crashing to the earth. Then comes the howling, 
tearing wind, and dashes down the great giants of the 
forest by his power. The loftiest pines are snapt like 
bulrushes, and towering oaks are uprooted like stubble. 
In England, though we have seen storms, often accom- 
panied by hail and snow, the violence is not so great. 
The whirl-blast sweeps from behind the hill, rushes 
through the wood, occasionally prostrating some great 
monarch; then all is still; and the bright sun shines 
out, while the beauteous bow bends in the west. You 
hear the yoice of the cuckoo, and you see the spring 
flowers, which ever follow where she treads. 

There are violets in plenty, hiding beneath their green 
leaves under the hedge bottoms, but betraying themselves 
by the sweet odour which they shed ; and daffodils, > 

" That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty.*' 

There is the Winter's green, one of the most elegant 
little plants of the nor&em woods; and the golden 
celadine cowers hidingly beside the pale primrose, so 
modest in its beauty. The anemone too is out, already 
carpeting the woods, and the green leaves are gay with 
the wild blue-bell. Field crocnses and daisies brighten 
the meadows ; and the glad children are weaving them 
into garlands to hang around their necks and brows. The 
buds are bursting into their tender green ; and already 
the beautiful elder is revered with foliage. The young 
grass comes up, and the lambs skip and dance over the 
tender herb. 

Our summer songsters have not yet returned from their 
winter immigration to warmer climes ; but the throstle and 
lark pour out their full wealth of song ; the wood pigeon 
fills the thicket with his cooing; and the cuckoo is 
blithely rejoicing over the spring's advent. The hum- 
ming of the bees is heard, and the industrious little 
labourers have already commenced the hard work of the 
season. Their busy presence out of doors generally indicates 
a fine day, and they go humming over the flowers, peeping 
now into a blue-bell, next into a crocus, as if to whisper 
to them that Summer is coming with all its beauty. 

In the intervals of foul weather, the husbandman is 
out of doors, at work with his plough, and flocks of rooks 
follow him in the furrow. He whistles and sings, shout- 
ing at intervals to his team, though he plods heavily 



along, the soil clinging to his hob-nailed boots. The dry 
wind of March, however->-a peck of whose dust is said to 
be worth A king's ransom— is fast sucking up the wet ; and 
the siln, which now and then darts down fi-om a clear 
sky, dries the up-turned furrows. Then the sky is over- 
cast, and showers of sleet come peppering down, accom- 
panied by keen winds ; making the ploughboy halt to 
blow his fingers, or flap his arms across his breast until 
his hands glow. 

Now neighbour greets neighbour over the garden 
fence, withr the hail of '• A fine spring morning I " For 
the villagers are early astir in their little gardens, 
digging and trimming, preparing to sow and plant, 
fencing and nailing, casting admiring eyes, at intervals, 
towards the tufts of snowdrops, and the rows of bright 
yellow crocuses which are now in full bloom. Village 
horticulturists con their " Gardener's Guide" by the fire, 
in the evenings; and the little children meditate another 
visit to the bird's nest, which they have discovered in the 
rift of an old tree down by the bum side. The screeching 
of the owl without alarms them not a little, and they 
whisper to each other of the " ill-omened bird's " doings 
by night— sucking the eggs of innocent little songsters. 
But the first dawn of morning's light sees them at the 
nest, and they crow with joy at finding their treasure 
still there. 

Towards the end of the month, you find the snowdrops 
are fast fading away, and only a fe^ withered ' flowers are 
drooping on the decayed stalks. But troops of otlier 
golden flowers are now preparing to blow ; and we feel 
that we are now treading dose upon the flowery borders 
of the Spring. 



THE EDUCATION OF THE FINGERS. 

Through the fingers, as Pestalozzi with his usual saga- 
city remarks, half the education of a woman ought to 
be made. Her delicate and excitable brain refuses to 
lend itself to any very long-continued or strenuous 
mental exertion; by brief flashes she receives her 
ideas; by her quick perception and lively instinct she 
arrives at truths, to the laborious pursuit of which she 
is rarely equal. She cannot, like her more robust and 
less spiritual companion, devote the whole of her working 
hours with impunity to mental toil; the too delicate 
machinery breaks or hardens under the continuous 
effort ; and if she do not contrive to change her nature 
and become a regular pedant in petticoats, her nerves 
and spirits are generally seriously impaired by efforts as 
little in accordance with her temperament. Let her, 
therefore, provide herself with abundance of employment 
for her subtile and pliant fingers, and she will find, that 
while drawing, or painting, or embroidering, or knittingj, 
or sewing, her spirits will compose, her nerves will settle^ 
her thoughts will arrange themselves, and her intellect 
will strengthen. Let the woman read, and let her read 
attentively and well; but let her shun the danger of the 
present day, idle reading; let her shun trash, be it 
learned trash, or romantic trash, or political trash ; let 
her beware of fancying she is improving or extending 
the powers of her mind while thus employed. She is 
doing nothing but relaxing and weakening the power of 
her body. Let her provide herself with active useful 
employment to fill up a large portion of every day, and 
feed and enlarge her mind by reading books worth reading 
during the other; and let her read with selection, and 
select with care. At all events, if she choose to employ 
her time in reading without selection, let her not think 
she is employing herself well. — Mrs. Marsh, ui " Angela." 

High and beautiful is the lot of a great poet. His 
lyre is the world, and the strings on which he plays are 
the souls of men. When ae wills it, these tones are 
called forth, and melt together in undivided harmony* ■ 
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HOW GLAD I SHALL BE WHEN THE 
CUCKOO IS SINGING. 

Row 1^ I shall be when the Coekoo it unging, 

Wlien 8|niBg-tiiiM u here and the simchine is wsrm ; 
For 'tis pleasant to tread where the blue-bell is spriDging 

Aad lil7-cupB grow in theb fsirylike form. 
Then we shall see the loud-twittering swallow, 

Bnilding his home 'neath the eottagen' eares, 
TIm brown-headed nightingale quickly will foUoWp 

And the orchard be grsnd with its blossoms and leaTCs. 
The branches so gay will be dancing away 
Decked oat in their dresses so white and so pink. 
And then we'll go straying. 
And playing 
Andmayittg 
By YaUeys, and hills, and the rindeta' brink. 

How glad I shaU be when the bright little daisies 

Are peeping all orer the meadows again. 
How merry 'twill sound when the skylark upraises 
Uli carolling Toice o'er the flower-strewn plain. 
Then the eom will be up, and the lambs will be leaping. 

The pahn with its buds of rich gold wUl be bent^ 
The hedgee of hawthorn will burst Cram their aleeplDg, 

All fkeah and delidoos with beanty and aeent. 
'Twill be joyoos to see the yoong wandering bee, 
When the Ulaes are out, and labomnm boughs aweD. 
Aad then we'll go straying, 
Andpligring 
Andmaying 
By upland aad lowland, by dingle aad dell. 

How glad I shall be when the ftuie-bash and clover 

Stand up in their garmenta of yellow aad rsd ) 
When the butterfly eomes like a holiday rorer, 
And grssshoppeia eheerily jump as we tread. 
All the sweet wild flowers then wUl be shining. 
All the high trees will be eorered with green { 
We'll gather the raieet of blossoms for twining, 

And garland the brow of some bonnie May Queen. 
Like the branches so gay we*U go daadng away, 
With our cheeka in the sunlight, and steps on the sod, 
And then well go straying, 
And playing 
And maying 
And praise all the lorelinesi sent by a Ood. 

Eliza Cook. 



FAULTS OF MXK OF OKNIUS. 

Wuhington Inring says, in his life of Goldsmith, 
"Where eminent talent is united to spotless virtue, we 
are swed and denied into admiration, bat onr admiration 
la apt to be cold and reverential, while there is something 
in the harmless infirmities of a good and great, bnt erring 
in^vidnal, that pleads tonchingly to onr nature; and we 
turn more kindly towards the object of our idolatry, 
when we find that, like ourselves, he is mortal and is fivil. 
The epithet so often heard, and In such kindly tones* of 
' poor Goldsmith,' speaks volumes. Few, who consider 
the real compound of admirable and whimsical qualities 
which form his character, would wish to prune away its 
eccentricitiiss, trim its grotesque luxuriance, and clip it 
down to the decent formalities of rigid virtue. ' Let not 
his frailties be remembered,' said Johnson ; ' he was a 
very great man.' But for our part, we rather say, ' Let 
them be remembered, since their tendency is to endear; 
and we question whether he himself would not feel gra- 
tified in hearing his reader, after dwelling with admiration 
on the proofs of his greatness, close the volume, with the 
kind-hearted phrase, so fondly and familiarly ejaculated, 
of 'poorOoldsmiih.'" 



DIAMOND DUST. 

DsATB is ^ply the soul's change of residence. 

Tbb doors of the Temple of Flattery are so low, that 
it can only be entered by erawUng^ 

Hb who thinks too much of himself will be in danger 
of being forgotten by the rest of the world. 

Lawtbbs generally know too much of law to have a 
very dear perception of justice, just as divines are often 
too deeply read in theology, to appreciate the full grMi- 
deur and the proper tendencies of religion. Losing the 
comprehensive in the technical, the principal in its acces- 
sories, both are in the predicament of the rustic^ who 
could not see London for the houses. 

A BTPOCBiTB is one who steals the livery of Hraven 
to serve the devil in. 

All people find fault with their memory — ^bot km 
accuse their judgment. 

It is much more easy to be wise for others than for 
ourselves. 

No denunciation is so eloquent as the silent infiuAce 
of a good example. 

Tbb shortest life of a debauchee is long enou^ to 
ouUast his character, his constitution, and hb peace. 

Cbbistxanitt is the oxygen of the moral world. Too 
pure in itself for the depravity of man, but mixed with 
other elements, it is more adapted to the every day pur- 
poses of life. 

To-DAT is the scale-beam between to-morrow and yes- 
terday ; it inclines to joy or sorrow, as our minds are 
swayed by the inllnenoes of the past or the fbture ; and 
it varies, on different sides, from elevation to deprassion, 
as our hopes or fean, our painfid reooUeotiona or our soft 
regrets predominate. 

We never ii\jure our own characten so much* as when 
we attack those of others. 

HoRSB.-*An article in the sale of which you may cheat 
your own father without any imputation upon your 
honesty, or your sense of filial duty. 

Favovbs of every kind are doubled when they are 
speedily oonfmred. 

Hb who gains the victory over great insults is often 
overpowered by the smallest; so it is with onr sorows. 

Some persons are capable of making great sacrifiees, 
but 'few are capable of ooncealing how much thoeffnl 
has cost them ; and it is this concealment that oonstitntee 
their value. 

Infbbiobs. — ^A term which we aro ever ready to spplj 
to those beneath us in station, without considering whe- 
ther it be applicable in any other sense. Many men mar 
be our superion without being our equals ; and many 
may be our nomfaial inferion to whom we are by no 
means equal. 

To wipe all tears firom off all fitoes is a task too hard 
for mortals ; but to alleviate misfortunes is within the 
most limited power. 

Belief, like a young puppy, is bom blind, and must 
swallow whatever food is given to it; when it can see, it 
eaten for itself. 

As a good workman is known by the quantity of Ida 
chips, so may a penetrative mind be known by the rub- 
bish and heaps of discarded credulity with which it ia 
surrounded. 

Praise is so pleasing to the mind of man, that it ia 
the original motive of almost all our actions. 

Printed and PnbUshedfor the Proprietor, by Jonw Owait CLAmaa, 
(of No. 9, HeminRford Terrace, East, in the Parish of St. Vary* 
Islington, in thr County of Middlesex) at bis Printinf Office, 
No. a, Raqoet Court, Fleet Street, ia the Parish of St. Bride, 
in the City of London, Saturday, March S, 186<^. 
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THE SINGING GIRL. 



" DiAKT me, Iiow Ute Tmtty ii to-night 1" wd Job Gimj- 
•oa to hil wife, u be clowd the gbnttar of hii cottage- 
direlUD^ ■nd proceeded to *tii tbe little fire into a cheec- 
Mtduc. 

" Indeed and >he it," uid Mary QrajKin, rabbing the 
Aour from her hand«, and hanging ap the last oatcake of 
bet batch to drf upon the coke-lireel, a frame of ropes 
whidi, in DUMt Yorlubire cottagea, is anspended from tlie 

>f iMarljr orer tbe hMithatone. 

" And do jou know," >he continiied, " that I hate mj 
double abont this new bade slie's taen up vi'. Knging" e 
all TtTj well in its wsf, bat for to win one's bread by, 
woe't mel There's Jane Armitage'a bairn, next door, 
t into t'ttctory, and 'amin her fonr sbiUin' a-week. 
Whf shouldn't Fatty do the aame, and learn to make a 
liting for berson, like oar neigbbonra' baima i" 

Job took his pipe, which be bod just taken ap, from 
Ilia month, and laid down tbe bit of match on the t^le 

" Nah, Mary," said he, " tbon know* my mind'a made 

. on that Uiere point. While' I can work or b^, I'll 

make a litin' tor that bairn ; iba'a all we her, and her 

keep's nother here nor there, for that pairt on't. Bat 

she moant, abe ahant, go into (^factory. So there's an 

end on't." 

And Job then lit hia pipe, and puffed Tigoraualy. 

Job had Boaui reaaon on his ode in thie matter. He 

was ■ man who reflected in hia way, and he doily saw tbe 

workings otthehdory-ayatem on tbe morals and manners 

of the young people in the mill in which he himself 

worked. He saw girla sent from their homes to work 

together frxim an entf till a late hour, with two short 

interrals in the day for meals ; and tJien they went home 

: night wearied, and ready only for bed, to which thoy 

went, to be np sgidn by daybreak to ondergo the same 

ine of toiL He saw that giria, so occupied daily, 

a removed from those borne influences which, more 

1 anything else, tend to edncate a woman, and enable 

her to perform her proper fonctiona as a woman. Ue 

w those girla grow op with coarse manners, often with 

MB notions at morality, infected, probably, by a 

Dtact with the rieiona, withoot any knowledge of lumae- 



thrift, or tbe waya of making a home comfortable i and 

this. Job held, waa a sad eril. 

" Dost think, Mary," he aaked, after utting thna 
bethinking lumaelf for some time, "dost think . 
lAou had been brought up in a factory, my wages had 
been so well spent, and this home ao snug? Ho, no, 
haiB, my bairn and thine wor neier bom for t'&ctory." 

Hary, Uke every mother, (elt her heart wonu al her 
child's praise, and aba persisted not in her su^eation, 
only, ahe could not help adding : — 

"Well, Job, I was only fearful that thou wcrt too 
'apirin for Patty, but hope that all ia for f beat." 

Jnat at that moment, the clear warbling voioe of a 
child waa beard in the street without, aabdnedly carolling 
tbe gay snatch of a song — 

" flow Bpriiiff ia ntombi^, 

Kuk to the Bnig o' the light-ticuMd brecia 1 
SwHI mane ii in it, 

Tbot biila (he f DUDg blrdi on tbe leng-bU^it«d tne 
"Bless tbat dear bairn," ejaculated Job, listening 
esgerly^ " Why, she's nobbut a little singing angel, that 
aho is. She'e the very light o' my life, and m^es t' 
house to happy to me. Come in my lass ; where bast'a 
been ao late?" 

Batty had lifted the latch, and sprang into the room, 
running up to her bther, who untied her plain si 
bonnet, and laid It on the table, then stroked her curly 
hair, with his homy band, kissing her at interrals of his 
queationiog. " Where hast'a been, lass ? Where bost'u 

" Ob, I've been at the doctor's all the time fJU now, 
and r le siicA good news to tell yoa !" 

•'Well now, lass, tell ns aU about it." 

"Well, yoa mait know, that the vicar's lady was at 
the doctor's the otiier night, while he was giving ma my 
lesson i and, wondering how it waa that the kind gentle. 
man should take so much pains in learning a poor little 
girl like me to ung, she asked how it waa, and tbe doctor 
told her the whole slory from beginning to end. Well, 
ihe looked ao pleased and happy when ha hod done, as I 
can't tell yon. And aha said bewas a good, kind-hearted 
creature, and tbatdud him for dmBg me inch scrvioi 
jiut as If I bad been her omi child. Then she asked m 
to sing tomething, and the doctor whipt np his baas 
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fiddle, and etrack np 'Angels eter bright and fair,' asking 
me to join him. I was a bit flustered at first, but got 
through pretty well ; and the lady was full of praises. I 
felt almost as if she would spoil me by the delightful thingi 
■he said. Well, she had gone straight home to the vicar and 
told him all about the Uttle singing-girl ; and who should 
come in to-night but the Ticar himself ? I am sure the 
doctor expected him, for he had everything in order, and 
took out his watch every now and then, as if he was 
waiting for somebody, but he said nothing to me. And 
when the vicar came, he told him that 1 was the Uttle 
girl that had been mentioned to him. And the vicar 
spoke kindly to me ; though I was a bit nervous, he had 
such a soothing way that I soon felt quite at home with 
him. So the doctor set me a-singing at some of our 
best things, and was pleased himself at the way in which 
we got through them. ' What do you think of that ?' 
said he to the vicar, when we had sung one of Mozart's 
anthems. * Think of it !* exclaimed the vicar, ' why your 
little girl is a bom genius in mnsic, and we must have 
her.' 'Then she'll do?' cried the doctor, jumping up 
from his seat, and almost throwing down the big fiddle 
in his joy. ' Do ? ' said the vicar, ' she'll do to a marvel. 
We must have her in the ekoir on Chriatnuu day 
wiormng /* Poor me 1 I did'nt know what to think, or 
how to look, and yet I was so glad, I need scarcely tell 
yon. The long and the short of it is, that I am to enter 
the parish choir as a singer, and to ro to the choir-master 
to-morrow night, and be placed under his instructions, by 
the vicar^B orders." 

" Bless thee, bless thee, bairn," exdatmed Job, hugging 
his child to his bosom, " thou'lt be a credit to u« aU yet." 

But we must tell how the doctor aforesaid managed to 
pick up his young pupil. The worthy man was a great 
amateur in music* and was a respectable performer on the 
violoncello, entertaining sundry quartette and glee parties 
at his home, alter his customary day's visits were paid. 
IVue, he was often rudely interrupted in the midst of 
these delightlul home-concerts, by some sudden call to 
a fellow-l]«ing in distress; and, however unwilling, he 
never failed to go. But he carried melody about with 
him, and his mind and hesrt were always strung t<t 
music. Into the houses of the poor he went, carrying 
cheerfolneae and kindness with him. His was a gentle 
loving nature ; and many a pillow had he softened, many 
A tear had ke dried, by his undeviating attention, and 
unvarying kindness ; no matter how poor and low]y were 
th^ hous^ that h^ visited. And, really, there is no more 
efficient minister of the poor, than a kindly-hearted poor 
man's doctor. 

In the course of his visitations^ he bad been called to 
the house of Job Orayson, whose wife was laid up by the 
fever. Little Pfttty tended her so kindly and gently, and 
the doctor^s preseriptioos worked with such potency, that 
the good woman was soon pronounced oonvalesoent, to 
Patty^s great joy. One day, when about to pay his last 
visit, he was arrested at the door of the cottage by the 
clear mellifluons voice of little Patty, who was cheerily 
singing one of her fisvourite songs. It was like the carol 
of a lark, and made the place glad in which it sounded — 
a ftill-throated melody, breathing joy, hope, and youthful 
gladness — then a gust of rapturous silver-treble notes, 
" like pearl-beads dropping suddenly from their string." 
The girl sang aloud, as if in the very fulness of her 
heart. 

The doctor was next to entranced, and did not venture 
to lift the latch till a pause in the melody, when he quietly 
ventured in. Patty was standing near the window-sill, 
and a flash of sunshine poured upon her face and neck, 
streaming through the green branches of a bright red 
fuchsia in full flower, which she was watering. Her dark 
hair was parted "madonna-wise, on either side the 
head," and curled gracefully down her neck. Long eye- 
lashes hung drooping over a pair of bright black speaking 



eyes. Her cheek was mantled with a slight flush, raakinjg 
the pale brow look still fairer by the contrast. She was 
dressed humbly, as became a poor girl, but cleanly and 
neatly, and looked the good fairy of the place. She rose 
up as the doctor entered, and the worthy man felt as if he 
had never seen her till now. Had he not been a con- 
firme4 bachelor and she a child, he would have fallen in 
love with her on the spot. But he did fall in love with 
her ; and he determined, tl^era and then, to cultivate the 
rare and beautiful gift of song which the child poseeased* 
"All God's gifts," said he, "are beautiful, bestowed for 
good purposes, and calculated to make man better and 
happier. Let us take care that we use them right, and 
not abuse them. This precious gift of your child's," he 
went on, addressing the mother, " is too rare to be 
allowed to lie hid ; let her come to me, and we shall aeo 
if it cannot be brought to light." The mother* deeply 
grateful for the good doctor's numerous Idndneesea, and 
trustful in his good sense and manly generosity, con- 
sented to his proposal, that he should give her a few 
lessons " out of his own head " in singing ; and Job was 
an exceedingly happy man when he heard of the result of 
the interview we have described, and gave his fuU and 
entire sanction to the proceeding. The mother after- 
wards had her misgivings as we have seen, but Job 
watched the child's progress with immense pleasure and 
hopefulness ; and the story of her success with the vicar, 
which Patty had just detailed to him, crowned his joy. 

Wasn't it a happy day for Job and his wife when they 
went to church that Cluistmas-day morning, and heard 
the clear voice of their child filling the lofty roof and the 
whole body of the church with the sweetest and purest 
melody ! Far above the organ tones, and the full vol- 
umed voice of the choir, was heard her simple, thrilling 
voice — full, sustained, true, and unaffected. New though 
she was to such a position, inexperienced and inartistic, 
yet nature triumphed, and a true genius was revealed. 
The good doctor was lost in admiration, and at the con- 
clusion of the service, which was to him a kind of hazy, 
delicious dream, he eagerly welcomed the young singer 
on her " successful debiit." ' She did not know what a 
"debdt" was, it is true; but she guessed the doctor^s 
meaning ; and full of trembling excitement, and joy, ahe 
thanked him, with brimful eyes and heaving breast. 

This happy day opened an entirely new chapter in the 
life of the little singing-girl. She was no longer a child, 
but felt a woman ; as if at once the power of which she 
was now conscious, stirred up her whole being to action, 
ani animated her to self-improvement. In the first 
thirsty excitement of happiness, she would only be happy j 
but to be happy again, she felt that she must work. She 
proceeded to cultivate her gift of melody with an im- 
petuosity which was new to her. The study of music 
possessed her entire being, and she threw her soul into it. 
Success oould not fail to attend her; for, to labour, well- 
directed labour, nothing is denied. And she now pos- 
sessed the advantage of competent teachers, under whom 
she studied with extraordinary zeal. Her small salary, 
which she now derived from the choir, through the kind 
doctor's influence, enabled her to do this ; and old Job, 
her father, was but too happy to deny himself any small 
comforts to aid her in her new career. 

Her entire mind and character felt the impulse now 
given to her labours. The world opened before her ; she 
learned to see with the seeing eye and the understanding 
heart. Her primitive nature remained pure and simple j and 
she was guided mainly by the judgment of in8tinct---alwayB 
dear and penetrating. She felt that, to succeed in the pro- 
fession which Providence had thrown open to her, she must 
know much and feel truly. She saw many splendid natural 
gifts wasted for want of mind; hands working without 
bead, fingers without art, voices uithout feeling, bodies 
without souls. She cultivated her mind, and it ripened 
apace. Behold our little singing Patty at length cs- 
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pMided into the thinking, feeling Artist; not how- 
eyer, without much liard work ; though, as with all true 
workers, it was not toil to her, but rather a great blessing 
aod joy. The many hours together, which she devoted to 
sturdy and practice, were golden hours to her ; for through 
and beyond all, she saw mdependence for herself in after- 
life, and comfort and abundance for her poor parents in 
their old age. 

And now she appears on » new stage — ^now she is to 
make her beautiful gift a gladness and joy to others — ^now 
she appears as a messenger of happiness and a dispenser 
of pure delight. "The Creation " is announced for per- 
formance in her native town ; and who should be selected 
to take the place of principal Soprano, but our gifted 
pupil I True, every one expected this, for she had dis- 
tanced all her competitors, and fame had trumpeted praises 
of her genius. But it was not without a great flutter of 
he^ that the intelligence first broke upon Patty. A 
first appearance 1 Wiiat issues hang upon it ! Ask the 
barrist^ who has pleaded his first cause, the minister who 
has preached his first sermon, the professor who has 4e- 
liverad his first lecture, and they will tell you what a 
whirl of excitement possessed them before, during, and 
after the first appearance. But none of these sufifer an 
anxiety so intense, as that of a public singer on her first 
solo performance before the public. The whole woman 
in her nature shrinks, — timidity, modesty, blushing bash- 
fulness, all must down, down ! — ^and then the perfect 
stillnesfl through which that one solitary voice rises up, 
a thousand ears listening to its every cadence, and thrill, 
and shake, — while a thousand eyes watch the eveiy move- 
ment of the singer. A singer's first appearance ! Truly 
it is a very formidable trial of nerve and courage. But 
Patty had foreseen all, and dared the trial. She had 
mastered her part, and felt equal to deliver the great ideas 
of the master. Her soul had fed upon the inspired 
melody, and she longed to pour it forth: the genius of 
the true artist was strong in her. 

The Music Hall was crowded almost to suffocation. 
The sea of upturned faces, beheld from the orchestra, 
would have made a stout heart quail — fi^ces beaming with 
anticipation, hope, and pleasure, — such faces as one meets 
with in a concert-room and nowhere else. The fine 
orchestra opened with that wonderful musical picture of 
Chaos, — perhaps the most extraordinary piece of musical 
painting ever composed— itself a great Creation, out of 
which there at length rises a Spirit of order, grace, and 
beauty, troly marvellous. Then the magnificent chorus 
"And the Spirit of God moved upon the face of the 
waters," and the soul entrancing burst of " Let there be 
light," which never audience listened to without a sudden 
thrill flashing through every nerve. You now heard 
Patty's voice clear above the host of sound which filled 
the halL Always aUve to the magic influence of sound, 
her heart had already caught the excitement, and she no 
longer thought of herself, but of the music she was ren- 
dering. She was dressed — but why describe that, for 
there was nothing to dwell upon there. She was plain 
and neat, in a becoming white dress ; her hair flowing down 
her neck in the old ringlet style ; her face was pale, yet 
a slight flush might have been detected by the curious 
observer, and her forehead was bedewed as with Heaven's 
ether. You thought little of her figure, till in the pro- 
gress of the Oratorio she stood forth to sing the exquisite 
air "With verdure clad," and then she seemed to dilate 
and expand, and grow before you ; the fire of true genius 
darting from her eyes a religious glow, animating her 
features and warming her htert, while the hall rang 
with that exquisite voice, pouring forth those lofty ac- 
cents which could only proceed from an intelligent mind 
and a sensitive heart. A burst of tremendous applause, 
such as had never before been heard there, hailed the 
conclusion of the song, and the encore was enthusiastic 
and unanimous. The singer's success was complete. 



and her performance throughout the remainder of the 
work, especially in the grand duet in the third part, was 
a succession of triumphs. 

There was no happier heart in that great audience thai) 
that which beat under the kind doctor's waistcoat ; and 
a proud man was he that night, and a happy woman waa 
Patty, when he stroked her head, and said^- 

" Now, my lass, thy fortune's made, and thou hast 
no more need of thy old doctor, and his great fiddle." 

" Ah, Sir," said Patty, and the tears were in her eyes 
while she said it, "but for you, I had never been here ; I 
feel that I owe all my success to you — my first teacho*, 
first friend, first counsellor; and I shall never forget you, 
come what will of me." 

And she never did. Patty became a great singer. Thou- 
sands have enjoyed the pleasure of listening to her beau- 
tiful voice. She was never satisfied with what she had 
done, but always aimed at a still higher culture than 
that which she had attuned. Her standard of art was 
high, and she worked diligently up to it. For herself 
she realized an honourable competence; and her dear, 
yet humble parents, were not forgotten by her. What 
degree of perfection she may yet reach as an artist, the 
fiiture will tell ; for she is amongst us yet — respected and 
useful — an ornament to her sex, and a dispenser of much 
pure and unalloyed pleasure among the busy population 
amidst whom she lives. 



A VISIT TO THE GUTTA PERCHA WORKS. 

Few discoveries of late years have excited greater admi- 
ration and curiosity than that of the (especially to the 
industrious classes,) all-important material upon which 
we are about writing. Its discovery and history has now 
almost become household knowledge, but not so the 
modus operandi, whereby it is rendered available to the 
useful and ornamental purposes of man. The large 
amount of capital lavished, and the experiments which 
are being daUy made, in order to discover new forms, 
properties, and appliances, has rendered it politic on the 
part of the Gutta Percha Company, to keep close their 
efforts until properly matured. Knowing these facts, and 
being highly interested in this material, it was with no 
little pleasure that we received an invitation to inspect 
these works, the result of which we now submit to our 
readers. 

But ])reviousIy, for the information of those among our 
readers who may be ignorant of the pedigree, and 
peculiar properties of this curious material, we give the 
following extract from a little work on Gutta Percha.* 

" It is now generally agreed, that this important 
article, which Sir William Hooker describes to be a vege- 
table substance, and belonging to the order ' Sapotacese,' 
was discovered by Mr. Thomas Lobb, while on a bota- 
nical mission in Singapore, and the other Malay Islands, 
where Forests (as yet untrodden by man) exist, prin- 
cipally consisting of the 'Percha,' which grows to an 
enormous size. 

"To Dr. Montgomerie, who transmitted the first 
sample of it to the Society of Arts in 1843, belongs the 
merit of its introduction into this country, for which the 
Society awarded him its gold medal. The Doctor ascer- 
tained from Sir James Brooke, the Resident at Sarawak, 
that the tree is indigenous to that place, and is known to 
natives by the name of Niato, but few of whom were 
aware of the valuable properties of ita juice, and those 
few merely using it for handles for their parangs or wood- 
choppers, instead of wood or horn. 

" Dr. Montgomerie further states, that there are three 
varieties of this substance, Gutta Girek, Gutta Tuban, 



* Gutta Percha, iti diacoverj, history, &c., by William Daltcm. 
J. O. CUrke, Raquet Court. 
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and Gutta Percha, and that the name Gatta Percha is 
pure Bialayan; 'Gutta' meaning the gum or concrete 
juice of the plant, and ' Percha ' * the particular ttee 
fiom which it is obtained. He entertained an impression 
that the tree itself must exist in Sumatra, and, perhaps, 
derive its name from thence, the Malayan name for 
Sumatra, being Pulo Percha ; but though the Straits of 
Malacca were situated only one degree to the north of 
Singapore, he could not find that the substance had ever 
been heard of there, or in Sumatra. 

" The Doctor further observes, that his curiosity was 
first aroused, by his noticing a parang handle in the 
hands of a Malay woodsman, and, on inquiry, found that 
the novel material of which it was made, could be 
moulded into any form by immersing it in boiling water 
until it was thoroughly heated, when it became plastic as 
clay, regaining when cold its original hardness and 
rigidity. 

" A writer in the journal of the Agricultural and Hor- 
ticultural Society of India, says, the ' Gutta Percha tree 
produces much esteemed fruits, good timber, useful gum 
for affording a vegetable oil or butter, an ardent spirit, 
and febrifuge medicine, and the flowers are used for food ; 
the wood is soft, fibrous, and spongy, it is pale coloured, 
and traversed by longitudinal receptacles filled with the 
juice, forming ebony black lines.' 

" The concrete juice differs from caoutchouc in its most 
important property. The action of boiling water upon 
all specimens of India-rubber — even the non-elsistic 
varieties — ^is to soften the mass, and render it so ex- 
tremely adhesive, that it is impossible to roll it out into 
any shape whatever. The caoutchouc remains in this 
viscid state for some time, when it hardens and becomes 
pliable. On the contrary, tho Gutta Percha, when 
softened by the action of boiling water, (although 
softened pieces may be kneaded or pressed together, by 
which means they firmly adhere) exhibits no stickiness, 
and is, in this state, capable of being rolled into the 
thinnest sheets, and on exposure to a cooler temperature, 
it regains its original toughness and flexibility. From an 
analysis made by Drs. Moat and Maclaghan, it is found 
to consist of carbon, hydrogen, and a very small quantity 
of oxygen." 

Having been put down by the bus at the comer of 
Wharf Road, City Road, we proceeded to "The Works," 
which are about half way down "Wliarf Road," pre- 
senting with the frontal wall, a quadrangular form, having 
a huge chimney arising from its centre, like an illustrative 
monument of the triumph of man's perseverance over 
inanimate matter. 

Having entered the court yard, (if we may use 
the term,} and, by dint of some perseverance, penetrated 
through Uie crowd of porters, carmen, and vans, we per- 
ceived near the lower warehouse an immense heap of 
Gutta Percha lumps, of oblong form — the most general, 
though not the only shape in which it is imported, for 
frequently the company receive it in the shape of ingeni- 
ously shaped ducks, and other animals; the particular 
form depends upon the somewhat arbitrary fancies of 
the exporters, who, by the way, are not far behind Euro- 
peans in "tricks of commerce," for frequently in the 
centre of these oblongs or ducks are found stones, placed 
there as " make-weights," to the great cost of the pur- 
chasers, whose instruments are not unfrequently spoiled 
by coming in contact with such hard substances. I'his 
instrument is the chief object in the department to 
which wo were first introduced, viz. : — a small room, 
containing a bricked excavation, in shape, not unlike 
a saw-pit, at the extreme end of which is affixed an 
enormous disc, or circular plate of iron, containing 
three radial knives, which peer through the flat iron 

* According to Dr. Bfontgomerie, the proper pronunciatioii of 
this word, which is Malaymn, i» Pertaha. 



8urfiu;e, like the iron of a joiner's plane, and like th« 
latter are removable, so that any given thickness may be 
taken off the crude oblong. This shaving operation is per- 
formed by the rapid revolution of the disc, which thm^by 
cuts off thin pieces in shape and appearance like sea 
biscuits. This is the first process in the manufacture o£ 
the raw material, and the only one which is performed in 
the " Cutting Room." At no place have we seen the 
division of labour principle more perfectly carried out 
than in these works ; hence, probably, the perfection in 
their productions. The next department is the " Boiling," 
or " Vat Room," a large apartment containing a number 
of vessels, not unlike the horse troughs one used to see, 
some years since, outside roadside inns ; some of these 
filled with hot water form the receptacles, in which the 
slices obtained from the cutting room are left to soak« 
till they have become soft and pliable — the other troughs 
have strange and sombre-looking pieces of machinery^ 
called tickers, affixed over them, with metallic dawsy 
which, in fact, are mincing cylinders, and which per- 
form firom 600 to 800 revolutions a minute, breaking tip 
into shreds the before-mentioned slices, when the earthy and 
other extraneous matter becomes disengaged firom them; 
but the whole mass, pure and impure, fails into a vessel of 
cold water beneath, where the different materials assort 
themselves according to their specific gravities. The pure 
Gutta Percha floats upon the surface of the water, while 
the earthy and other impurities sink to the bottom. (This 
is a most tedious process, in consequence of the tenacity 
with which Gutta Percha clings to all foreign matters.) 
The next object is to bring the pure particles into a mass, 
to see which, we were taken to the other end of this ex- 
tensive room, where upon the floor we perceived a 
quantity of miniature machinery, having the appearance 
of a large family of iron bolsters, which Mr. Statham 
(the gentlenuuL who conducted us through the establish- 
ment,) very appositely termed "Industrious House- 
wives." Their business being by a proeen qf ntMtica- 
turn, to knead the Gutta Percha into a uniform mass. 
In this state it bears a resemblance (with the excep- 
tion of colour) to dough, and ia then fit for moulding 
into any shape or form. When the Gutta Percha has 
passed through this process, a sufficient time to have 
been perfectly kneaded, it is taken from these small 
machines and then, although as plastic as dough, it is 
perfectly free from any degree of stickiness, a proparty 
alone which renders it superior for manufacturing pur- 
posts over its distant relative caoutchouc; for " the action 
of boiling water," (the almost only controlling power 
which Gutta Percha succumbs to) is to soften caout- 
chouc 4ind render it so extremely adhesive, that it is 
impossible to roll it out into any shape whatever. 
Though the most frequent use of Gutta Percha is in its 
natural colour, a kind of lightish brown, it is frequently 
for fiincy and ornamental articles, necessary to give it a 
different hue, as for instance, for dolls ; this is effected 
by simply mechanically mixing some colouring material 
with it while in the " masticating" machine, which beats 
up the colour of the Gutta Percha with a power that 
would be invaluable to a knight of the pestle and mortar. 
This material is capable of l^ng tempered, t. e. of being 
brought to any degree of hardness, which is done by a 
process, invented by one of the Patentees, termed, 
" metallo-thionising ; " for effecting this purpose, sulphur 
orpiment, sulphuret of antimony, or any of the metallic 
sulphurets, are added to the Gutta Percha; and being 
weU mixed, the mass is exposed under pressure, to a 
temperature varying from 260** to 300** Fahrenheit, and 
left in that state for a period varying from half an hour 
to two hours, according to the thickness of the materials. 
Gutta Percha undergoes this process only when required 
for extraordinary uses. Sufficient hardness being obtained 
rolling machine. This, by the way brings us to the 
for all ordinary purposes, by passing it repeatedly under a 
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"RoDing Room/' a large apartment famished with 
numerous costly and (scientifically) elegant machines, 
erected evidently at an enormous expense — ^for the 
simple purpose of rolling the Gutta Percba into any 
degree of required thickness : some idea may bo enter- 
tained of the expenditure lavished in this room, when we 
give the statement of Mr. Statham^ that one alone of 
these machines for the simple purpose of rolling, cost 

The required thickness having been obtained by passing 
the Gutta Percha between the two iron cylinders of the 
rolling machine, the next process is cutting the sheet 
into the width wanted, for lathe bands or straps, from a 
quarter of an inch to a yard; this is effected by an inge- 
nious machine, resembling a long, narrow iron bar, 
having a perfectly flat surface, in which are about 200 
perforations, through these in an upward direction appear 
small knives, like carpenters' gauge blades. By the pass- 
ing of the sheet of Gutta Percha longitudinally along the 
surface of this instrument, any number of straps or bands 
may be cut at the same time. At one end of this room 
we were gratified by witnessing the manufacture of wash- 
bowls or hand-basins, a process which is performed 
almost instanter ; a mass of Gutta Percha, reduced to the 
required softness by hot water, is placed in an inverted 
cone of iron, when by the pressure downwards of a 
convex die by means of a spiral screw, the bowl is com- 
pleted, with the exception of a little required trimming. 
The speedy creation of these wash-bowls is not unworthy 
the attention of sanitary reformers, providing they do 
not advocate the use of boiling water, (the only friend, or 
enemy, as it may be, of Gutta Percha,) for then like the 
jocular chemical spoon in a cup of tea, the bowl would 
become " beautifully " less, and resolve itself into a sub- 
stance fit only for shoe soles. Leaving this room, we 
were somewhat surprised at finding ourselves in a kind of 
smithy, the " Mechanics' Workshop," where a number 
of men were engaged in the manufocture of machinery and 
dies, from the graceful and small to the ponderous and 
great. The Gutta Percha Company, finding it difficult to 
readily procure the various machinery, have established 
a mechanical and engineering department on their 
own premises. Here again we were a witness to the 
working power of Gutta Percha, for the ponderous 
machinery used in this department is entirely worked 
with Gutta Percha bands. The strength of these small 
bands is enormous, and they work their onward way, 
malgrd the influence of the neighbouring fiimace. We 
were curious enough to enquire how they preserved 
these bands from the melting (and to Gutta Percha 
destroying) effects of heat and friction. The answer 
was simple. " By causing them to pass through the air 
outride the shop each revolution." 

Our next transition was to the "Carpenters' Shop." 
In this place men were engaged in the manufacture of 
wooden models, and what was to us of more curious 
interest, large chests, lined with Gutta Percha, for the use 
of emigrants. The advantage, (and it is a great one,) that 
these have over the common sea chest, is, that the 
Gutta Percha lining is totally unaffected by salt water, 
and it has this other advantage, most economical economy; 
for the emigrant can afterwards make use of the Gutta 
Percha lining of his chest, for any of the thousand and 
one purposes to which this material is applicable. In thia ( 
same department we saw several large cisterns in the pro- 
cess of manufacture, which in itself possessed remarkable 
interest. Our readers doubtlessly recollect, that some 
short time since a whole family were poisoned, the cause 
being attributed to the deleterious effects of the poison- 
ous properties imparted to the water, from its action upon 
the leaden lining of the cistern. Ajid who shall number 
the lives that have been sacrificed, in ignorance of this fact ? 

We were next introduced into the Tubing and Cord 
Room, a long narrow apartment, like a shooting gallery 



or rope walk, and here on all sides we were surrounded by 
enormous coils of tubing and cord of every diameter, and 
almost endless lengths. The first interesting process we 
witnessed was the creation (almost instanter,)of the smallest 
article produced in this department, viz., a whistle. A 
small lump of warm Gutta Percha is placed by the work- 
man upon a projecting piece of iron of the required circum- 
ference, which gives the hollow, and by drawing his hand 
over the lump it becomes elongated, and formed into a 
whistle. In a similar way are produced the immense 
lengths of tubing. By the way, the latter article seems 
destined to make an important revolution in some of our 
domestic necessaries, its powers and capabilities being 
truly wonderfiil. In the first place, for water-pipes it has 
properties that must ultimately drive lead out of the field. 
First, by its extraordinary lightness, with which it combines 
such remarkable strength, that a tube of three-quarters of 
an inch diameter is capable of resisting a pressure of 3371bs. 
on the square inch, without bursting. Secondly, that 
while humidity tends to the destruction of almost all 
other materials, it but hardens Gutta Percha. Thirdly, 
its non-affection by the carbonic add or fixed air in 
water, (so injurious to health in the use of leaden pipes.) 
Fourthly, the great length m which it can be made without 
a joint, viz. 500 feet. Fifthly, its resistance of firost ; some 
experiments having recently been made at Birmingham, 
which proved that Gutta Percha will protect water from 
frost at least three to one against lead ; and lastly, the 
facility with which it can be cut open in case of stoppage, 
and the ease and rapidity with which the requisite joints can 
be made. In addition to this, this tubing is alkali and acid 
proof, being affected only by the atrongett oil of vitriol and 
nitric add. The most highly concentrated acetic, hydro- 
fluoric, and muriatic acid, and chlorine, have no effect 
upon it. As may be seen by this description, this tubing 
may be buried in damp or marshy ground without injury, 
and therefore is of no little use in the drainage of marshy 
lands. We may as well mention here an anecdote related 
to us by Mr. Statham of Sir Raymond Jarris, of Ventnor, 
who, some months since having occasion to repair the 
pumps, by which his mansion was supplied, found to his 
amazement, that the large leaden feeding pipe was almost 
entirely ^ten away by the water, and the interior covered 
with a white and poisonous crust. This was no longer to 
be endured, and Sir Raymond immediately had the leaden 
replaced with Gutta Percha pipes, which from their extra- 
ordinary alkali and add proof qualities, preserve the 
water perfectly pure. " It seems remarkable," observes 
a sdentific journal, "that, at the moment when our 
sanitary movements have commenced with so much 
vigour, Gutta Percha should have come to our aid, not 
only as a means of preserving the feet from damp and 
wet, but also as a medium for supplying us with the best 
of liquids — ^water, untainted by the deleterious properties, 
which we have endured by the use of leaden pipes." 

These pipes, we were informed are already in extensive 
use on shipboard, for the purpose of conveying fresh 
water up frx)m the cask in the hold ; and by some of the 
Water Companies, who, from the letters shown to us, 
seem highly to approve of it. 

Not less important is its extraordinary power of con- 
ducting sound — to which we were a witness and a hearer, 
for we conversed in whispering tones with a member of 
this establishment, through a piece of tubing 90 feet long. 
Through these tubes persons can converse at any distance 
apart from each other, without bystanders however near 
being sensible of sound. The great value of this in rail- 
way carriages vrill be readily seen. For the latter purpose, 
the company have invented a small and neatly finished 
flexible instrument, capable of being placed in a hat with- 
out inconvenience to the wearer. Two friends holding 
one of these may converse amid the dim and discord of 
steam puffing and machinery, without being overheard 
by their fellow travellers. Tubes of this kind have been 



-> 



294 



ELIZA COOK'S JOURNAL. 



fitted to omnibuses for commnnication between conductor 
and driver. A marvelloas boon to the outside riders, who 
will escape the perpetual roarings of these worthies to 
each other. The same is about being applied to railway 
carriages, for the purpose of signalling the guards and 
drivers, and this is not the only application in which this 
material, by means of its singular aooustic properties, may 
tend to save life. Again« these tnbes have been applied 
to churches and chapels, by befaig affixed from the 
sounding boards of pulpits to the pews, for the conveni- 
ence of deaf persons, who can thereby hear the whole 
sermon. Those who ore advocates for the amelioration of 
the labour of the tenants of the kitchen in households, (and 
who is not,) will look with interest to the time, when 
every house shall have tubing from each room to the 
kitchen, 6which may as easily be applied as the common 
bell wire,) so that the mistress of a house may issue her 
commands at once, and save the servant a double or treble 
journey. We had almost forgotten to mention that, for 
domestic purposes, a small wliistle is placed in the mouth- 
piece of this speaking pipe, by means of which the 
mistress can arrest attention without the necessity of a 
bell. It has been suggested that this telekouphenon, or 
speaking telegiaph, may greatly prevent the recurrence 
of the dreadful catastrophes which so frequently occur in 
mines, and also will be found of greal use in ventilating 
the lower decks and holds of ships ; for, as we have said 
before, it not only resists the action of salt water, but 
beoomea positively hardened by exposure to it; and 
again, a few coils of half-inch tubing would be serviceable 
where a communication was desirable with the shore ; as 
for instance, in case of shipwreck, as a conversation could 
by this means be carried on at very great distances, and 
the tubing would be found quite strong enough to convey 
the wrecked mariner on shore. Again, amongst its 
many uses afloat, the following is remarkable : — " If a 
Gntta Percha tubing be carried from the deck to the 
mast head of a vessel, a conversation may be distinctly 
carried on, even during a storm, between the man on the 
look-out and the captain. It is also usefil for conversa- 
tion between the h^msman and the captain whilst in the 
cabin." The vast uses, and almost vital importance of 
this tubing must be our excuse for having dwelt so long 
upon this particttlar department of the " works," and we 
trust we shall in some measure be offering a service, 
if but a small one to the public, in collecting for the 
first time together in one article, its various apptiances 
to the service of humanity; for the means of doing 
which, we have to thank these enterprising gentlemen, 
who have lavished so much wealth in this great specula- 
tion. 

But this large room answers a double purpose— for the 
manu£uture of tubing, and also for cording, which is 
drawn from the himp while in a plastic state, aod is 
made in thicknesses varying frt>m the finest hair to that of 
the strongest rope. When made, its strength is tested by 
a process of repeated stretching, by means of what is 
technically termed a stretching machine (the latter, like 
all the other machinery, is produced in the Outta Percha 
Company's own engineering department). Some idea 
of the strength of this cording may be conveyed, in 
the information which one o( the workmen in this de- 
partment gave us, that a string of Gutta Percha, of the 
fineness of human hair, having passed through the test- 
ing machine, will bear a two-pound weight at a suspension 
of two feet. We saw some beauttful i^cimens of 
twisted oord then in process o( manufacture, and some 
so beautiftilly and graoefolly plaited, and hsiving such 
a soft and glossy appearance, that we could not help 
thinking, that Outta Percha would be found available to 
those members of the . fair sex who have more the wish 
for, than the reality of, a fine head of hair — of course 
this remark only applies to those ladies who patronize 
the head extras of plaited nnd cnrionsly entwined folds 



of silk, one occasionally sees in the shop-windows of 
metropolitan hair-dressers. 

At the time of our visit, the Company had in *' hand " 
a large quantity of this twisted rope for " Sir John 
Ross," who was about to make use of it, we believe, in 
fitting the ships destined for the expedition to the polar 
seas, in search of Sir John Franklin. For the same gal- 
lant discoverer, the Company are making some ice-sledgea 
of Gutta Percha, iron having ever been found to freeze 
to the ice, and frequently cause the loss of the fingers c^ 
the men who endeavoured to disengage it. The colder 
the climate to which it is exposed, the harder becomes 
Gutta Percha ; and it possesses a property which we have 
not hitherto mentioned, that of being perfectly imper- 
vious to frost ; and, therefore, there can be but little 
doubt that " Sir John" will find it of the- utmost value 
to him in the ** ice regions." " To sailors," says Sir 
John Ross, in a letter which we saw, " especially those 
proceeding to the arctic regions, Gutta Percha will prove 
a warm fii^end, owing to its peculiar property of resisting 
firost." And then adds, " I shall take care to have a 
supply, not only of the soles, but of bowls, tubing, &c., 
for my next voyage." This is valuable testimony to the 
importance of Gutta Percha. 

Leaving the Tubing and Cording Room, we passed to 
the " Moulding Department," in which numerous work- 
men were engaged in fashioning the Gutta Percha, in its 
plastic state, into various articles of use and ornament. 
In this room are a vast quantity of iron moulds. "We 
were shown the use of one in the process of manufac- 
turing a doll; for the Gutta Percha Company, among 
their various productions of art, science, and common ) 
utility, have still found time for the playthings and ' 
amusements of children. A piece of Gutta Perc^ of a 
pinkish white, and of the softness of putty, is placed 
in the inside of the doll-mould, which is made in halves 
— the face being filled first — and then placed upon a 
bed, under an hydraulic press ; the other half (or back) 
is filled, and then placed upon the first moiety of the 
mould ; one turn of the press, the two halves become 
inseparably united, and the doll is complete. In a similar 
manner we saw a cabman's hat manufru^tured, with the 
exception that the hat itself is made in two pieces. These 
moulds are manufactured at great expense, and the cost 
of much time, ingenuity, and labour. But these hats, 
from their lightness, cheapness, and durability ; the power 
of after-using when worn out, and their imperviousness 
to wet, must be invaluable to our Jehus more espe- 
cially, as ornament is a thing they seem to care but httle 
about ; but even the want of ornament is remediable at 
a slight extra cost. Next comes the ** Modelling Room," 
and in this department not only were there a great many 
men, but boys at work, and seemingly as much amused 
as interested in their endeavours for thefr livelihood ; 
the boys were principally engaged in making " bosses" 
for flax-spinners. In this room are manufactured life, 
buoys, whidi are formed of large-sised tubing, and In 
four pieces, each piece being dosed at the end, so that 
in the event of a puncture being made in one of the fbur 
chambos, or air-cells, the other three would stfll remain 
air-tight, and the buoyancy be preserved : Gutta Percha 
possessing nearly double the buoyancy of cork, renders 
it most appropriate for ikis particular use ; in axhti^n to 
which, the emigrant (and no emigrant ought to be unpro- 
vided with them) can, at the end of his voyage, use the 
material for shoe-soles. Therefore, not only ms^ We be 
preserved from immediate danger by these buoys, but (if 
the accomtts of its health-preserving properties be true) 
positively elongated in another dime, by the ulterior use 
of the material itself from which the buoy is made. In 
the midst of these materials for saving and protecting 
life, we were somewhat surprised, if not startled, on 
turning a comer, at suddenly coming in contact vrith 
a rojjiln, brotij^ht there, as we afterwards discovered, for 



the purpose of being lined with Gutta Percha, and we 
were informed that this material is becoming eztensivelj 
lued for such purposes, by the gentlemen of the " black 
art" and "longbUls." 

In this room we wera made acquainted with a newly« 
discovered property of this most extraordinary materia), 
viz., that of forming an excellent tolder for metals. 
We saw several pieces of brass and metal piping which 
were securely soldered together with Gutta Percha. This 
soldering property once proven to the world at large, 
its importance and preference to the oommon voider now 
used by plumbers will be readily acknowledged. At 
present, this important fact is not generally known. Pass- 
ing out of this department we enter the Sole>Cutting 
Room, a spacious apartment, in which a large number of 
boys are engaged in cutting from the sheet Gutta Percha 
boot and shoe soles, into the shape in which they are ex- 
posed in the shop-windows. Five or six of these soles are 
cut out at one time, the pieces being passed under a 
cutting block or die of the shape of a common shoe sole, 
they are then ready for packing in "wholesale quantities." 
Next we come to the " Decorative Department," which 
occupies a large space of ground, and is filled with innu- 
merable specimens of decorative art. Lovers of the 
olassic and antique may here see some of the finest 
specimen copies of ancient art. Nor this alone, for it 
abounds with every description of ornamented Gutta 
Percha, from the smallest mouldings for trinket boxes 
to the most magnificent cornice mouldings and centre 
ceiling ornaments; with the smallest utensils for the 
cottagers use to the moro elegant desiderata of the 
mansion drawing-room. The Company have artists 
in their employ for the production of original designs, 
and though comparatively young (as a principle) as this 
attempt at originiality of design is, the Company have» by 
their untiring perseverance and liberality, Succeeded to 
admiration; and it is to be hoped that this practical 
patronage of the intention of the founders of the Govern- 
ment School of Design, will be followed by the majority 
of large mannJacturers who, not less for their pecuniary 
interests, than for their manufacturing reputation* ought 
to expend their energies and capital upon the education 
and development of native nitherthan the sole encourage- 
ment of foreign talent. Much may, and will be* accam* 
plished when great manufacturers become as ambitious 
of the title of " a nation of designers " as they are at 
present industrious in retaining that of improving copyists. 
A portion of this room is partitioned ofi* as a kind 
of studio, where several artists are employed in carving 
hard wood moulds for the production of fancy orna- 
ments, such as flowers, figures, wreaths, and other em- 
bellishments for picture and glass frames, in fact, too 
great a variety of fancy articles for the limits of our space 
to name here. In this department, we saw also some very 
beautiful specimens of the " figure " which may be given 
to Gutta Percha when for flat surfaces. It resembles the 
$uest marble, and is simply produced by working with the 
hand, and without the admixture of any foreign colouring 
matter, though a very beautiful surface may be given to this 
material by exposing it for a minute or two to the action 
of binozyde of nitrogen, obtained by the solution of mer- 
cury or copper in nitric acid, or by immersing it in a 
boiUng concentrated solution of chloride of zinc for a pe- 
riod varying from one to five minutes, according to the 
strength of iho solution, the materials in either case being 
afterwards washed in an alkaline solution ; and the Gutta 
Percha which has been thus treated, whether sulphuretted 
or unsulphuretted, becomes exceedingly smooth to the 
touch* and of a lustre approaching to metallic. Thence 
passing into the Finished Stock Warehouse we were 
literally astonished at the immense piles of Gutta Percha 
which appeared on every side, consisting of almost every 
description (and their name is million) of articles mann- 
fMtured by the Company, and of each of which they are the 
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DR. JAMCS HOPS. 

James Hopk was the tenth child of a family o^ iwelve, 
he was born February 23rd, 1801. His father, a manu- 
facturer in Stockport, was so successful in his mercantile 
undertakings, that he was able to retire from business at 
the age of forty-four, on an income of jf4,000 a year. 
He was a man of literary taste, and he preferred compe- 
tency, with learned leisure, to the further accumulation of 
wealth. He divided his time between hie books and hia 
garden, and these rational pleasures preserved him in 
sound health to the advanced age of eighty -five. 

The subject of this memoir therefore was placed under 
advantageous circumstances for the expansion of his 
mental powers. He had not, like many men who rise 
to eminence, to contend with difficulties for the want of 
means. He early discovered a passion for books ; when 
eight years old, he was one day found by his £ftther poring 
over Milton's '< Paradise Lost." The book was taken 
from him with a sharp reproof for reading what he could 
not understand ; but the boy pleaded so hard that he 
was permitted to finish the perusal. On another oc- 
casion, he was seen under a table devouring a volume of 
the "Arabian Nights." Poetry and fiction did not, 
however, wholly engross his attention, for about this 
time, meeting with " Parkes' Chemical Catechism," ha 
made frequent attempts on the experiments described, 
nor was he daunted by the failures which often attended 
them, nor the disrespectful epithets of *' Jamei't moasea " 



" Patentees." These goods are not shown to advantage 
in this room, being somewhat heterogenously mixed. In* 
deed the Company rather make a boast of having no show 
room leaving that to their dealers, some of whom may ba 
found in every town in the kingdom. 

To those who would see, in full glory, the vast or- 
namental capabilities of this astonishing material, w0 
recommend a visit to the Gutta Percha Establishment, 
98, New Bond Street, the most elegantly fitted and 
highly decorated depdt in the metropolis; each and 
every appointment and fitting useful and omamentalj 
being of Gutta Percha. Perhaps, the most interesting 
portion of these rooms is the huge column in the centre 
from the floor to the ceiling, for the purpose of holding 
lamps, but representing the Gntta Percha Tree. 

Previously to leaving the works, we were shown some 
just finished specimens of skates and single-sticks 
manufactured of this material, and though last finr hu- 
manity's sake not least, a large variety of surgical instru- 
ments. With reference to its uses for these purposes of 
suffering humanity, not only does Dr. Barrett, of the 
Bath Ear Infirmaiy, testify to its being the best substance 
as yet discovered for ear-trumpets, but also Mr. Lyon, 
the senior surgeon of the Glasgow Royal Infirmary, who 
in a lengthy article in Dr. Rwiking's "Abstract of the 
Medical Sciences," explains its vast importance in the 
treatment of dub foot, simple and compound fractures, 
necrosis, amputations, disiwsed articulation, and many 
other equally important cases, and closes the article in 
the following recommendatory words, — " Many other ap- ! 
plications of this pliable material suggest themselves ; but 
these trials and propositions will suffice at present for 
attracting the attention of practitioners to its various uses 
in surgery." 

And thus, after having inspected the Counting House» 
and some various rooms, appropriated to the uses of the 
different managers, all of which are plenteously furnished, 
and elegantly decorated with articles and ornaments of 
Gutta Percha, we left the Works with the agreeable 
sensation of having spent a profitable, amusing, and highly 
interesting day. 

William Dalton. 
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they called forth firom his fomily. Mr. Hope, having a 
secret desire that James should pnrsue some mercan- 
tile line, strongly opposed his going to college, which 
was the young man's most ardent wish. Seeing, how- 
ever, that the disappointment preyed on his spirits, he 
at length consented. Thero was a delay of twelve 
months through this indecision, but the time could not 
be called lost, for he employed it in reading the British 
classics. 

To the study of anatomy, he felt the strongest dis- 
like, and he only entered on the medical profession, in 
compliance with his father's wishes. But having once 
decided on his future career, he tried to overcome his 
natural repugnance to it, and pursued the science with 
ardour. 

He was quiet and retiring in his manners, but pos- 
sessed an ambitious spirit that could ill brook to be 
second in any enterprise, and a dauntless perseverance that 
was only further stimulated by diflSculties. To this perse- 
verance rather than to his genius, though that was of no 
mean order, may be attributed his ultimate success. He 
commenced his studies in Edinbui^h in 1820, and four 
years subsequently was elected House Physician to the 
Royal Edinburgh Infirmary. The office of House Sur- 
geon was offered him a few months after, and this he 
also accepted, from the conviction that a thorough ac- 
quaintance with surgery was necessary to the successful 
practice of medicine. He afterwaids obtained a di- 
ploma in surgery, and he advised his pupils, in his 
lectures, to follow his example before undertaking the 
responsible duties of a physican. 

It was one of the rules of the Infirmary that the 
House Physician should have graduated previously to 
bis holding the office, but this rule was set aside in the 
ease of Dr. Hope; he took his degrees, however, 
twelve months after. The subject of his thesis on this 
occasion wu Aneurism of the Aorta, and the motto he 
chose is so excellent that we give it for the benefit of the 
general reader, especially for young men similarly situated. 
It is taken firom one of the numbers of the "Rambler" 
(43), indeed, to that work, which was a great favourite of 
his through life, may be traced many of the excellent 
maxims on which his conduct was founded. The above 
mentioned extract was as follows : — " All the perfor- 
mances of human art, at which we look with praise 
or wonder^ are instances of the resistless force of per- 
severance. It is by this that the quarry becomes a 
pyramid, and that distant countries are united with 
canals. If a man was to compare the effect of a single 
stroke of the pick-axe, or of one impression of the spade, 
with the gen^^ design, and last result, he would be over- 
whelmed by the sense of their disproportion; yet those 
petty operations incessantly continued, in time sur- 
mount the greatest difficulties, and mountains are 
levelled, and oceans bounded by the slender force of 
human beings." 

He removed fit>m Edinburgh to London in 1826, and 
passed his examination before the College of Surgeons in 
the spring of the same year. Soon after he commenced 
a tour on the Continent, principally for the purpose of 
acquiring general information ; for, like many others, he 
had conceived an idea that there was nothing valuable in 
medicine to be learned out of Britain. He found his 
mistake, however, on arriving at Paris, for, on examining 
the anatomical schools there, he discovered that they were 
in many respects superior to our own ; and he accord- 
ingly changed his purpose, and determined to spend 
twelve months in Paris, and during that time to give 
himself wholly to the study of his profession. 

When he landed on the French coast, he thought him- 
self tolerably well acquainted with the French language. 
He could read it with ease, and he supposed that a very 
short time spent in the country would enable him to 
speak it fluently. He discovered his ignorance, however. 



in an amusing manner, and but for his indomitable per- 
severance, it had prevented his availing himself of tlie 
advantages he was seeking. Having selected a private 
hotel, near to the hospitals he wished to attend, he entered 
to make the necessary arrangements as to terms ; btit, to | 
his great mortification, though he could not heir as the 
same time being amused, he was unable to make himself 
understood by the landlady, nor was her language more 
intelligible to him, and after about twenty minutes spent 
in dumb motions and laughter, they mutually bowed, ■ 
and Dr. Hope retired, giving up all idea of ever having 
the lodgings. 

After this experience, he felt that he could not hope to 
gain much benefit from the lectures of the professors, until 
he was better acquainted with French. He therefore aet 
to work in good earnest to overcome this difficulty. He 
resolved to devote twelve hours daily to the praetioe of 
speaking French, and having engaged a master to assist 
him, he, to that gentleman's no small annoyance, made 
him read whilst he mimicked him as nearly as he was 
able. This plan, with the further help of dining eveiy 
day in a crowded restaurant, selected on purpose, that he 
might overhear the noisy conversations of two or three 
tables at once, made him so far master of the language 
that, at the end of a month, he again ventured to inquire 
for the apartments he had before fancied. The landlady 
instantly recognised him, but exclaimed in astonish- 
ment, " You cannot be the same gentleman that called 
here a month ago, and could not speak a word of 
French!" " I am the same, notwithstanding," was the 
Doctor^s rejoinder ; and he was so well satisfied with hia 
choice, that he remained in this hotel during his stay in 
Paris. 

In the July of 1827, Dr. Hope left Paris, and set out 
with a friend on a pedestrian tour through part of Switser- 
land and Italy, and spent the following winter in Rome. 
He did not return to Bngland until the next June, when 
he visited his home, previous to his settlement in Lower 
Seymour Street, London, in December, 1818. The elder 
Mr. Hope enjoyed such sound health that, when nearly 
eighty, he declared that he had never, to his recollection, 
taken a dose of physic. This soundnes of health, he 
used to say, was chiefly owing to the fisct of his having^ 
"kept out of the doctor's hands;" for, though he had 
urged his son to engage in the profession, he appears not ' 
to have entertained very high notions either of their prin- 
ciple or their skill. Still he hoped that the young man 
would prove an honourable exception to the rule. On his 
leaving home to commence his career, he gave him the 
following excellent maxims as a rule for his actional, and 
from the subsequent conduct of the Doctor, it is 
that he adopted them. They were these : — 

" First, never keep a patient ill longer than you 
possibly help. 

" Secondly, never take a fee to which yon do not feel 
yourself to be justly entitled. 

*' And thirdly,, always pray for your patients." 

On the 10th of March, 1831, Dr. Hope was united to 
Anne, daughter of John AV. Fulton, Esq. The union 
was formed on reciprocal affection and ocmgeniality of 
tastes, and it was consequently a happy one. The 
following November his celebrated " IVeatise onDiseeees 
of the Heart," appeared. This work, together with one 
on " Morbid Anatomy," which came out in parts about 
twelve months after, had engrossed his attention since 
the time he was a student at Edinburgh. In all his 
scientific investigations he had had an eye to these woiin. 
He made all the drawings himself, as opportunities oc- 
curred, of good subjects, and tried fiequent experimeiita 
before he ventured to bring his observationB before the 
public. 

He was too jealous of his own honour to assert 
any fact until he had thoroughly weighed the matter. 
He was ambitious of taking Uie lead in everythini? he 
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undertook ; but it was & noble ambition, for he was always 
ready to see and acknowledge the merits of others, and 
he never stooped to meanness to further his own interests. 
Dr. Johnson says — " Self-confidence is the first requisite 
to great undertakings ; and, without the stimulus of emu- 
lation, few men would venture out of the beaten path." 
Dr. Hope had, however, at this time, a higher aim : his 
principles had undergone a change since he first started 
as a candidate for the world's applause, and now his 
actions were influenced by duty to God, and an enlarged 
benevolence, which took its spring from the same source: 
Whilst writing the above-mentioned works, he often sat 
up half the night, or rose at three in the morning. He 
commenced writing one morning at three, and continued 
at his employment without intermission until five the 
next morning; then he retired to rest for a few hours, 
but at nine o'clock (at which time his breakiast was 
brought to him), Mrs. Hope wrote at his dictation, whilst 
he partook of his meal. 

In 1836, Dr. Hope was invited to the lectureship on 
the practice of physic at Aldersgate Street School of 
Medicine. He publicly gave the following reason for 
accepting this lectureship : — " That having spent his 
medical life, a period of nearly twenty years, in study- 
ing and making specific preparations for lecturing on the 
practice of physio ; and, having undertaken the office of 
house physician and surgeon in the Edinburgh Infirmary, 
and spent two years in foreign hospitals, principally for 
that purpose, he felt it to be his duty to engage in that 
department of labour, whenever Providence should seem 
to open a way." The subjoined passages are from his 
lectures at this School: they show the principles on 
which he grounded his instructions ; and they are so ex- 
cellent, and capable of such general application, that 
there is no need for apology in inserting them here : — 

*' There are two great sources of pleasure in the 
practice of our profession. One — and certainly the 
greatest — is the feeling of benevolence in connection with 
it. It is surprising how we get attached to our patients, 
merely from sympathising with them in their sufferings 
and their dangen. It is incredible what a glow of delight 
one experiences, when a patient emerges from a state of 
imminent danger into one of safety, after our every 
faculty has becm long kept acutely, painfully terse in de- 
vising, and balancing and watching the means of his 
safety — after our anxiety has been fM beyond what others 
can understand by every fluctuation of the symptoms — 
every alternation of hope and fear. And well it is that 
we do flsel this intense excitement. It is a wholesome 
excitement . under its influence the able physician feels 
hit faculties invigorated, his reasoning powers sharpened, 
his resources increased. The second source of plea- 
sure is the exercise of mind— energetic exercise, with a 
great and adequate object." . . . 

*' How are you to succeed in this profession ? You 
remember the story — whipped perhaps into some of 
us as school-boys — that when Demosthenes was asked 
what was the first essentiill to make an orator, he an- 
swered " Delivery." What the second ? " Delivery." 
What the third? "Delivery." Now, important as 
delivery was to Demosthenes, so oaght application to be 
to you. • * . But, says the clever fellow, ' I need 

not work, I may enjoy myself.' ' That is just the man 
that ought to work I Even seiJUhneu indicates this, as 
otherwise he throws away his advantages, and reduces 
himself to ordinary mediocrity. But it appears to me. 
Mid I dombt not to you equally, that he neglects a moral 
dvty. There is no doubt that we ere all mere stewards, 
and I will only remind you of the parable of the talents." 

In one of his introductory lectures he pleasantly 
remarks, "It will be an object which I shall hold pri- 
marily and constantly in view, to give you information up 
to the level of the existing state of medical science : to 
taach yon the doctrines of what the public denominates 



' the New School ;' (a fortunate word for you gentlemen 
that word New SchooL It evinces that the public have 
ceased to regard experience and grey hairs as synony- 
mous, and that it considers youth with science as more 
worthy of its confidence and rewards.)" 

Dr. Hope first received the appointment of physician 
to the Marylebone Infirmary, afterwards he obtained the 
office of assistant-physician to St. George's Hospital, and, 
on a vacancy occurring, he was elected head physician at 
St. George's. The last mentioned post of honour appeared 
to have been the height of his ambition, and it may be 
said to have cost him his life, for being in delicate h«Uth 
at the time, the anxiety and fatigue consequent on the 
election produced the symptoms of consumption which 
ultimately brought him to the grave. By contending for 
this office, he folt that he was hazarding his all with 
regard to worldly distinction — all that he had so long 
laboured to attain — for defeat would at once have des- 
troyed his reputation. But he was so generally esteemed 
and beloved, that there was no cause for his fears. Both 
his professional brethren and private friends supported 
him warmly, and his opponent felt so certain of defeat, 
that he left the field before the time appointed, so that 
he was elected without opposition. 

The day following the one on which he received the 
appointment. Dr. Hope removed his fkmily to a residence 
in the village of West End. The duties of his new office 
were light, compared with his former labours, and would 
allow of his living a short distance from town. He felt 
too that relaxation and country air were absolutely neces- 
sary to his health, he therefore joined his family every 
evening at their new abode. So far, however, from hu 
health being improved by the change, he gradually grew 
worse ; but he did not give up his practice until increased 
weakness obliged him to do so. He then removed to 
Hampstead, that he might be sufficiently near London to 
see his friends, but far enough away to escape the urgent 
requests of his patients. 

It may be supposed that an active, ardent mind like 
Dr. Hope's could ill bear the debility consequent on con- 
sumption, and that to lay down his honours at the 
moment of victory, after having toiled so hard to attain 
them, would be insupportable. But so far from this being 
the case, he was never heard to utter a word of impa- 
tience, and he relinquished his hopes of future wealth and 
distinction without a sigh. The fact was, he placed his 
confidence implicitly on the word of God, and it opened 
to him a brighter future than aught this world could 
offer. His character shone with pre-eminent lustre in 
his last hours. He died on the morning of the thirteenth 
of May, 1841, in his fortv-first year. He was interred 
in Highgate Cemetery, on the 18th, leaving his valuable 
works, and his equally valuable example, as a legacy to 
the world. 



THE FOOTSTEPS OP SPRING. 

" So forth iwned the Seaaona of the year. 
Kirat Itutv apring, all disht in leavca of ilowera. 
That freahly budded ana new blooma did bear. 
In which a thousand birda had built their bowera, 
That aweetly sung to call forth paramoura ; 
And in his hand a javelin he did bear. 
And on his head (a« fit for warlike stoures) 
A gilt engraven morion he did wear ; 
Tliat as some did him lore, ao others did him fiear." 

SpsnsBB. 

How, in the words of the poet, do the misty and un- 
meaning images of things put on life and distinction, and 
come floating before us in liring reality and personifica- 
tion. How desolate would the human heart become if 
all communion with nature was shut out. What aweary 
life would this be, if we were doomed to pass all our days 
amid high brick walls, and surrounded with the unceasing 
turmoil of commerce, and the hypocrisy of so-called dvi- 
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lization. Many a one, whose heart ii not yet dried lip, 
and in whose soul there still liiv^'crs a love for the green 
world of nature, now begins to feel a new life throbbing 
within, as though tho flower« of home and childhood 
were really beginning to blossom around the heart. To 
one possesaing such hopes and aspirations, the return of 
Spring kindles emotions of the holiest kind, and if it is 
hu fate to dwell " in populous cities/' the advent is still 
one of joy, although there, there are no green fields, nor 
blue skies, nor budding woods, nor blushing flowers. Brick 
walls and stones wear ever the same dull hue ; the sea- 
sons have no change for them ; spring, summer, autumn 
and winter, ever and always alike. In a great city, the 
true character of the soul is lost and peddled away in 
trifies, and nature becomes a dumb, unmeaning phantasy. 
How miserable the nuiYow strip of dingy sky to tne 
dread magnitioence of heaven, when seen firom the green 
shoulder of some sky-cleaving hill ! How wretched the 
monotony of brick walls, compared with the blue uplands, 
the green meadows, tlie clustering woods, and the light 
fleecy clouds, flinging their shadows upon the smiling 
landscape. How painful the eternal roar and dust of 
traffic in the narrow streets, compared with the sweet 
voices, the sunny glades, the green canopies, the solemn 
solitudes, and the life-inspiring breezes of nature ! God 
keep us from being entombed alive in the breathing sepul- 
chre of a great city ! And if we cannot dwell upon the 
heathery hilb, or in green shady nooks, let us dwell amid 
rocks and cairns, and hold communion with nature in 
her own rugged wilds. Better to be shaken and perilled 
by the rushing storm, better to seek for music in the 
howling blast and fell swoop of the tempest, or " in the 
boom of the ocean when coming home;" for even there, 
the soul may drink in beauty, — even there the heart may 
expand and grow, and there we may breathe the very 
breath of Grod. 

After the earth has been rendered desolate by the un- 
sparing hand of winter, the trees bereft of their green 
garments, the flowers buried in their graves, and the land 
parched up by cracking frosts or buried beneath rolling 
floods, the gentle Spring comes with lightsome heart and 
sunny smile — like a loving spirit from the beauteous 
flower-land of heaven — bringing with her the golden sun- 
shine of another world, and the joyous tears of angels 
made holy by the breath of God, to sanctify and reple- 
nish the great throbbing heart of nature. She comes 
with tearM eyes, and sunny feet, and golden tresses 
dripping from the crystal waters of her sheeny home, to 
fling gold, and green, and beauty, and perfume over all 
the budding and replenished earth. Birds leave their 
sunny skies afar to greet her with their gentle songs ; the 
breezes come from the warm south, toiUng their long 
journey across the wide, wide sea, to gather up the 
odours which she scatters over hill and dale ; the flowers 
wake up from their long winter sleep to gaze upon her 
loving smiles ; and the broad, green earth exults for its 
verdurous beauty, and bounds with a lusty and impas- 
sioned joy. 

At her fury touch, the emerald gates of the season fly 
open, and display a wide expanse of living and budding 
beauty, — a landscape glittering in sunny sheen, like a 
broad ocean basking in yellow sunshine, with swelling 
uplands gliding away into the distance Hke gently heaving 
waves; and beyond all, lie the dark green lands of 
summer, where the primeval forests stretch away in their 
grandeur ; and where the breezes float over valley and 
stream, laden with the odours of wild thyme, and reso- 
nant with the dreamy music of the wild : and where the 
clouds are so dazzled by the landing glare that they lose 
their way, and stand gazing m bewilderment upon the 
broad green earth which lies below. 

As the new light spreads over the earth, old Winter 
gazes out from his sleety lair, and when his glazed eyes 
meet her serene and lovely smile, his teeth chatter with 



dread, for he knows that now his empire must falL He 
sends forth a bleak north wind among the ghastly akelt;- 
tons of last summer, and oter the new buds of sprinig, 
and this, overhearing the husky rustling of the crisped 
reeds, which whisper with chattering and frozei\ breath, . 
severs them tnth his keen shears, and hurls them pros- Ij 
trate on the waters of the marsh, blanched, withered and | 
dead, as trophies of his master's blasting potency. Still 
seeking to regain his despotism, bbt too weak to fting 
his icy chains again upon the earth, he crushes a few 
early flowers between his trembling Angers, and scatters 
them in ruins upon tho budding ground ; he breathes out 
a blight upon the forest, but the trees heed not his deso- 
lating spell, and only grow more vigorous and green with 
the new life with which they have been endowed. He 
gathers himself up with one last desperate effort, but the 
warm air oppresses him, the sweet odours annoy him, the 
light blinds and confuses him, he raves ndldly and 
clutches at the air ; and, with the last pulses of his heart, 
the hoary tyrant totters in his footsteps, his long withered 
fingers let fall his icy sceptre frY)m their convulsive grasp, 
and he sinks down in dying agonies upon the soft mossy 
carpet of the rejoicing earth ; and, behold ! his reign is at 
an end. The daisies look up, and lo ! Winter's grave 
has closed over him, and moraes and grasses and all 
green and delicate forms have begun to grow above it ; 
for although the flowers tremble when they hear his 
name, yet wiU they sanctify his tomb with their loveline&s 
and embalm his memory in their own odorous breath. 
The great heart of Nature beats high with regenerated 
hope, she pours forth her exultations over forest and 
field, over mountain and stream, moorland and lea, 
green covert and mossy dell. The air vibrates with the 
swelling choirs of unnumbered birds, and the great world 
goes dashing on more exulting than before, singing a new 
song of glory aa it ploughs ita way through the abyssei of 
cold space. 

The sights and sounds of spring have a tenfold Tigour 
and freshness. It ^ the season of new life, new hope, 
and new beauty. The leafing of the trees, the unfold- 
ing of the flowers, which follow each other in quick 
succession, till the earth is mantled all over with lovely 
forms and glittering hues ; the voices of the sweet birds 
singing their songs of love, all repay ua for the frosts and 
sleets of winter, and lead us into the ardent embraces of 
the refulgent summer. 

*' The budding floweret bluahe* at the light. 
The mees be sprinkled with the yellow hue, 
In danied mantles b the moantoin dight, 
The neshe young cowalip bendeth with Um dew ; 
The trees cnleaied, into heaven strauaht. 
When eentle winds do blow, to whistnng dire is brought. 
The evining comes, and brings the dew along, 
The rodie welkin sheoiMh to the ejnae, 
Around the alestake minstrels aing the wmg. 
Young ivy round the door-post doUi entwine."— CH^TTsaTos. 

Before winter has well retreated from the fields a few of 
the earliest flowers appear, those free, wild children of 
the earth, and create a new sensation akin to that which 
accompanies those faint echoes of distant musics which 
we sometimes hear in dreams. Milton invokes them 
in his " Lycidas," in a strain full of the sweetest poetry, 
soft and soothing, Uke the fabled melody of the dying 
swan. 

*' Ye vallies low, where the mild whispers rise. 
Of shades, and wanton winds, and gushing brooks, 
On whose fresh laps the swart star nparely looks, 
Throw hither all your quaint enarael'd ewe. 
That on the areen turf^suck the honied snowers. 
And purple lul the ground with vernal flowers." 

Among the first spring flowers we find the daisy that 
" never dies," the dwarf furze, and the little chick- 
weed, although these may better be regarded as the few 
connecting links between autumn and spring; for winter 
never kills them quite, and when the frosts break up they 
put forth a new show of blossoms, as though proud of 
fheir snfforincr^ in j-tru?-. lini,' t.) ]i.:.i\) the world from being 

■ 






tUZk COOIC'S JOURNAL. 



299 



flowerless. Then comes the little whitlow grass, and the 
meek speedwell, 

" Ijooking up with gentle eje of blue 
To the younger tky of the self-ume hue." 

and that most lovely of spring flowers, the snowdrop ; 
may the blessings of heaven rest upon it, for its un- 
sullied beauty; how beauteous in its snowy whiteness 
this gentle firstling of the year, tender and pure, and 
heedless of clouds and storms. We think of the time, 
when long, long ago, we were ourselves in the budding 
spring-time of life, and when our childish hopes were 
all confined within the old house, which stood on the 
(Corner of a wide common, embosomed in ivy and tall 
trees ; with its thatched roof, its old fantastic porch, and 
great, grim spectre chimnies. Then we saw and felt the 
changes of the seasons, as though they and their 
influences passed through our young hearts. Then when 
winter came, the daizling snow lay like a cold and quiet 
shroud over every hill and dale; there were long icicles 
hanging to the window frames, and from the branches 
of the trees, and when they glittered in the sun we 
thought that some gentle fairy must have hong them 
there, to make old Winter smile. Every blade of grass 
was dnsted with diamonds and glittering sparks, and the 
gxey sky hung above the snow, as though dazzled and 
spell-bound by its whiteness. Then at night there were 
strange sounds, hollow dirge-like moanings among the 
trees, and the dead leaves and broken branches made a 
busl^ and a doleful rattling out of doors ; and our little 
hearts began to throb with fear. Then we thought of 
sailors on the frozen ocean, and of those who had died in 
shipwreck, and whose dead bodies had been swallowed 
up by the boiling surges of the sea. But, oh I no pen 
or tongue can tell how our childish spirits fluttered when 
we found the first snowdrop of the spring. Then we 
thought of all the flowers that were coming to greet us 
with their smiles; of the sweet birds who all the live- 
long summer day sing songs of joy and love. Then have 
we thought in our childish hope that summer would soon 
come, and then there would be no frost or snow, but 
Hunshinft and soft air, and we would go away into the 
green woods with our merry companions, to gather but- 
tercups and daisies, and bhie-bells and heather-blooms. 
And then emotions were awakened in our young bosoms 
such as we could not tell, and which wiU never again 
be renewed ; and in the enthusiasm of our childish joy, 
we hsTe sat down upon (he gnmnd to weep ; for then 
our tears would flow at the bidding of the heart, «nd 
mn not reatndned by the asperitiea of a eoU and cal- 
hma world. 

Tberois no month of the year so dreary as February, bttt 
even then we find the grass green upon the meadows, and 
the hedges patting fortii innumerable slender stems and de- 
Uette green leaTet. In the meadows we find the pretty 
Tamal erocns, invested with a toT^iness of Its own, and one 
of the most welcome plants of spring. In the places whera 
it abounds, the meadows are radiant spote, the fnll blowtt 
Oips stand open to invite the first batterfly--«iidK offers 
some stove to the diligent bees when flowers are scarce. 
In the hedges too we find the dandelion, the '* sunflower of 
spring,'' displaymg its golden stars, and glviflg a eheerfol 
aspect to the quiel country lanes. Then come the daf- 
fodil, the mesereon, the celandine, the violefa, priniosee 
and cowslips, and a long train of flowers : and as the 
■••■on advances, l^one df buttercups come into bloom, 
dressing all the fields in a gaudy yellow livery, and 
■pteading a carpet of bnndshed gcild tar the fairy foot- 
itepa of the laa^dng summer. 

la the wooos we find nature busy sit work preparing 
delicate trellis work, rich tapeetry, and bowers of en- 
chantment. The wood anemone begins to dispiay its 
snovry buds and deUoite Isaves, and H wiO soon cover 
every spot of ground; contrastfaig bcMrtlfally with the 
deep blue of the wild hyacint£, and the pale ydknr of 
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the primrose, while trembling in youth and beauty under 
every bush and tree. The marsh-marigold, whicb has 
had to endure the cold sleets and bleak winds, beside the 
gloomy river, where the rough winds make their wild 
music on the harp of reeds ; now puts forth its blossoms, 
and looks around with delight upon the deUcate sedges 
and reeds which are springing up in the quiet bays and 
inlets ; tod hopes that winter may never come again, 
but that it will be spring time all the year, with such 
blue skies, and soft showers, and lovely sunshine. 

Nature makes such rapid progress that we are some- 
times startled by the wonderful effect which a warm 
shower, or a day or two of sunshine will produce. A 
dim sprinkling of green comes over the gooseberry 
bushes, and in two or three days they are in full leaf. 
Old stone walls, and trees which grow in quiet nooks, 
wear beautiful colours by the drapery of mosses, lichens, 
fungi, and liverworts which cover them. We observe 
these parasites of every conceivable form and colour, 
silver grey, rich velvety green, pale primrose, deep 
orange, and tints which deepen down from pale ambcar 
to the rich hue of the chestnut, or to the jetty blackness 
which enwraps the boles and knots of the great oaks. 
Here and there in the wood, the ivy has formed a thick 
bower, and when our eyes elance upon its deep groen, 
we have dim thoughts of npe com fields, and scarlet 
poppies, and all the garniture of summer, forgetting that 
the trees above us are not yet in leaf. There are 
always a great many little water runnels, clear and spark- 
ling, as ^ey go tripping along through green banks of 
wet hair moss, where the pal^ green sprays of the hare- 
bell, tod the leaves of the modest primrose betoken 
that there will soon be many blossoms there. Even 
during March, while the trees are yet leafless, the forest 
begins to kindle into life ; on a mild, sunny day, merry 
troops of winged insects are dancing in the golden light, 
and frisking overhead, as if oveijoyed at the return of 
spring ; or perchance the warmth has awakened them so 
suddenly from their earthly sepulchre to a world of new 
life and beauty, that they are not strictly compos meniis, 
but in fact somewhat crazy and intoxicated with sun- 
beams. By the end of April the whole forest is clothed 
in a garment of emerald green, and every leaf glistens in 
the sunshine. The stately elm is well covered with its 
bright mantle of leaves. The oak has a strange reddish 
tinge, as though he had slept so soundly during the 
firosts, that on Mng awakened suddenly by the strong glare 
of Ught, he knew not where he was, and in his confusion 
had thrust dn his worn-out autumn clothes, instead of 
the new ones which had been provided for him. That 
loveliest of •!! forest trees, the beech, begins to show its 
brownish purple sprays, and the Spanish chestnuts open 
their great fan-like leaves of lovely green, and wherever 
we turn, either in fame ijr forest, we encounter the soft 
emendd hue of the lime, the very personification of 
spring, in the delicious green of its leaves, tod the rich 
perfrime of its many blossoms. Then too the silvery 
birch quivers and trembles in the gentle breeze with its 
orate leaves and catkins, so fragile and delicate in its 
outfine, that h is more like a spirit haunting the solitudes 
than a tree of any kind. The blackthorns which grow 
in eluflips In the woods, and which hedge the fields 
and mcttdows for miles and miles, now become coTered 
with their mflk-like blossoms, and the fruit trees in the 
orehMfdi and gardens begin to look like great mountains 
df crimson or SBowy foam. Whichever way we turn, we 
see the broad earth mantled in a gamitnre of bemty, 
and robed from head to foot with leaves tod flowers. 
And so, niji^ and day thu silent work goes on, the little 
brooks go hurrying alongm quest of flowers, the gentle 
Winds waft the sweet breath of the woods over every 
hill and dale, the flowers come forth in merry bantb 
to rejoice for this happy time of promise, and Nature, 
with her InTirible fingers, makes all delicate and goodly 
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forms, and flings upon the heaving bosom of the earth 
aU the beauties of God's great (Teation, and all hallowed 
inflaences for the human heart. 

What would all this living and growing beauty be, if 
there were no birds ? What charms would there be in 
forest dell, in green lane, or on the mountain's side, if 
there were no Toices for the echoes to play with ? That 
heavenly music so subdues us with its influence, that our 
pulses throb with exultation, and our hearts beat high 
with thankfulness. Who could cherish sordid thoughts 
or misanthropic feelings while listening to their impas- 
sioned outbursts of song, wantoning in very joyousness 
and buoyancy of heart ? Verily, birds were sent to give 
us a foretaste of the music which haunts those higher 
spheres, where all is beatification and endless joy ! Before 
a leaf is on the trees, we hear the rich whistle of the 
blackbird, and the loud note of the missel-thrush ; the 
long-thrush, too, will now and then strike up a few notes 
from the leafless brake, and then pause to listen to the 
echoes which his own song has awakened. High up 
among the branches, the villages of the rooks are all 
life and anxiety. The dreamy cawing which fills the air 
around is a sound particularly spring-like, incessant 
quarrels take place among the rooks, and many a nest is 
broken up and recommenced amid the general clamour, 
before they subside into one harmonious family; and 
then the work commences in true earnest ; and as the 
buds burst and the leaves expand around them, their 
whole souls become absorbed in the great work of pre- 
paring for the solicitudes of parental love. On the first 
glimmering of sunshine in the grey sky, the lark springs 
up from his flowery bed, and mounting upward to the 
heaven's azure floor, pours forth one continued flood of 
song, note after note, higher and higher, making all the 
welkin ring, and seeming like a voice from the sublime 
spirit-land of God. 

" The busy lark, the messenger of day, 
Saluteth in his son^ the morrow jiprey ; 
And flery Phoebus rueth up so bright 
That all the Orient laugheth of the siyht ; 
And with his streames arieth in the grercs 
The silver druppes hanging on the leaves **<^CHAUCBa. 

And as the year wears on, little birds come dropping 
in by twos and threes ; the wryneck, with its beautifixl 
plumage, marked with every variety of dazsling colour ; 
the tiny willow-wren, with its shrill chirp, hopping and 
skipping, and flitting among the osier-beds; the blue 
titmouse, with its soft plumage ; and the gay yellow- 
hammer, and the wood-lark; all make such a "sweet 
piping" that the woods echo with their songs ; and in the 
deep green solitude we hear the mournful cooing of the 
wood-pigeon, as he shares with his mate her watd^nlness; 
and in every lane and field we hear the spring-note of the 
cuckoo, which, either from its peculiar sound, or from 
the memories which crowd upon us when we hear it, 
seems to ring through our very hearts, and make the 
blood mantle to our cheeks with inexpressible excitement. 
And when the wood-ant begins to build her nest, and 
butterflies and gaudy moths go sporting in the sunbeams, 
and when the hedges are filled with fragrant and snowy 
blooms, and the whole floor of earth is jewelled with 
unnumbered flowers ; the blessed nightingale comes, like 
a spirit which has winged its lonely flight from Heaven, 
to tell how angels sigh and sorrow for us. And when all 
is hushed in solemn stillness, and when night has 
wrapped the earth in her soft mantle, and the flowers sit 
weeping in dewy silence ; the woods gush with magic 
melodies, sometimes low and plaintive, like the sobbing of 
some sorrowful spirit, who seeks for sympathy for his woes 
among the weeping flowers, and then bursting forth in 
rich swelling tones, like those f A* sounds which echo amid 
eastern bowers; or as the hosannahs of worshipping 
angels floating over peaceful waters in the pleasant land^ 
of PutMlise. Oh 1 truly, if aught of that holy music 
which enraptured our first parents in Eden has been at 



all preserved, the song of the nightingale is indeed a 
fragment which has yet survived through the many 
rolling years, and floods of onward time. 

And now, as the months wear on, and May comes witii 
its miles and miles of snowy hawthorn blossoms, the 
gentle Spring, so loved and greeted, must resign het in- 
heritance to her devoted sister — Summer. And bo the 
Seasons keep their whirling round, and form the eyde 
of the changing year. And so, the many forms and buei 
which nature brings us from afar, and the sacred influ- 
ences which dwell around us on the earth, make this lUr 
world — if we will but love each other — a home of beauty 
and of joy. The Seasons glide into each other noiselessly 
and without jar, as light and darkness at dawning or at 
nightfall, ^m the bleak and barren Winter comes the 
fresh and budding Spring, bursting as it were from the 
cold and obdurate granite of a frozen world to dissolve 
the death-spell, and to replenish all things with new 
beauty and with life. And when Summer comes, she 
will find the earth all dight with flowers, the trees proud 
and exulting for the green drapery which they wear upon 
their lusty arms, and every hill and dale echoing a happy, 
happy welcome. And Summer treads lightly over the turf, 
and gives each tender flower a loving kiss, and in the 
lustre of her ruddy cheek, they take new hope and put 
forth fruits in plenty. And then Autumn glides almost 
inaudibly through the rustling leaves, carrying the 
fided Summer in her arms, and sprinkling each leaf 
with the scarlet blood of her dying sister. And she, too, 
must depart into the spirit-land of beauty when her time 
shall come. 

But soon Spring comes again, and, although the snow 
beats in her face, and the winds howl around her, 
she still strives on, carrying in her hand a few fragile 
blossoms, and lights upon the earth in time to catch 
old Winter's latest breath. Verily there is neither fiction 
nor fable ; and here, in the very death of the world lies 
the germ of regeneration and life — the Phoenix soaring 
from the ashes of itself 1 

*. n. 2. 
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THE FORBIDDEN FRUIT. 

It was a pleasant evening in the middle of summer, and 
little Alfred Ferguson had just arrived at theold farm-house 
to spend the holidays with his uncle and aunt Fell. The 
tea-table was spread with all manner of good things, and 
the thick cream came rolling out of the jug with so much 
difficulty, that it was obli^ to be helped out with a 
spoon before it could drop into the aromatic tea in the 
old-&ahioned tea cups. Alfred was in his element, for 
we are sorry to say tliat he was rather too fond of eating, 
and he drank three large cups of tea, and consumed so mudi 
muffin, and marmalade, and apple preserve, that he felt 
quite uncomfortable. This subsided into drowsiness, and 
soon after tea he fell fast asleep, and had to be carried to 
bed. 

The next morning, Alfred was awakened by the sun 
shining through the white window curtains of his little 
room, and, drawing up the blind and opening the window, 
he looked out into the orchard beneath. There he beh^ 
a sight which made his mouth water, for the enclosure 
was stocked with fnit of all descriptions. Upon some 
trees the fruit was just forming; others had their 
branches weighed down almost to the ground with their 
burden ; and under Alfred's window was a fine cherry 
tree, loaded with ripe black-heart cherries. Alfred leaned 
out, and extended his arm to seize a bough, but though 
it looked near, it was just out of reach of his fingers. He 
closed the window with a sigh, and he proceeded to dress 
himself. 



" Alfred I ooosin Alfred ! " shouted a merry voice^ 
** we you up ? " 

"Yes," answered Alfred* presenting himself at the 
door, "and dressed too. Why, Tom, how did you 
arrive so early this morning ? I thought you were not 
coming till to-morrow." 

" No more I was, but Harry Thompson was coming 
•way to-day, and his father offered to give me a lift in 
the gig, if I would get leave to return with them." 

Alter breakfast, the two boys went to amuse themselves 
about the &rm, to look at the calves and gather in the eggs. 
The cows had been milked, and the pigs fed early in the 
morning, so they* missed these pleasant scenes, but they 
found an agreeable excitement in looking for the turkey- 
hen, who had laid her eggs in some secret corner, and 
had now absconded to sit upon them, only making her 
i|>pearanoe occasionally for food. Down in the low field 
they found her, where she had made her nest in a hole in 
the wall. Then they rambled along the pathways, and 
over the stiles, until they came into a little lane at the 
back of the stables, which led them past the orchard. 

" Oh I Tom," exclaimed Alfred, " mayn't we go into 
orchard?" 

" To be sure, but we can't get in this way, we shall 
have to go round the front of the house. There was a 
fine breese in the night, I dare say there wiU be plenty 
of fruit on the ground." 

So round the house went the two boys, and into the 
orchard. They found a good many windfalls, and Alfred 
filled his pockets. At length they came to the black- 
heart cherry tree. 

"This is the tree of trees," said Tom. "There are 
no such cherries as these for miles round, and my father 
is going to send them to the Horticultural Show at 
Armitage." 

"The wind has not blown any cherries down," said 
Alfred. 

" No, the tree is in a sheltered situation. My father 
is so particular about these cherries, that he has forbidden 
me to climb the tree; but I think he can't object to our 
going up this ladder that is placed so conveniently, and 
taking just a few. There are plenty of them." 

Alfred and Tom were in the midst of their feast, when 
Mr. Fell suddenly appeared under the tree. 

" My boy," he said to Tom, " I thought I told you 
that I did not wish you to gather these cherries." 

" No, father, you only said that I was not to climb the 
tree, because I might injure the branches." 

" But my prohibition was intended to extend to your 
taking the fruit in any way. Come down immediately, 
both of you, and be off in the house to your dinner, 
which must be nearly ready." 

After dinner, Harry Thompson, who lived about four 
miles distant, made his appearance, and then a whole 
host of Tom's cousins, both boys and girls. It was a 
beautiful afternoon, and they all went to play in the 
garden, which was a very large one, situated on the slope 
of the hill. Here were many arbours, and seats in quiet 
comers, and tall box hedges that made the place almost 
a labyrinth fbr those who did not know it; for people 
oould not be sure when they got behind these hedges, in 
which direction they were going. After trying several 
games, some of the children suggested that it was the 
very place for hide-and-seek. 

" Well then," said Tom, " we will hide in couples, all 
but one, and the first couple that he finds, the eldest 
shall take his place." 

They cast lots for the seeker, and Alfred Ferguson was 
left out. The rest then paired off, and dispersed all over 
the garden. Some were for going into the orchard, but 
there were no snug corners there, Tom said, so they con- 
tented themselves where they were. At length the cry 
resounded " Hid ! Hid ! " And Alfred sought up and down 
between the box hedges, and in and behind the arbours. 



but in vain. Once, indeed, he thought he saw some one 
flit before him at the end of a walk, but the object imme- 
diately disappeared. At last he &ncied some of them 
must bo hidden in the orchard, and thither he directed 
hb steps. No one was to be found there either, and he 
was returning towards the garden, whence he came 
within sight of the "tabooed tree." He thought he 
would go nearer, and have just one look at those b^utiful 
shining cherries. Alas ! he knew not how subtle a thing 
temptation is, how it enters at the eyes, and dwells in the 
ideas, until it urges on to outward action. 

Alfred gazed on the cherries until he thought that he 
should just like to have half-a-dozen, which would, he 
said to himself, never be missed. So he climbed up a 
little way, for the ladder was removed, and had gathered 
three cherries from one of the undermost boughs, when 
he heard a shout, and his name repeatedly called. He 
descended in a great hurry, tearing a hole in his jacket 
by the way, and ran through the gate into the garden. 
Tliere he found Harry Thompson, who, with his com- 
panion, was quite tired of waiting to be found, and whose 
voice it was that had been calling. 

" Why, my good fellow," exclaimed Harry, " what 
were you doing so long in the orchard ? Could you not 
see with half an eye that nobody was there ? " 

" I thought some of you might be up in the trees," 
stammered Alfred. 

" I dare say, when we have girls to hide with, as if 
they could climb ! Come, Master Alfred, don't talk to 
me, you know very well that you have been at the fruit, 
inst^d of looking for us." 

Alfred became indignant. " I might be a baby," he 
said. 

Just at this moment up came Tom and several of the 
others. 

" What is all this ? inquired he. " Alfred, you look 
vexed." 

Alfred was very much afraid lest Tom should suspect 
anything, so he made some slight answer, and then pro- 
posed a game at leap-frog. Soon after the children were 
all called in to tea, and then arrived the covered waggon 
for Tom's cousins, who were packed into it to the num- 
ber or eight or ten, and went ofl' at sunset, a merry party, 
to their distant homes. 

Harry Thompson remained all night, to Alfred's great 
annoyance, for he fancied that he watched him, and was 
thinlung about the firuit. He left early the next morning, 
and Tom went with him a part of tlie way, having in vain 
invited his cousin to be of the party. As soon as they 
were gone, Alfred, who had pretended to be very sleepy, 
jumped up and dressed himself, and finding none of the 
servants about, went out by the front door, which he 
found open, into the garden. 

To tell the truth, our hero had been hankering after 
the forbidden fruit all night. He had dreamed a delightful 
dream about being on the top of the ladder, and eating 
his fill of the cherries without any one coming to hinder 
him. When he awoke, his first thought was of them, 
and he lay trying to invent a plan of satisfying his longing 
without being found out. Tom's early walk with Harry 
presented the very opportunity he desired ; so he turned 
heavily over and rubbed his eyes, and feigned to be too 
sleepy to understand, when Tom came to his bedside to 
ask him to go with them. 

Having climbed over the gate of tne orcnard, for it 
was always locked at night, Alfred proceeded to the 
cherry-tree. The ladder was still there, for John the 
gardener, had been gathering some of the cherries over- 
night, in order that Harry might take them with him as 
a present to his mother. Alfred eagerly ascended into 
the midst of tlie boughs, and then, placing himself in a 
comfortable position, ate as many as he dared. Just as 
was about to descend, he leaned too hard upon a slender 
bough and it broke. Alfired was much annoyed, for ho 
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knew that if any one saw it, they would immediately 
snspect that sume person had heen in the tree, and he 
propped it up as well as he could against the other 
branches. Then he climbed the gat«, and, stealing gently 
in at the house-door, ran quickly up-stairs, hoping that 
neither his exit nor his entrance had been discovered. 
The breakfast- bell rang soop afterwards, and giving a 
hasty glance into the mirror to see that his hair and collar 
were straight, Alfred went down trying to look cool and 
calm, as he entered the breakfast-room. 

Mr. and Mrs. Fell had just received some very im- 
portant letters, which they were reading together, occa- 
sionally making remarks upon them to each other in a 
low tone, and they scarcely noticed Alfred as he walked 
in and took his seat. His aunt handed him his cup of 
coffee, and told him to help himself to whatever ho 
pleased, and then tnmed again to her letters. 

Towards the middle of breakfkst, Tom came in, looking 
hearty and ruddy after his morning's walk. Yet he 
seemed vexed about something, and Ue went straight up 
to his father, without noticing Alfred. 

"Father," he said, "John has just been telling me 
that he is sure that some one has been at the black-heart 
cherries, for a branch is broken, and is hanging straight 
down. He is quite positive about it. He was gathering 
cherries last night for Harry to take with him, and no 
branch was broken then. I have come to tell you, 
because I don't want you to think that I have done it." 

Alfred turned pale, and his knees knocked together. 
He was eating an egg, and his hands trembled so that he 
smeared his chin with the yolk, and let a quantity drop 
upon his light checked waistcoat. Still he pretended to 
be so absorbed in his breakfast as t-o pay no attention 
whatever to what was going on. 

" Alfred ! " said his uncle. The boy gave a start, and 
nearly upset his coffee, but looked up nevertheless, 
making a violent effort to meet his uncle's eye. " Alfred," 
continued Mr. Fell, " do you know anything about tUs 
broken branch of the cherry tree } " 

" No-o-o," stammered Alfred. 

" Think again, nephew. Are you quite sure ? " 

" Indeed nncle," persisted the boy, waiing bolder in 
his denial, " indeed uncle, I know nothing about it." 

" You had better tell me the truth at once," said the 
nncle, '* for if you do not, I shall punish you severely. 
Your face witnesses against you, Al^ed." 

The culprit opened his mouth to speak again, but the 
words would not come. Tom looked intently at his 
cousin. " 1 wonder I never observed it before," ex- 
claimed he, " Alfred, I am sure it is you who have taken 
the cherries, for your teeth are all stained with them." 

Concealment was no longer practicable. After a tedious 
oross-examination, Alfred admitted his guilt, with many 
tears, and earnest entreaties to be forgiven. 

Mr. Fell was for bestowing a severe chastisement upon 
him, which, he said, would make him remember his ftiult 
all his life. But Mrs. Fell pleaded for milder measures, 
telling her husband that she did not think that corporal 
punishment ever did any good ; but often, on the con- 
trary, hardened a boy's conscience, and injured his sen&e 
of justice. So it was at length determined that Alfred 
should be sent home to his father, and that Mr. Pell 
should at the same time write to his brother-in-law, 
telling him of his son's ill-behaviour, and leaving it to 
him to decide upon the punishment. 

Our space permits us not to enter into further details. 
Suffice it to say, that the methods adopted by Mr. 
Ferguson were reformatory rather than severe, and that 
their ^ood effects were long apparent in Alfred's growing 
self-denial of the appetite for dainties which so degraded 
him, and in his general improvement in truthfulness and 
int^rity. 

My little boys and girls, which do yon think the 
greater sin, greediness or fidsehood ? Decidedly you will 



answer " Falsehood." But remember that greediness is 
so low a vice that those under its intlueuce are ashamed 
to own their weakness, while it is so absorbing a pro- 
pensity, that they will go any length to gratify it. Then 
you will see that an excessive love of eating is a failing 
above all others most likely to lead to constant petty 
deception and occasion^ actual falsehood. 



SBLP COUNSEL. 

Awsy with all this dull despairing, 

Let tts rather seek to cope 
By m strongr and noble daring. 

With the feara which banish Hope. 
She, thr calm and gentle spirit, 

With her sweet and earnest voice. 
At our closed hearts waits to whisper, 

" It were wiser to rejoice." 

Sorrow strongly may have bound us, 

For she weaves an iron chain ; 
Sturdj rebels hath she found us, 

Stru^Ung to be free again. 
Were it not the truest wisdom, 

Carefully each link to test ) 
One might yield to hdpefril striving, 

And thus free us of the rest. 

Away with all our vain repining, 

What a heap of mental dross 
Do we lose in that refining, 

Which we deem our hurt or loss. 
With the coarser earth imbedded, 

None the precious ore had told, 
'Twas the searching lire of trial. 

Showed the shining vein of gold. 

Earnest is the souPs aspiring. 

Upward is the true eye's gase. 
Pilgrim feet still pass untiring. 

Onward o'er Life's roughest ways. 
80 let us, in faith and patience. 

Lay our cold complainings down, 
Jojrftii, though we bear the erouet. 

In env hope to wear the crvmm. 
Elikabbth p. 



RoBBBn, 



UTEHATURB ANP CIVH-IZATION. 
Wx take the following eloquent passages from a news- 
paper report Qf a Lecture delivered hy J. Westland 
Marston, author of " The Patrician's laughter," Slc, 
at the Mancl^ester Athenvum, 1^ few years agoi, on " The 
nature and infloenoes of imaginative litentuie" : — 

"A few words with respect to the prospects of ideal 
literature in our times. Some had said that the progress 
of science and dviliaation were unfavourable to that of 
poetry. The progress of good in one direction could not 
be permanently hostile to the progress of good in another. 
If civilisation on the one hand destroys mnch of external 
romance, on the other hand it quickens and refines in- 
ternal perceptions ; it reveals to ns not only what is new 
in the present, but it enables ns to contemplate the past 
under new aspects. If science dissipates an ancient 
poetical superstition, it invariably replaces it with a new 
poetical truth. If it tells us that the stars do not control 
the destinies of man, it also tells us that they move in 
their spheres by a divine order, and instructs ns in the 
harmonies of the universe. If the railroad levels our 
hills, cuts down our forests, and fills up our valleys, it 
also exhibits to us fresh aspects of human knowledge ; 
making even time and space its tributaries. If, as has 
been said of the power of steam, that it sends black- 
smiths' shops over the ocean, it slso brings those whom 
seas divide into closer intimacy and communication, and 
thus makes the inhabitants of two worlds close neighbours. 



ELIZA COOK'S JOURNAL. 



303 



« 



So long 89 we relate science to the being of man, it 
is 8 help to the imagination. It is only when science is 
abased, when its facts are peryerte4> when material dis- 
coveries are severed from material truths, that science can 
be pernicious ; when, in fact, men are induced to look 
for the practical simply in the material, and from only 
seeking it in that channel which is so material, they even- 
tually come to deny its existence in the spiritual. When 
science is thus abused, it is most baneful ; it mechanizes 
the whole structure of creation ; transforms the lights of 
heaven into mere points of distance, and the plains of 
the earth into specimens of strata; and, in taking away 
the poetry from God's universe, it takes away its life. It 
writes * museum ' upon the ever-living waUs of nature ; 
and its trophies, however proudly blazoned, are but as 
the rare and costly decorations which covered the old 
Egyptian mummies — the ornaments of the dead. 

"Again, it has been urged that the monotony and 
artificiality of modem society is hostile both to the occur- 
rence of those striking events which form the suitable 
themes of poetical and passionate narrative, and also 
hostile to the vigour and freedom of the poetical mind 
itself. The point is strictly, whether the natural loses 
any of its vividness and power by cultivation ? It assumes 
more delicate forms ; but there never was a greater error 
than to confound delicacy with weakness. The blade of 
finest temper was always that of most flexibility ; and so 
with the mind. It takes as much life from the productions 
of the most delicate form as from those of a rough one. 

" The elements of human nature are as vital as ever, 
but their manifestations are more subtile. They do not 
strike so broadly, but they penetrate more deeply. If 
the body be less exposed to the perils of the sword, the 
mind is more accessible to the wounds of the tongue. If 
we have no chains of tyranny to rend, we have the bonds 
of ignorance to break. If we have no new material 
world to discover, we have much to make known of the 
world within. The tyrannical principle has still its domi- 
nation to uphold, and if it has laid aside its thumb-screw 
and its rack, it has still its sneer and its calumny. The 
sdeds of good and evil, of pain and pleasure, are as rife 
in the present day as ever. The world is as full of pas- 
sions and emotions, and, therefore, as poetical, on this 
27th day of March, 1845, as it was the first morning 
after the subsidence of the deluge. Are there no materials 
of passion or high interest, no great throes in the strug- 
gles of human life, in the scenes of to-day ? Yes ; there 
are now, as there ever were, the bright and the troubled 
aspects of humanity, as fresh as at the dawn of creation. 

" Suppose one of those cases common in every-day life, 
where the instincts of the heart and the usages of society 
are at variance. Take the case of a woman educated 
according to a corrupt standard of fashion ; take her just 
fresh in the life of girlhood; endowed by nature with 
ardent and generous feelings, with the quick intuitions of 
beauty and truth, developing themselves in the silence of 
innocent childhood, and in the dreams of expanding 
youth. About the age of fifteen the girl becomes, pro- 
bably or the first time, an object of solicitude to her 
mother; the time approaches when she wills that her 
daughter should make her deb^ in the world. The mo- 
ther's feelings — I beg pardon, her ambition — looks with 
delight upon the artless manners and expressive eye of 
the hitherto neglected child. What freshness! what 
v^ovelty of style ! It contrasts so well with the artificial 
and languid bearing of town beauties ; and the lady begins 
to hope that she may even get her daughter off her hands 
the first season. But on a closer examination the mother 
discovers, to her surprise and annoyance, that the child 
is possessed of that inconvenient and insubordinate 
member of the human constitution, entitled a heart. 
The child actually aspires to be loved ; has formed her 
own idea of the man whom she could love ; has con- 
ceived a notion that nobility belongs to character as well 



as to genealogies of patents. The mother smiles ; she has 
some vague recollection that she was guilty of the same 
follies at fifteen. She drops a few words of careless 
raillery ; she has full faith in the powers of human society 
to cure the infatuation. Too often she is right. Hear 
child is introduced to a sphere where every higher aspira- 
tion is encountered with mockery, and where her better 
nature, unless deep-rooted, withers in the selfish and 
foetid atmosphere it inhales. Her higher impulses are 
first depressed ; then dormant ; at last dead. The temple 
of love is overthrown, and a market is built upon its 
ruins. Her conscience, at first agonized, loses its sen- 
sibility by degrees, till moral mortification deprives it of 
its susceptibility to pain. The child of enthusiasm and 
purity, gifted with natural yearnings and tendernesses, 
becomes transformed into the hesrtless creature of con- 
vention ; lays snares for the inheritance of elder sons ; 
achieves a title instead of a man ; passes throughout the 
inanity of middle life to the dotage of age ; with scandal 
for her employment, cards for her stimulant, hinui for 
her disease, and Bath waters for her remedy. She dice 
a natural death, and is buried withi decorum ; but ah ! her 
heart has died before her! Death more awful, more 
tragical, than any that befals the body ! Where should 
we lay this scene ? When should we date such a tragedy 
as this ? In the year 1845, in any street or place of the 
West-end of London, shall we be told that the poet of 
civilization of the present day has no vocation, no truth 
to announce, no duty to fulfil, no moral to develope, no 
struggle to depict, no pathos to awaken ? 

" The ideal-faculty is eminently real. First, in its 
effect. It gives a language to the popular heart : it 
dives into the struggling instincts of justice, love, and 
beauty, which lie in the depths of our nature, and endows 
them with speech, order, and definition. The cry of the 
poet is the voice of the world ! The grand affirmations 
of justice, the fair pictures of virtue, which take their 
being from the poet's mind, are gradually recognised as 
feelings and principles by all mankind. The battle-fields 
of freedom are not only consecrated to the heroism that 
fought, but to the genius that inspired. The equitably 
laws, which are the monuments of legislation* are also 
monuments to the great spirits, whose harps have echoed 
those lofty truths upon which all right legislation rests. 
There is not a leaf of history over which enthusiasm 
kindles, — not a page of the statute-book, over which 
mercy smiles, which has not been dictated by the ideal. 
Lastly, it is real in its nature and its associations. The 
pathos which moves our tears for the calamity of the 
fabled hero, is the weight of our sympathy with human 
suffering, embodied in a character. So of all imaginative 
attributes ; it is the reality with which an author can 
tell his story that makes his pictures of feeling real. The 
susceptibilities of a great mind, though wide enough to 
embrace a woirld, are delicate enough to take the im- 
pression of a leaf. And this reality throughout is 
the common attribute of the existences around us. 
Sow suggestions in a generous soul, and it brings them 
forth principles. Society with its changing pageants; 
retirement with its subtle and speculative musings ; the 
endearments of home ; the adventurings of travel ; 
the combinations of cloud and sunshine ; the variety of 
tints in nature's ever-shifting panorama; the scorn of 
pride, the growth of friendship, the prosecution of po- 
pularity, love and enmity, — whatever brightens or darkens 
its life, its mystic origin, its complicated course, the so- 
lemn shadow of death, which conceals its track through 
the- infinite, — these are amongst the realities which edu- 
cate, through hope and fear, through ecstasy and pain, 
the spirit of genius; which hereafter frees them from 
their taint of inconsistency, softens their harshness, 
brightens their gloom, purifies their joy, and traces 
throughout the vast and intricate series, one unbroken law 
of good, which it b its office and delight to manifest." 
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THE STREETS. 
Great good oft springs from *' common things," and exquisite Ideal 
Will make ito ^ay with holj ray among the Hard and Real ; 
Upon the beaten road of Life, it is the crystal gate, 
Through which we all must pass who seek to taste our Eden state. 
Tb with us erer in the town, thank God its halo falls 
Upon the highway path, as weU as in the Temple halls ; 
And how my bosom cherishes the first delights it had 
In those strange sympathies of Love that make us good and glad 
For I was bom no rich man*s child, and all my " spirit-treaU," 
Were spread in greatest plenitude about the crowded *' Streets." 

I saw the foreign '* image-man" set down his laden stand, 

I lingered there and coveted the Beauty that I scanned ; 

The ** Dancing Girl," Che ** Prancing Steed," the '* Gladiator," 

dying. 
The bust of " 2f ilton" dose beside where sinless " Eve" was lying. 
And how I gated with rapture on the ** Hard of Avon's" face, 
With young impulsive worship of its miO^ty »>d grace. 
Oh I by the memory of those hours, I never thrust aside 
A child who stares at lovely things with eyeballs fixed and wide ; 
We may not gauge the flood of light such opening vision meets, 
WhUe bent in joyful wondering on *' Beauty" in the *' Streets." 

How well I knew the organ-boys and how I finely gave 
ICy bal^nny to him who sang " Dunois the young and brave," 
Bow wistfully I eoaxed my guide to take me to the spot, 
Where old Blind Arthur's fiddle poured the tunes yet unforgot ; 
The " College Hornpipe" stirred my feet, *' Auld Robin Gray" my 

breast. 
But " Nannie wilt thou gang wi' me," I think I liked that beat; 
And how I struggled with the hand that would not let me stay 
As long as I would fsin have done, to bear that minstrel play ; 
Oh I let me list what strains I may, I know my heart ne'er beats 
Such pevfeei time as then it did to music in the " Streets." 

I loved, as childhood ever loves, the blossoms of the earth, 

I had no garden of my own and watched no rose's birth { 

But I could walk abroad and see the daffodils arrayed 

With violets, and I could touch the basket where they laid, 

And I could ask the tired girl to teU me all she knew 

About the crocuses she sold, and how and where they grew ; 

And I oonld buy a tiny bunch to serve me as a shrine. 

Where many a time my heart knelt down with feeling all divine. 

Ah me I Ah me t no bloom can be encircled with such sweets, 

Asthoae poor simple " bowpots" were— those flowers in the "Streets." 

Ah 1 wdi it is for human truth and well for human joy, 

That God thus flings a rainbow hope which Sin can ne'er destroy. 

That '* common things," can lure us on and firmly raise us up. 

And shed the HyUa honey-drop within the humblest cup, 

Who scorns the " conunon " sculpture art, that poor men's pence 

can buy, 
That ailendy invokes our soul to lift itself on high 7 
Who shall revile the " common" tunes that haunt us as we go 7 
Who shall despise the common bloom that scents the market-row 7 
Oh I let us bless the ** Beautiful " that ever lives and greeU 
Our spirits in the music and the flowers of the " Streets." 

Eliza Cook. 



TBK PRBSBNT. 

la order to enjoy the present, it ia neeessarj to be in- 
tent on the present. To be doing one thing and thinking 
of another is a very unsatisfactory mode of spending life. 
Some people are always wishing themselves somewhere but 
where they are, or thinking of something else thftn which 
they are doing, or of somebody else than to whom they are 
speaking. Tb§ is the way to enjoy nothing well, and to 
please nobody. It is better to be interested with inferior 
persons and inferior things, than to be indifferent with the 
best. A principal cause of this indifference is the adoption 
of other people's tastes, instead of the cultiTation of our 
own, the pursuit after that for which we are not fitted, 
and to which consequently, we are not in reality inclined. 
TbiB folly pervades more or less all classes, and arises 
from the error of building our enjoyment on the false 
foundation of the world's opinion, instead of being, with 
due regard to others, each our own world. 



DIAMOND DUST. 

The most harmless men are not on that aoocMUit 
without enemies, particularly if they add to pmdenoe 
plain and honest speaking, for nothing excites some per- 
sons to violence more than the spectacle of that aelf- 
coUectedoess and self-respect which they do not feel in 
themselves. 

Cunning conquers force, force can subdue numbers, 
intellect can master courage, but love subdues all. 

FXvouRiTEs. — Persons undervalued by the many 
because they are overvalued by one. 

SoLiTUDB with nature is often the most congenial 
feeling to the human mind, but in the once-crowded 
dwelling of household mirth and happiness — amid the 
vacant apartments, the echoing stairs, the extinguished 
hearths — what heart but must sink beneath the pressure 
of a solitude so unnatural, so haunted by the phantoms 
of departed joys. 

He thaC enlarges his curiosity after the works of 
nature demonstrably multiplies the inlets to happinesa. 

Chbkrfulnkss. — ^The best hynm to the Divinity. He 
to whom God is pleasant, is pleasant to God. 

Agk without cheerfulness is a Lapland without a sun. 

We should treat futurity as an aged friend, from whom 
we expect a rich legacy. 

Be grateful for small benefits; it shows that you 
esteem men's minds — ^not their trash. 

Just praise is only a debt, but flattery is a present 

Plain dealing is a jewel, but they that wear it are oat 
of fashion. 

To be furious in religion is to be izreligionsly religious ; 
it were better to be of no church than to be bitter of any. 

The vine bears three kinds of grapes: the first of 
pleasure, the second of drunkenness, and the third of 
repentance. 

Truth will be uppermost one time or other, like 
cork, though kept down in the water. 

There is never wanting some good-natured person to 
send a man an account of what he has no mind to hear. 

Occupation, action of any kind, is as opposed to 
sentimentality, as fire to water; and a few yean of labour 
or study, even a few months or weeks, will bring a young 
head into the right track. 

To fancy ourselves giants is a sure sign that we are 
dwarfs. None but very little men ever imagine them- 
selves to be the perfection of height and symmetry. 

A FALSE friend is like a shadow on a dial-plate which 
appeara in fine weather, but vanishes at the approach of 
adoud 

The natural alone is permanent. Fantastic idols may 
be worshipped for a while, but at length they are over- 
turned by the continual and silent proffers of truth, as 
the grim statues of Copar have been pushed from their 
pedestals by the growth of forest-trees, whose seeds were 
sown by the wind in the ruined walls. 

Idleness is the dead sea that swallows all virtue and 
the self-made sepulchre of a living man. 

Those who befriend genius, when it is straggling for 
distinction, befriend the world, and their names should 
be held in remembrance. 

To be happy at home is the ultimate result of all 
ambition, and the end to which every enterprise and' 
labour tends, and of which every desire prompts the 
prosecution. 

Printed and Publisbed for the Proprietor, by Joair Owsir Ci.AttftS, 
(of No. 9, Hemingford Terrace, East, in tbe Paxish of St. If nr, 
Islington, in the Coun^ of Middlesex) at bis Printing Oflee, 
No. S, Raquet Court, Fleet Street, in tbe Pariah of St. BiMe, 
in the City of London, Satuxdaj, March 9i 1850. 
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WORKING-CIMSa BENEFIT SOCIETIES. 
Ahono tha Quur excellent i 



ntjBMB, been extending among the working cliMW, 

m their Benefit or Friendly Societiea. These c<»t to a 
mach greater eilont than isgenenllf imagined, and under 



The most DOTnerona body ia the Mancheiter Unitf of 
Odd FiOloin, conusting of aboat 260,000 members ; and 
probablj the next in point of Dumbera ii the Grand United 
Order of Odd Fellows, which includes abont 60,000 
memberi. There are alio man; other orders of Odd 
Fellows, and there are the Ancient Dmids, the Faresters, 
theGardenen, the Ancient Mariners, the Knights T?m - 
plara, the Hechobitei and Templars of Ssxaroth (Tee- 
totallers), the Shepherds, the Shepherdesses, tho Ancient 
RomanB, the orders of the Ark, the Golden Fleece, the 
Feacefnl Dotc, and manj more. 

Under rarious names, the objects of sU these societies 
are the Sacw, namely, the relief of the members in time 
of siokness, and the payment of a Bied stun at their 
death, — the reqnisite fends being provided bj means of 
B small weekly contribution from each member. Pro- 
bably not less than two millions of the working popu- 
lation of Great Britain and Ireland are, during times of 
sickness and diitreea, dependent in a great measure on 
these societies for nipport; and, of this nomber, nearly 
one-half {including women and children) are dependent 
on the Manchester Unity. In 1B46, this last-named 
society expended no less than i;i07,t4O in the relief of 
its members during sicknesi; ^^62,742 for Funeral-money ; 
and ;f32,42i for surgeons' salaries and attendance. In 
1S47, its income was abont ,£340,000, and its resened 
fand abont :£'200,000. These figures will serre to give 
the reader an idea of the gigantic stature to which these 
working-men's socistiea hate reached. 

It woold not be easy to OTer-eitimate the Tsloe of such 
institntions to the irorking classes. They are schools in 
which they learn and practice the great lesson of self- 
help. One of their most excellent features is, their 
thoroughly popular origin. They are not the oKpring 
of a sickly patronage, bat hare bad an entirely spon- 
taneous growth, and ere rooted deep in that manly feeling 
of self-reliance and self-dependence which, we trust, will 
gTer continue to bo a prominent chatvderistic of our 



Industrious dasses. The moral example which the mem- 
bers of these larions oideri gire to society at large is 
admlnble, illustrating the Tirtue of economy, prudent 
forethought, mutual and brotherly aid, and praviiioi 
the bereaTed and the helpless in their time of need. B; 
contributing to these societies, they form. as it were, a little 
fund of savings, on which they are enabled to recline 
when overtaken by disease, instead of doing a violencs 
to their sense of self-respect, by soliciting aid from the 
Union 01 the Workhouse. 

The specific means and objects of these working-class 
benefit societies may be thus briefly stated. Each mem- 
ber is required to pay a contribution to the society of 
about fourpence-hslfpennya week ; and the benefits given 
in return for this generally are, an allowance of 10s. a 
week, with free medicines and medical attendance in tima 
of sickness; a payment of ^10 on the death of a mem- 
ber, and of from £b to £7 on the death of a member's 
wife. Tho societies are mostly what arc called " Sc 
Sodeties;" that is, they have signs, pass-words, and 
forms, known only to the initiated i and many of them 
clothe their officers in a peculiar gaih, with badges, &c. ; 
but the signs and pass-wordf, as well as the dresses, form 
no proper part of the business of the socieliej, whic 
mainly that of nlTording help to their members in tin 
sickness, or to their families at their death; and probably 
before long the pass-words, signs, and dresses will be dis- 
pensed with altogether. 

The societies do not merely confine thcmselvca to these 
special objects. In many of the targe towns they ai 
centres of educational activity. Various schemes of be- 
nerolence are set on foot by them : for instance in 1B47, 
the members of the Mandiester Unity eontribnted f 1000 
to the distressed Irish. They have also, in many towns, 
formed Literary Institutes, Mutual Instruction Classes, 
and established libraries and resding-iuoma for the benefit 
of then- members. The buiiiicss of the society trains 
the members for other active social work besides that in 
which they are more immediately engaged ; and the issue 
is observed in an increasing mental activity amon; 
working classes generally. 

It ooght also tD bo added, that tho members of these 
societies are a highly moral class; m fact, they are II 
/Ute of the working men. Out of the 260,000 members 
of the Manchester Unit; in the year I84G, only 32 were 
expelled during the first qnartur of thU year— namely. 
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for violation of the general laws 19, for felony 2, for 
defrauding their respective lodges 7, for gcacral bad con- 
duct 3, and for imposing on the lodge 1, — exhibiting 
indications of a morality and good conduct, such as, 
perhaps, no other body of men of equal numbers in this 
country can excel. 

Noir, admirable though the objects of these societies 
confessedly are, and great and beneficial though these 
results assuredly have been, we are far from saying that 
they are all that they ought to be, or all that we firmly 
believe they will yet become. They have thehr faults — 
as what human institutions have not ? They were first 
called into existence by an extensive want, felt by the 
working classes to be unprovided for ; they arose out of 
the necessities of the moment, at a time when the prin- 
ciples of life and sickness assurance were much less studied 
and understood than they now are ; when observations 
as to the expectancy of life and health were few and im- 
perfect ; and accordingly, in many respectb, the constitu- 
tion of the working-class benefit societies has been, and 
still continues to be, in many respects imperfect. We 
believe, however, that they are in a position to remedy 
all such defects in their organization, and that the Odd 
Fellows' Societies, and such like, are yet destined to be- 
come, what the Committee of the House of Lords lately 
pronounced them capable of being — " thegreatnt tcumo- 
miciu insiitution ^f modem timet,** - Their chief glory 
will ever be, in their having first taught the working men 
of England the most precious and invaluable lesson of 
self-respect and self-help. 

Probably the most important defect in the working- 
cUas benefit societies now under consideration, is the 
insufficient rates of subscriptions of the members. Strong 
doubts are abroad as to the solvency of the Orders ; and 
Mr. Neison, the eminent actu^y, some time ago, pub- 
lished the result of very extensive inquiry and observation 
on this subject, the summary of which may be thus 
stated:— 

That, whereas the annual contribution of each member 
of a benefit society — ^to secure 10s. a week sick allow- 
ance, j^lO on the death of a member, and £b on the 
death of a member's wife, ought to be £l 19s. 5d., it in 
reality », in most of the societies of the Odd Fellows' 
Order only £l 2s. 9d. per annum, or about 42 per cent 
less than it ought to be, in order to enable such societies 
to fulfil their engagements to their members: and he 
consequently predicts the bankruptcy of the societies 
within a few years. 

Now, this point must at once be admitted to be one of 
very great importance. Benefit societies of all kinds 
ou^t to be able to keep the promises they hold out 
to the public, as inducements to join them. It is 
clearly the interest of the members themselves that this 
should be so. For, in what position is the working man 
who, after contributing, for say ten years, to the funds of 
his lodge, or above £10 sterling, finds tlMt the funds are 
insufficient to meet his fiur claims, when sidmen at length 
falls upon him, and on the faith of receiving which he 
had for so many years punctually paid his instalments ? 
Will he not be r^y to say, that something like a decep- 
tion has been practised on him, especially after it had 
been proved that the weekly contribution required of 
him was altogether insufficient to keep his lodge in a state 
of solvency ? And, we regret to say, that the instances 
in which the lodge-box has been closed for want of funds, 
are by far too numerous. Surely it is the unquestionable 
interest of all the members of benefit societies that such 
instances of bankruptcy should never occur 1 

The extensive aeries of observations which have been 
made of late years by able actuaries, and the accurate 
calculations based upon them, have removed all difficulty 
in the way of determining what the proper rates of con- 
tribution of members at different ages ought to be. Odd 
Fellowa' aocietles have within tlieniaelves, indeed, the 



means of furnishing a large mass of observations as to 
the probabilities of sickness and death among their mem- 
bers. Their extensive organization, and the large and 
increasing amount of support whidi they have recently 
received, enable them to provide nearly all the neoessaxy 
data for correct calculations, as to the rates of contribu- 
tions requisite to place them in a thoroughly solvent and 
secure position, under all circumstances. 

Although the actual duration of life, and the average 
amount of sickness of each individual, cannot be knowm, 
yet the average duration, or, as it is called, the pro- 
bability of life, and the average amount of sickness at all 
ages for a succession of years, have been ascertained^ 
with a degree of precision sufficient for all practical pur- 
poses. Take, for example, a large number of persona, 
say 10,000, at any age, a certain determinable propckr- 
tion will die next year, others will survive twenty or forty 
years, or more ; then some will be ill, and frequently fair 
weeks together, others will not in the course of twenty 
years require to be under a doctot^a care ; but if the 
probable numbers who will die in each year, and the 
probable amount of sickness, ean be ascertained, which 
is really the case, it ia obvious that there are data on 
which the value of Assurances can be calculated. The 
proportion of persons in any given mass who die yearly, 
and the proportion who are laid up by sickness yeariy, 
has been ascertained by observations oondttcted" on m 
large scale, and from the data so collected, and by a pro- 
cess strictly inductive, the value of Insurances at all 
ages has been determined. What reason is there, that 
the benefit societies of the working classes should not 
take advantage of such observations, and so modify their 
rates, as to render future failure or inaolveney on their 
part impossible. 

It is clear that the rates of contribution ought to bear 
a due proportion to the ages of the respective members 
of benefit societies, which at present is but imperfectly 
arranged. It is only fair, that the man who enters 
at an early age should have the benefit of the oontribu- 
tions which he pays for a longer average period than the 
member who enters later in life, as well as from the cir- 
cumstance of his paying his contributions durifig the age 
at which his proportion of sickness is likely to be tlie 
least ; and this is arranged in the best kind of assurance 
societies by establishing fbr the younger members, in 
proportion to their age, a lower rate of weekly contri- 
bution, as well as of entry-money, when entry-money 
is required. 

The security and reliability of benefit societies would 
also be increased by a combination of their now separate 
and distinct lodge-funds into a united fund. At present 
lodges with a preponderance of old members^ are avoided 
by the young, and the consequence very often is^ that the 
old lodge, from the heavy sickness of its more aged 
members, becomes unable to meet the claims upon it, 
and the box is closed, or it breaks up. Were the Aiem- 
hers of the various societies combined together in one 
Grand Union, and the rates made sufficient^ any such 
calamity as this could not occur. 

The practice of holding the meetings of the lodges in 
public-houses is also open to mimy objections. Intem- 
perate habits are apt to be formed there, altogether at 
variance with the provident and economical objects of 
benefit societies. It is true, the present practioe has 
originated in necessity, because there were no other places 
of meeting accesrible. In ipany towns, however, this 
objection is being removed ; and Odd Fellows are build- 
ing Halls, and providing places of meeting of their own, 
where temperate men may resort» without any risk of 
contamination or injury to their sense of self-re^iect. 

We confidently look to the speedy improvement of 
the Working-Class Benefit Societies in all these respects. 
There is an anxious desire evinced by the active and 
leading minds in the various orders, to render their 
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societies all that they ought to be, and to keep them 
up with the improved character of the age. We under- 
stand that the Manchester Unity have ordered statistical 
returns from all the lodges in connection with that influ-. 
ential body, with the avowed purpose of making the 
experience of the order itself the basis of an efficient 
table of contributions and entry-money, for the guidance 
of that order ; and, therefore, we expect shortly to see 
this great point of difficulty satisfjeu^rily solred. 



WHAT IS FAME? 

OR THE PA8TOHALK tK S MINOR. 

I. 

"Much as I admire your pastoral, my dear Robes- 
art," said the youngest of two friends, seated together at 
a table upon which lay the slender fragments of a very 
frugal supper, " you cannot persuade me that music can 
express every shade of feeling, still less that it can de- 
scribe or present to us natural objects. By association it 
can awaken within us every feeling, but directly it can only 
excite two feelings, joy and sorrow. If you want music 
to express heroism, fortitude, virtuous resolve, any feel- 
ings, in short, in which joy and sorrow do not enter, why 
you might just as weU require of it to paint a lake or a 
mountain." 

" And do you mean to say, my dear Simon, that I 
have not expressed the song of the linnet, the balmy 
breeze of morning, the awaking of all nature, the 
coming forth of the flock, the meeting of the shepherd 
with his shepherdess ? Do you mean to say that you 
could not count the very pulsations of her heart when 
the storm came on, that you did not see the lightning 
flash, nor hear the thunder roll ? But surely I have ex- 
pressed the returning calm, the thankfulness of the 
innocent maiden ?" 

" Indeed you have not : again and again I tell you that 
you have not. " Your pastorale is a master-piece, never- 
theless it cannot do v'hat music never did — it cannot express 
every circumstance of physical nature, every shade of moral 
feeling. Music is music — and how much is it in being 
80 ! but if you will have it to be also poetry, painting, 
architecture, agriculture, metaphysics, theology, you will 
only make it ridiculous or make it nothing." 

" It is you that would make it nothing, for you say it 
expresses nothing." 

" I say that it is its property, its characteristic, not 
to take any precise form of feeling, to embody any de- 
finite ides, but rather lend itself to be the medium of any 
idea, to take any shade of feeliiig according to the ima- 
gination, the fancy, the present mood, the kind of mind, 
or character of the hearer." 

"But in this case, who would care for music .>" 

" You ought rather to say, that were it otherwise, music 
would be intolerable. Why is it that you can have ten 
times over, an opera, a symphony, or a pastorale, such as 
yours, while you could not listen ten times over in suc- 
cession to the finest tragedy, even were Garrick or 
Talma the performer ? Simply, because poetry, once for 
all, Axes definitely what it means to express ; it rivets the 
mind to one precise idea, feeling, or emotion ; whereas 
music, on the contrary, free as the atmospheric air, takes 
every form, from having itself none. You breathe it, 
you make it your own, and all its magic power is in the 
very vagueness that you will not admit." 

" Ah, my dear friend, had I been allowed but an op- 
portunity of singing my pastorale before the pubUc, 
you would do more justice to my divine art ; I will not 
say to me, for your praise has been such that, had the 
directors of the opera but deemed me worth one-tenth of 
it, I might now have had my path strewed with the laurel- 
crowns, might bo now drinking from public fountains, 
^aced by my statue in white marble. 
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" Crowns and statues I All men are alike," added the 
young democrat, as he flung out of the window his twen- 
tieth cigar, " they must all have stilts of some kind or 
other that, like mountebanks, they may be seen at a 
distance. You are a happy man, Robesart, I would 
rather be in your place than in that of Napoleon — the 
mighty conqueror of Egypt and Italy — ^the glory of the 
arts '' 

" But I am deprived of this glory — my dear pastorale 
cannot be brought out — ^it will never be brought out-*- 
never — ^the thought is too dreadful !" 

" You must banish such thoughts, Robesart, remem- 
ber you are young." 

" You are younger by half." 

" And therefore it is, my dear artist, that I have good 
hope of living to see your musical fame fill the old world 
in which we are now, and the new to which I am hasten- 
ing. But before I leave you, my good, kind Robesart, 
let me conjure you not to suffer ambition to take posses- 
sion of your mind. It is but a waste of life. Fame comes 
of itself, in its own time ; every effort made to hasten it 
does but waste and consume our energies, without bring- 
ing it one moment sooner. It would be better if you 
could despise it altogether ; but, at least, let me entreat 
of you to wait for it patiently. I am but young, yet I 
speak in the fullest confidence that the advice I am giv- 
ing you is sound." 

" Though I cannot disclaim the love of fame, for why 
elsa should I have eomposed my pastorale in D minor) 
yet you need not have any apprehensions as to its in- 
fluence upon me. Fame will always be at too great a 
distance from me to afiect me. There was but one 
avenue to it, and that is closed against me for ever. 
How much, think you, would it cost to get it up at my 
own expense ? Twenty thousand francs.' 

" I only wish I could lend you that sum.' 

** You are not rich, I know. May I ask is your father 
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I am not poor, dear Robesart, but all my property 
is in South America. I have gold mines, which accounts 
for my not having twenty thousand francs to command. 
I hold these mines in dependence upon the Spanish 
Government, for which I work them. It is in my debt, 
has no money to pay, is on bad terms with France, with 
the colonies, with . . ." 

"And so I am to lose you," said the kind-hearted 
artist, feeling, amid more pressing cares, regret for a de- 
parture which would deprive him of the society of the 
young, and cultivated, and studious American, who, full 
of enthusiasm for the fine arts, was determined upon 
every effort for their difi'usion throughout the wide fields 
of America, " I am to lose you at the very moment that I 
lose the only hope of my life. In one week to part from 
a friend, and have my pastorale rejected. I must then 
again resume giving lessons, running my weary rounds 
through the mud for two francs a day. I might have had 
statues to my honour, and I shall soon have no shoes. 
But what is your immediate destination ?" 
Rome, thence to America." 

Rome I the country of Palestrina, the cradle of the 
heavenly maid. Music." 

" Rather say the country of noble hearts, of brave 
liberators, my worthy Robesart." 

" Let it be your first care to repair to the Sistine 
Chapel, and while drinking in for me and for yourself 
the entrancing strains of the great masters, you will re- 
member my pastorale in D minor." 

" I will go first to the ruins of the capitol, and .there 
swear upon my sword to set my country free;" and 
Simon turned upon his friend, from beneath thick bushy 
eyebrows, an eye which, though somewhat sunken, was 
full of fire and expression. 

" So then it seems that you too have ambition, 
notwithstandinc: all your sage varnint^s to me ?' 
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THE NBGLECTBD POET. 

A puct sat musing 

One nr^^ht on his stool, 
Poor fool ! 

On his three-legi^ed stool ; 
The cold wind was high 

And his cold (Ire low, 
And closer he crouched 

With a Bonowful " Oh ! " 
As silently o'er it 

Each little coal drew 
Its hood of gre? ashes 

And bade him adieu I 
And sad was his rousing 

That night on his stool. 
Poor fool I 

On his three-legged stool. 

The mow was descending, 

He heard now and then, 
Again, 

And atill now and then, 
A UtUe flake*s foot 

Stepping spitefully on 
The few coals, as though 

It wished them all gone I 
'Twas so like the voices 

Of triumph and acorn 
Coming angrily down 

On the meek and forlorn ! 
And no. was his musing 

That night on his stool, 
Poor fool ! 

On his three-legged stool. 



ffis ganet was open 

And through the cracks walked, 
And talked, 

Thfough every crack walked 
The cold cruel winds. 

That seemed with a hisa 
And a laugh to ciy out 

Here he is ! Here he is I 
Vet thought he not so much 

Of cold winds and snows. 
As man's icy charity 

Colder than those I 
And sad was his musing 

That night on his stool, 
Poor fool I 

On his three>legged stool. 

la aickwess and sorrow 

He suifered alone, 
Unknown. 

He bore all alone. 
And <^B he turned 

On his pillow to lean 
Hia thin fevered cheek 

Where the tears hadn't been 
But ah I it was dampened 

So thoroughly o'er. 
At last he lay quiet 

And worried no more t 
And sad was his musing 

That night on his stool. 
Poor fool I 

On his three-legged stool. 

Hia sweet songs had moved them, 

Moved millions to tears. 
Through years. 

To joy and to tears. 
But there in his garret 

So cheerless and dim, 
None ever came near 

To shed one fbr him ; 
An coldly they passed him 



To sneer and reprove. 
For he had no money 

And they had no love 1 
And sad was his musing 

That night on his stool. 
Poor fool I 

On hia three-legged stool. 

Yet still he continued 

To tune his great heart, 
Apart, 

To tune hb great heart 
In unison with 

Hie solemn sad roar 
That erer comes up 

From time's sounding shore. 
To brood over nightly. 

Brood over each morrow. 
Each poor brother's meaaurc 

Of sadness and sorrow, 
And sad was his musing 

That night on his stool, 
Poor fool 1 

On his three-legged stool. 



C. W. A. 



MY FIRST LOVE. 

Thbrb are probably bat few men among xts(to say 
nothing of the women !) who have not some pleasini^ 
recollections of a school-boy passion. For my part I 
frankly confess that I am not of that few. With the 
memory of the time when I used to study at night, that I 
might devote the day, school hours and all, to innocent 
amusements, such as playiog " fox and geese," and 
" tick-tack-tow," behind the teacher's back, and sliding 
down-hill, snapping the whip, and playing ball during the 
intermission — ^with the memory of that happy time, I 
say, is associated the reminiscence of a boyish love. I 
had my Mary, and I was ai» devoted to her as ever Byron 
was to his. I was her companion, her servant, and her 
poet. We went together to pick up beech-nuts, and to 
dig roots in the woods. I used to go for water when she 
was thirsty, and to hold her bonnet, when she wished to 
crawl through holes in the fence. I was with her con- 
tinually, whether it was her pleasure to see-saw, to jump 
the rope, or to wander across the fields. 

During the school hours I was not the less attentive 
to my " Mary." I was thinking of her when I should 
have been thinking of my lessons, and when I should 
have been writing " copies," I was sending billets-dou: 
to her across the school-house, or keeping up a tender 
correspondence vrith her on slates. Of course, my first 
attempts at poetry consisted of " Verses to Mary.** 

The teachers sometimes used to let us go out doors 
and study, during the pleasant weather, either because 
they believed us when we asserted that we could learn onz 
lessons quicker in the open air, or, what is more probable, 
because they were anxious to get as many of the noisy 
ones as possible out of the way. At any rKte they used 
to permit the girls, two or three in number, to take their 
books and sit on the grass on one side of the school- 
house, and the boys to enjoy the same privilege on the 
other. It is needless to say, that the girls and boys had 
an unaccountable yearning to disobey the teachers, and 
get together; and that on such occasions I was always to 
be found on the wrong side of the school-house, chatting 
" wetty sentiments" to my Mary. 

That I loved my Mary, with all the strength and purity 
of which the young and untaught heart is capable, is my 
sincere belief; and I have not a doubt but that she reci- 
procated my tenderness. But she was fond of mischief, 
and delighted to torment me with jealousy. This she 
was well able to do, for I had a rival who was almost 
as assiduous as myself. F^«d B— wasa gay young 
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spark, and I was horribly jealous of him, the more 
BO when Mary would sometimes leave my society for his. 

One night there was a " spelling-school." Mary had 
promised me that she would be at the school-house early, 
and of course I went to meet her, and enjoy a short 
season of tenderness before the evening exercises began. 

But I was destined to suffer some chagrin. Fred B 

was there before me, and when I arrived, I found him 
and Mary on quite too intimate terms to suit my jealous 
nature. 

The candles were lighted. Mary sat on one of the 
front seats, with a broad table directly before her, and 
Fred was at the extremity of the table, by which he was 
prevented from making any very near approaches to the 
object of our joint attachment. 

While the few scholars who had arrived were enjoying 
themselves exceedingly, before the evening exercises com- 
menced, I sat apart, gloomy and sullen, watching with a 
jealous, angry eye, the movements of my rival. At lengthy 
to my infinite relief, Fred ran to join the sports of his 
fellow-pupils, and Mary was left alone. She beckoned 
to me to come and sit with her, but I meant to make her 
feel my resentment ; and much as I wished to speak to 
her, I scrupulously turned my eyes to another quarter of 
the house. 

Soon the candles were blown out by some mis- 
chievous scholars, and the room was involved in total 
darkness. 

" Now," thought I, forgetting my resentment, ** now 
is the time to make up with Mary." 

In a moment I was by her side. The table prevented 
me from approaching too closely, but I whispered her 
name, and, reaching over, succeeded in getting hold of her 
hand. I heard a shuflling — I felt that she was removing 
my hand firom the one I held of hers to the other; and 
then I felt a gentle squeeze. My heart leaped to my 
throat with pleasurable emotions. I returned the 
pressure, and was delighted to feel her fair hand squeeze 
mine with greater ardour than before. I forgot Fred 
in a moment. 
Do you love me ?" I whispered passionately. 
Dearly 1 " was the reply. 

" Oh I I am but too happy I '' I sighed. 

" But you do not love me/' I heard in another 
whisper. 

" You know I do !" I exclaimed, almost speaking aloud 
— " you know I do I" 

The fair hand which held my own, squeezed it harder 
than ever. I returned the pressure more ardently than 
before. Indeed, I was about pushing the table aside, 
that I might approach my Mary more nearly, and em- 
brace her, when — a candle was lighted. 

" Ha 1 ha I ha 1 " laughed a Ught, ringing voice^ dl- 
rectly behind me. 

I started in surprise— for that was Mary's voice I I 
looked for her in the seat she had occupied a moment 
before, but she was not there ; and the hand I had been 
squeezing so ardently — that hand, reader, was the hand 
of my rival I 

Like myself, he had flown to Mary's side the moment 
the lights were extinguished ; and she had managed, after 
pUdng my hand within that of my rival, to glide out of 
her seat unobserved. And thus she had left us, whisper- 
ing love to each other, and squeezing each other^s hand 
across the tablet 
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THE TOWN MUSICIANS OF BREMEN. 

FROM THB OBRMAK. 

An aes, wno for many long years had faithfully served his 
master, became at length weak with age, and unfit for toil. 
Then food and shelter were begrudged him, and the 
useless servant was looked on with an evil eye. He left 



the inhospitable roof, resolved to earn or beg his liring as 
he could. Oppressed with sad and anxious thoughts, 
he wandered here and there until he found himself on 
the road to Bremen. " There," thought he, " I will be 
town musician." 

He had not proceeded far on his journey, when he 
saw by thd road-side a hound who panted for breath. 

"How now, Hold-fast?" 

" Alas '. " said the Hound, " I am old ; each day I get 
weaker, and lag in the chase; therefore, my master 
wishes to kill me. I have fled, but how shall I now gain 
my bread ?" 

" Friend," replied the Ass, " I am going to try my 
fortune in Bremen, as town musician ; come with me, I 
will play the lute, you shall beat the kettle-drum." 

The hound jumped at the proposal, and the partners 
went on together. Not long after they came to a caX, 
sitting at the foot of a tree, with an aspect as dismal as 
three days of rain. 

" How goes it with you, old Beard- wiper?" cried the 
Ass. 

" Who can be merry," returned the Cat, " when the 
stone is ready for his neck ? Because I am somewhat 
advanced in years, my teeth are not as sharp as they have 
been, and I would rather sit behind the stove and purr 
than hunt the mice; therefore, my old woman wants to 
drown me. I have run away, but how shall I live 
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" Go with us to Bremen ; you understand serenading ; 
join our band of town musicians." 

The desponding cat consented, and the three wanderers 
joarneyed on until they arrived at a farm-yard, upon the 
gate of which was perdied an old cock, who crowed with 
all his might. 

" Your shrieks pierce ray bones and marrow," said the 
Ass, " what ails you ? " 

" Alack-a-dayl" replied the Cock, " although I pro- 
phesied fine weather, that the mistress might wash her 
god-child's little shirts, and dry them well, her heart is 
hard ; she has no pity : to-morrow guests are coming, 
and she has told the cook to make soup of me ; to-night 
my head is to be cut ofi* I will scream while breath is 
left in me ! " 

" Poor Red-head," said the Ass, " go with us to Bre- 
men ; you will certainly find something there better than 
death. You have a good voice — it only wants style." 

The Cock was pleased with the proposal, and they all 
four went on together. Bremen, however, was too distant 
to be reached that day, so they resolved to pass the night 
in a wood, at which they arrived about evening. The 
Ass and the Hound stretched themselves beneath a wide- 
spreading tree, the Cat climbed ludf-way up, and the Cock 
flew to the top. Before he composed himself to sleep, he 
looked towards the four winds of heaven, and thought 
he perceived far away a little glimmering spark. He gave 
the alarm, and they all roused up, and looked around. 

" Here," said Grey-coat, " is poor accommodation ; let 
us go on." 

" Truly," cried Hold-fiut, " a few bones, with a little 
meat on them, would do me good." 

They hastily set off for the dwelling whence shone the 
light; it beamed brightly as they approached; at last 
they stood before a house belonging to robbers. The 
Ass, being the tallest, peeped in at the window. 

"What see you. Grey-coat ?" asked the Cock. 

" Huxrah," cried the Ass, " I see a well-covered table^ 
and some right merry robbers around it I " 

" I wish we were there 1 " quoth Red -head." 

" I wish we were there !" whined the Hound. 

The hungry musicians held a council, as to how they 
should bring the men forth and get in themselves ; at 
length they devised the means. The Ass placed himself 
at the window, with his fore-feet on the sill, the Hound 
mounted on the Ass's back, the Cat clambered on top of 
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the Hounri, and the Cock perched himself on the Cat* s 
head. Then, at a signal, they struck up their music the 
Ass brayed, the Hound barked, the Cat mewed, the Cock 
crowed, and, smashing the glass, they sprang through the 
window into the room. The robbers, frightened by the 
horrid clamour, fled, trembling to the wood, whiUt the 
adventurers seated themselves at the vacated table, and 
ate as though they had farted a month. 

At length, having sufficiently regaled themselves, and 
extinguished the light, each sought a slccping-place 
suited to his nature and habits. The Ass laid down on 
the dang-hill, the Hound stretched behind the door, the 
Cat on the hearth, close to the warm ashes, and the Cock 
perched himself on the hen-roost ; they were tired with 
long travelling, and soon were sound asleep . 

Towards midnight the robbers ventured from the wood, 
the lights in the house were out, and all was still. One 
of the band was sent to search the dwelling ; he found 
all quiet, and went to the kitchen to get a light ; he saw 
the glowing, fiery eyes of the Cat, and mistaking them for 
burning coals, tried to light his match by them. But the 
Cat did not understand the joke, and spitting and scratch- 
ing, sprang in his face. Terror-stricken, he turned to 
rush through the back-door, and, as he passed, the 
Hound, which lay behind it, bit his leg ; the Ass gave him 
a kick with his hind legs a<) he ran by the dung-hill, and 
the Cock, aroused by the uproar, screamed from his roost 
a shrill 

" Cock-a-doodle-doo ! " 

Pale and breathless, the frightened wretch reached his 
companions. " In the house," gasped he, " is a frightful 
witch, the marks of her long nails are on my face ; by 
the back-door stands a man with a knife-^behold the 
gash he made in ray leg ; in the yard lies a black spectre 
that struck me as I passed with a great club ; and from 
the roof I heard a voice that cried — 

' Bring the bad man here !' 

Then I fled." 

The robbers feared to approach again near the haunted 
house, and the four town musicians of Bremen were too 
well-lodged to come forth. 



WHAT I AM. 

It it not what I uem, 
My nunnen or pretence, 

Flashed hi the burning dream 
Of outward sense. 

It is not what I say. 

Or what believe, 
Tho* notions clear u day 

My intellect receive. 

It is not what I do, 

Aa even that ma j be 
Tbt gilded shadow due 

To custom's potency. 

'Tls what I am within 

M J hidden breast- 
Dark, heaving with the love of Sin, 

Or with bright Truth at rest. 



J. A. 



HEALTH UNDERVALURD. 

Such is the power of health that, without its co- 
operation, every other comfort is torpid and lifeless, as the 
powers of vegetation without tho sun. And yet this bliss 
is commonly thrown away in thoughtless negligence, or 
in foolish expmiments on our own strength ; we let it 
perish without remembering its value, or waste it to 
show how much we have to spare; it is sometimes 
given up to the management of levity and chance, and 
lometimes sold for the applause of jollity and dc- 

nchery. 



LUCY DEAN; 
THE NOBLE NEEDLEWOMAN. 

BY 8ILVEBPEN. 

" The poorer riassea are ignorant of what a paradne a colony t«. 
If they only knew what a colony is for people of their daaa, they 
would prefer emtgrating to getting double wages here ; and bow 

flad ther wou d be to get double wag^s here need not be stated, 
hare ottcn thought that if pains were taken to make the poorest 
class in this country really and truly airarc of what awaits emigiaftts 
of their class, and if a »uitable machinery were established for 
enabling them to emigrate, and get into coiploymeat by ujraas of 
money saved by themselves here, enough of them would ^tmgnax 
to cause a rise of wages for those who remained behind. At 
present, speaking of the class generally, they know hardly any tbiag 
about colonies, and still less about whAt Ihey ought to do in order 
to reach a colony, even if they could have wherewith to pay for the 
passa^. The colonies arc not attractive to them aa a dnsa, hare 
no existence aa far as they know, never occupy Uteir thoughts for a 
moment. That they have not much inclination to emigrate should 
surprise nobody."— Wakefield's Art of ColofUKation^ p. 13". 

" In trade, navigation, war, and poKticit^ia all buainctit of a 
public nature, except works of benevolence and coionisatioa — the 
stronger sex alone take aa active pari ; but. in colonisation, womea 
have a part mo important that all depends on their parlicipatioa in 
the work. There is another proposition which I think you will 
adopt as readily ; it is that, in every rank, the best sort of women for 
colonists are those to whom religion is a rule, a guide, a stay, and 
a comfort. You might persuade religious men to emigrate, and 
vet, in time, have a colony of which the morals and manners would 
be detestable ; but, if ;ou persuade rriigious women to emigrate, 
the whole colony will be comparatively virtoons and polite. As 
respects morals and manners, it is of little importance what 
colonial fathers are in comparison with what the mothers are. It 
was the matrons more than the fathers of the New Engkmd 
Pilgrimage, that stamped the character of Masaaehusetta and 
Connecticut ; that made New England, for a lonit while, the finest 
piece of colonization the world has exhibited."— I(6i4l, p. 157. 

" There are thousands now 
Such women, but convention beats them down ; . 
It ia but bringing up { no more than that." 

TeaNjrsoM's Prineesa, 

It twinkled dully, shot up fitfully, with a sickly gtare, 
then sunk down into the socket of the battered candle^ 
stick ; and thus the last morsel of the hard-earned candle 
gone, the frosty, brilliant, wintry moon shimmered in 
coldly through the attic window, and gleaming down 
(perhaps in heavenly pity) in arrowy points of ii^f, fell 
on the now still needle, and the cold, half-rigid, half 
corpse* like, fingers of the seamstress. 

lliere was but one ; a pale thin woman of, perhaps, 
thirty years of age, but looking older by ftill ten or fifteen 
years ; for care and sorrow had left their visible impress* 
ment on her grave and earnest face. 

After bending her face awhile upon her upraised hands 
(upon which more pityingly, and more broadly, streamed 
down the rich refulgence of the heavenly moon) she rose, 
fetched a piece of worn brown paper from out a darkened 
comer of the room, tied two finished shirts within it» 
and then dressed herself in a very thin and rusty-coloured 
mourning shawl, and an old straw bonnet. 

Thus dressed, with the old worn paper parcel on her 
arm, she had reached the door, when she abruptly paused 
again, and speaking, as though some one sat within the 
shadows of the room : " No I no I if s no use gCHng^ 
especially at night, when Mrs. Moss has got her son 
Moses there, for, if she's hard by day, she's harder then. 
No ! no ! Sweet must go, — for he's the last thing left 
.saving Nelly's little childish locket — for Lawrence is dead, 

and can never hear Sweet sing again ; but she .'* 

She spoke no more, even to those shadows of the room» 
but only to her own soul, whose tears of anguish nined 
through her wasted fingers, on to the faded signs of 
death and buriaL 

When calmer, she returned again within the shadows 
of the miserable room, for, having a sloping roof, it mmm 
very dark, except just round the window ; brought m 
tattered handkerchief, or apron, from a baulk or shelf, 
and, going to the window, took down a bird-cage, opened 
its little door, and put her hand within. Though cold — 
for that poor room was very cold — and wItJi its little 
head tucked beneath its wing, the bird, in an tnsfcant. 
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was aroused oy the hand which toache<l it, and caressing 
it, and nestling to it, with a marvellous fondness and 
tamcness, which was almost human, flew out on to her 
bosom. When there, it nestled again, rubbing its little 
bill fuU twenty times up and down, till, at last, it perked 
it up, and looked quaintly, keenly, half wistfully, into 
the seamstress's worn, corpse-like face. 

" My Sweet," she said again, " lo?e has saved you 
many times, but to-night you must go, for Lawrence can 
no longer hear the pretty notes he taught you, and Nelly's 
gone, and I am starving, without even a candle or thread 
to finish that which will bring a meal. So you must go — 

though if ." Sweet gave here such a chirp of 

love and goodness, which so plainly said, ** sell me, or 
pluck me, or even stop my little cheerful notes for ever, 
so that it bo for your good," that something new of hope 
and strength of resolution sprung up instantly within the 
woman's soul ; and so, caressing the bird anew, she re- 
placed it in the cage, tied the latter carefully up in the 
apron, and pinning together the comers so as to exclude 
the wind, was again returning to the door, when the scene 
from the attic window struck her sight. From this, 
through the gully of a narrow street, the Thames, off 
Laml^th, could be seen ; and now on this, the broad light 
of the splendid wintry moon, pouring itself far down 
within the water's liquid depth, showed clearly upon the 
surface a little boat or skiff, which, urged by one rower 
up against the tide, seemed, whibt within such shadows 
as lay upon the water, to make its way slowly, and by 
monstrous toil ; but once within the fulness of the light, 
though the tide roared against it, even still it shot ahead, 
and was easy to the rower and his scull. 

Though as yet the analogy had had no birth, still some 
inward impulse of the soid made the haggard, starving 
seamstress gaze long and earnestly ; and when she moved 
•way with the bundle of needlework, and locked her 
attic-door, her steps were quicker and firmer than they 
ofken were. 

Though the aharp frosty night-wind must have been 
bitterly felt by one so poorly clad, the woman, after 
crossing Westminster Bridge, carefully avoided the more 
sheltered thoroughfares, and keeping along such narrow 
streets as were little frequented, did not emerge from out 
them, except when no way lay more direct. That she 
bad some strong reason for doing this was evident by 
the timid, wistful, half-pitying, half-stem glances she cast 
before her, when any woman's lightsome step approached, 
or when any crowd blocked up the thoroughfare. At last, 
upon reaching a narrow street, lying on the eastern aide 
of the Temple, she slackened her hitherto rapid steps, 
for herein was the bird-fancier's shop, where she thought, 
as many times as the last year's extreme penury had made 
her think of parting with the bird, she might find it a 
kind master, as, in passing by, she had often observed a 
comfortable, smooth-looking little old man upon the door 
step, and in the windows auch an array of dean cages, 
sparkling tiny fountains, such lumps of sugar and ladies' 
fingers, such seedy plantain, and such yellow-flowered 
groundsel, and such a merry, pecking, pert, hopping, 
flitting, impudent, and roguish set of linnets, blackbirds, 
bulfindies> thrushes, larks, and canaries, as to show that 
this was a sort of bird's Paradise, where carolled notea 
of fields and sunny skies brought summer often there, 
with scented flowers, with rippling brooklets, and with 
waving leaves. 

With k beating heart, and not till she had more than 
ODce snrveyed the tiny, roosting, apparently headlesa 
liunily of Mr. Twiddleting, for such was the name above 
the door, in this wise — " Bratus Twidddlesing's British 
and Foreign Aviary. — ^N. B. Birds taught Popular Airs," 
did the seamstress venture in, to behold Twiddlesing in 
person^ leaning forward leisurely on his counter, a fidr- 
flixed snuff-box, in the shape of a burd's nest, jiut beside 
hia right thnmb and forefinger, into which he now and 



then dipped, or "took an egg," as he said, whilst he dnly 
listened to a tall, thin, barber-like looking man, who, 
dressed in a rusty black dress-coat, monstrously wide for 
him in the back, whilst very short in both the arms and 
flaps, sat on a high stool, and graced the "Twiddlesing 
Aviary" with his parts in speech. 

After some timely patience, the unhappy needlewoman 
was enabled here and there to drop in a wodl or two, which 
in a while were in amount sufficient to inform Twiddlesing 
that she had got a bird with her and wanted to sell it. 
Whereupon the cage was set on the counter, beside the 
snuff-box, the apron unpinned, and Sweet seen. Bratus 
looked gravely, but at last he said, after he had glanced 
at his tidl firiend, 

" But it's an edicated one — and I rarely wentur upon 
old birds, for you can do nothing with em in a singing 
way." 

" Sing !" and the woman ejaculated this, as if a god- 
dess had been asked where her beauty lay, or a rich rose 
its perfume. " Why, not one amongst hundreds could 
sing like it; for a poor brother I had, who was a genius 
in organ-building, and taught it with infinite pains, said 
thatliot one in a hundred would be found like it; and he 
died of decline last spring, it is therefore destitution — 
the last stage of destitution — which forces me to part 
wiUi it; but I want bread, and such is a sad want ." 

Twiddlesing was about to say something, but the tall 
man lifted up his finger, and asked the woman what she 
was. 

" A needlewoman — that is a shirt, a slop, or a waist- 
ooat-maker, just as I can get it to do, though by trade I 
am a better sort of dressmaker ; but in winter time that 
sort of work is slack ; and, even if not so, now I have no 
decent clothes in which I could seek it. Though it is 
only five years since I came up a healthy girl, with a 
mother, three sisters, and a brother, from a distant part 
of Cornwall to London, for the lad had a genius for me- 
chanics, and wisheil to bo apprenticed to an organ-builder ; 

and now all that is left of us is me, and one ." She 

said no more, but stopped abruptly, and bent her face 
upon her rasty shawl. 

" The old tale, tbe old tale," said the tall man paren- 
thetically, rubbing as he spoke the old stained, powdered 
collar of hia rusty coat, with a nenroua sort of movement 
of his right thumb and forefinger — " and have, of coarse, 
been helped a bit by humane people, and are now wofse 
off than before." 

" But once only have I been helped," the woman 
replied, " and that was to bury my mother. But I know 
those who have been helped, only to feel poverty more 
sorely when need came again." 

" Of oonrse, of course," addded the tall man, with a 
triumphant wave of his hand across the counter to Brutus 
Twiddleting, " dear old predons master is again right ; 
never knew him to fail, sir, never ; and this is what he 
said when a man called one morning (knowing hia bounty, 
God bless him) to ask his aid, and I went in and explained 
the thing. 'Indeed, O'FlanaganI well, just feel if I 
have got a button to my pocket, and, if I have, button it, 
for not one guinea shall go to make needles rustier with 
human tears. No, no; but if it were twenty guineas, 
or if even a hundred guineas, to build ships widi, to send 
these human women to lands where they are needed, 
where they might become mothers, and be blessed by the 
hand of nature ; where they might be hiHPpy> and eat o( 
the blessed bread of this blessed earth, they should go ; 
but to put one penny angle in for the needful fishing of a 
mighty ocean, Robert Fortescue never will : so button 
up my pocket, C Flanagan.' This is ji^ what my dear 
old master said," continued the tall man, "and he is a 
good and great lawyer living hard by, and it is emigra* 
tion he means — a-going to oUier lands, where fewer folks 
are, and there working, and marrying, and being happy. 
Did you never hear o' this ?" 
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Something," rejoined the woman, hopelessly and 
vacantly, *' of dreary voyages and desert coantries at the 
end. No, I know Uttle of this matter ; some Cormsh 
people of my native village went out across the seas I 
know, hat, since I have been in London, life has been too 
sore a sf ruf^gle to think of anything but bread. And if 
I even did, what hope is there that one like me could 
change the lot of earning fourpence a day by twelve hours' 
work, and a parish coffin at the close. Hope — ! I 
have ceased to think of that." And the woman laughed 
with the laugh of a broken, des^ierate heart. 

" To look at your face," said the honest wearer of the 
noble lawyer's rusty black, — and here, as he was a bit 
philosophic, he looked profoundly at Twiddlesing, and 
dipt his thumb and finger in the "bird's nest," "you ain't 
one that ought to say that, for there's a deal in this face 
of yours which says you could work through a hard way, 
if you saw hope at the end of it ; and so 
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Well," she interrupted nim, somewhat impatiently, 
" at least this talk won't serve me now. And so (turning 

to Twiddlesing) will you buy the bird or not " 

** I must have time to think of sich a piece of impor- 
tance, as taking into ray aviary a grown*up and edicated 
bird ?" spoke Brutus gravely, "for bad notes is bad things 
ma'am, and I must have time to try his woice ; for, of 
course — 
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Try ?" and there was something Siddonian in the 
voice with which the downcast woman spoke the word, 
" because I am poor, I do not necessarily lie ! But keep 
it till I return, for I have some further way to go, and 
recollect that, in parting with him I part with my life's- 
blood." So saying, she hurried out into the cold bleak 
night air again, leaving Mr. Twiddlesing and his friend, 
O' Flanagan, to take such an amazing amonnt of 
" eggs" out of their bird's nest as to be incredible. 

In a street close upon Aldgate, the needlewoman, after 
speaking to one or two women, ill clad and wretched like 
herself, who came out from the open doorway of a 
mean house, entered through a narrow, dirty-looking 
passage, into a large room lighted by a gas-jet, and across 
which ran some few yards from the door, a very wide 
counter, worn and greasy, like a tailor's board. It was 
piled up with made and unmade work, rolls of calico, 
hanks and reels of sewing cotton, waistcoating, yard 
measures, a great leaded pincushion, pairs of scissors, 
and strips of parchment. In front of this counter, four 
or live miserable women were grouped in the various po- 
sitions of waiting for, receiving, and giving in work, 
whilst Mrs. Moss, a monstrously fat Jewess, very gaudily 
attired, was not only concluding with these women the 
business of the day, but casting also now and then a 
watchful regarding eye to a huge fire-place at the rear of 
the room, over which a little shrimp of a drabbled ser- 
vant was frying a great pan full of fish, whilst before it, 
to keep hot, stood a heaped-up dish of beef-steaks and 
onions, previously fried. In front of this fire stood a 
three-legged table, covered by a dirty cloth, wiped knives, 
Britannia-metal forks and spoons of a sickly yellow hue, 
a jar of pickles, a loaf of bread, and a pewter-pot of 
stout ; whilst, as the viands were not yet put on, nor 
Mrs. Moss yet ready, her only son-and-heir, Mr. Moses 
Moss, shopwalker in a cheap tailoring establishment near 
at hand, had placed his feet, whilst swinging his body back 
with much ease and elegance in a low chair, he showed 
himself off conspicuously to his admiring mother, her 
hungry workers, or the httle wretched cowering fryer of 
the fish. 

This young gentleman, thus elegant and self-indulgent, 
was begiuling the time till the herrings were done, and 
Mrs. Moss at liberty, by the varied divertisements of an 
occasional glance at a small journal or magazine he held 
in his hand, on every finger of which was a bright stoned 
ring, by polling the hair, or viciously nipping the bare 
arms of the miserable little servant; whilst the labour 



attending on such divertisements, as they came round in 
rotation, was refreshed by a taste of the content* of the 
pewter pot. Just as his mother dismissed the other 
women, and turned to the last comer, the before-men- 
tioned cheap book or pamphlet was the object of this 
young gentleman's attention, and a certain passage therein 
greatly exciting his risibility, he read it aloud, in a voice 
strongly nasal, and with a Jewish accent. 

" Veil," he said, when he had arrived at the conclusion, 
" this is jolly, eh ! eh ! Hope and adwice to needle- 
vimen, and creturs like tliia fryer here — ^happy and 
prosperous lands for 'em all — husbands, and no end to 
tea; and peaches by the bushel. Yell, Missis Moss* 
the sooner you put by yard measures and needles the 
better, with such adwice to be had for three halfpence ; 
veil, the end '11 be, I suppose, gents 'II have to make 
their own shirts, or else go vith-hout." And, so comment* 
ing, Mr. Moses gave an additional pull at the stout, and 
nipped the little servant's arm till she shrieked with pain. 
" Now, vaf s it you vant," spoke Mrs. Moss, ad- 
dressing the woman, " 1 thought the dozen fine-fronted 
Irish vas enough for von veek, eh ? or, are you come to 
say they're pawned ? You'd best not," and Mrs. Moss, 
the middlewoman, shook her head in a way which accu- 
rately illustrated from whence Mr. Moss inherited his 
vicious nature. 

Though of a strong and self-possessed choruter, the 
miserable needlewoman was so abashed by the ferodons 
aspect of the Jewess, as to visibly tremble whilst she 
stated her abject need, and, untying the parcel she had 
brought, she laid the two finished shirts on the table. 

"You see, ma'am," she continued, "so much was 
taken off for the last job of waistcoats, owing to the fault 
you found with the match of the stripes, that but six- 
pence was left me for bread or rent, and, as even my 
last candle's end was burnt out to night, I have brought 
those in the hope that you will let me have a trifle as my 
need is very sore." 

" And vaf s that to me," said Mrs. Moss, " ain't it 
al'lays the old tale ; ain't yer aPlays here ?" 

" But twice, ma'am," replied the woman, "once when 

my mother died, and once when " she st<^ped 

abruptly here, and burying her face again in her rusty 
shawl, burst into passionate tears. 

"Oh! oh! oh!" laughed Mrs. Moss, with the 
breadth and depth of the lungs of a Dutch boor, " thy 
pretty sister, eh! But tears ain't the coin wanted 
here, so march, the shirts '11 be safe till thee bring the 
rest, eh! eh! So put out the fish. Peg" (here she 
turned and spoke to her small servant in s voice like 
a trumpet) and my sweet Moses (here she uttered the 
most dulcet treble) get out the case-bottle, I'm tfaed, 
and shall have mm to-night !" So saying, the middle- 
woman cast the two finished shirts on to s shelf at 
her right hand, and waving her huge fat red haod 
peremptorily as a sign for tiie woman to go, locked up 
her till, pocketed the key, and turned towards her ample 
fire-place, and the graces of her bewitching heir. 

The woman had moved slowly to the door, closed it 
after her, and gone thoughtfully onward some few paces 
along the pavement, when she felt her arm touched, and 
turning round, beheld the miserable little object of Mr. 
Moss's spite at her elbow, and who, stuttering out some 
such remark as, " she knowed what it was to be bad off 
for wittles," thrust one of the fried herrings sad a potatoe 
into the woman's hand, and disappeared as qnlcUy back 
again as she had come. 

This touch of pity in a creature so miserably used, ss 
to be more like a hounded dog than one possessing 
human fiesh and blood, begot anew the needlewoman's 
tears, but these not lasting ones, for her thoughts were 
busy with what the Jew had read, and which so stronglj 
bore relation to the conversation in Bmtos Twiddlesing^s 
shop. 
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8he was still fall of these thoughts when she reached 
the bird-fancier's. His shop was now shut up, saving the 
little half window in the door, through which she could 
see that Mr. Brutus, now alone, was seated in a small 
inner room, about six feet square which, nereitheless, had 
a bright fire, and was, aJtogether, as snug as a wren's nest 
A supper, consisting of a dish of saveloys, and bread and 
cheese, was cosily set forth, whilst the little old man, now 
adorned by a woollen night-cap, and comforted by a mug 
of ale, and his pipe on the hob, his " bird's nest," on a 
little three-cornered shelf, which just fitted it, was resting, 
after the daily labours of his aviary, in a capacious arm- 
chair, and with his feet outstretched on the fender. When 
the woman had opened the shop -door, and closing it 
again, advanced towards Mr. Brutas's snug retreat, she was 
amazed to see her bird perched on the forefinger of his 
left hand, whilst, in his right, he held a " lady's finger," 
which the bird, aroused every instant or so by the shrill 
chirps of Brutus, drowsily pecked, and then relapsed 
into that position which very much bespoke a strong in- 
clination to tuck its head up under its wing, and be off in 
a nap. 

'*Come, young woman," spoke Brutus, cheerfully, 
addressing the needlewoman, "just come in here and 
rest a bit, and take a saveloy and a little ale, I want to 
talk to you uncommonly." So sajring, he deposited the 
bird in its cage, and did the hospitable graces of his little 
cheerful fire-side with kindly eagerness. 

" I've taken an uncommon liking to the bird already," 
he continued, when he had placed a portion of his meal 
upon the needlewoman's plate, and poured her out some 
ale, " and think, with a little of my tuition, he'll do. But 
no more o' this, just now, for you look cold, and have 
walked fiir, I daresay." He watched her eat with 
cheerful goodness, his own meal being a mere preteit, 
and, when she looked less cold and hungry, he recom- 
menced the conversation by asking her name. 

" Lucy Dean," she said. 

" Lucy's an uncommon pretty name," he said, " one 
of my last autumn's hatch has that, so now what I mean 
to say is, this, as I've taken a mighty liking. to the bird, 
and so has Mr. O* Flanagan, and that ain't common, for 
he's a special taste in my line, what do ye ask for it ? " 

" Alas," spoke the woman, " little as I have left on 
earth, the bird is very precious to me, for if I only knew 
of certain bread, a hundred pounds wouldn't buy it, 
but as it is, it must go. Suppose then I say five shil- 
lings — it's worth at least five poimds, but then you'd be 
kind, and would perhaps let me come in and look at 
it sometimes." 

" Five shillings would be useful, eh ? " asked Bratusj 
evading her last question. 

" A fortune," she said. " Oh God, that such a sum, 
so small to many, should be so large to others, as to have 
hanging on its possession the threads of life and death." 
Even as she spoke Mr. Brutus crossed his right hand 
over the " bird's nest," opened it, took leisurely a pinch 
of snuff, then gently lifting up the " nest" itself, brought 
from under it a veritable crown-piece, which he placed 
on the table before the wondering needlewoman. 

" This is yours,'* he continued, " for my good friend 
O' Flanagan left it for you, as his master Counsellor 
Fortescue bids him take a pound's worth o* silver every 
now and then, and drop in a seed com, whenever he can, 
in honest, profitable land. So this settled, I'll take 
Sweet, as I may say, and board, lodge, and edicate him 
gratis, not talking a word just at present about selling 
him, but hoping now you'll drop in a bit to see him 
sometimes, as he 'U have a deal o' cheerful company, and 
be all alive in spirits, and there's only one thing I'd ask 
in return, that is .... " 

The woman looked up eagerly here, though the tears 
of many mingled feelings were flowing fleetly from their 
fountains, so that the bird-fancier continued, by saying 



" that you think of what Jack O'Flanagan said to night, 
as he is but the second voice of his master, who, in his 
turn, knows an uncommon deal about sich things." 

" I have, I have," spoke the woman. And she went 
on and described to Brutus what the Jew had read by 
strange coincidence; and how up to the very instant of her 
return to his shop her mind hisd been full of it. But, 
beyond this, she hisd not time to say more, for the minuto 
he heard about the small magazine, Mr. Brutus jumped 
up, adjourned to his shop, and coming back in an 
instant with a parcel delicately done np in silk paper, 
cleared a space on the table and laying it reverendy 
down, opened it as if it held cloth of gold or some holy 
coat of Treves. 

"There, this is it," he said, when he had taken from 
the midst of others, the number of the magazine the Jew 
had read. "I know every word on't, and so does 
O'Flanagan, and so does the Counsellor; only that 
O'Flanagan goes so far as to put 'em under his pillow 
at night, as he likes, he says, to sleep on the thoughts o' 
this blissid little woman." 

*' Woman ?" and the bird-fancier's questioner repeated 
the word many times. 

" Woman, yes/' replied Brutus, enthusiastically, " and 
one as has done more to put a heart in things sich as this, 
than half the men in the country. Don't she? don't 
she ? " he continued, as his voice ascended up the scale 
like the notes of a blackbird, " for doesn't she say, jist 
what the counsellor and O'Flanagan does, that charity 
will never heal woeful misery like yours, not if it be the 
charity of half a nation ; for it is but lifting a bucket 
out of a big ocean. But that some must brave the perils 
of the ocean to these far lands, must lay aside the beg- 
gared needle and its lazy bread, must cook and bake, 
wash and iron, sweep the house and trim the garden, be- 
come mothnrs^ and nurse their offspring into good men and 
women. And some of you must get money, and collect 
money in that country, and come back to this, and spread 
the knowledge wide and far tluit there are blessed lands 
in this wide world, for them a&'il strive and work, and 
not cling to the pauperism o'the needle; as O'Flanagan 
says the counsellor says, because it's ' ginteel.' So strive 
a bit my woman, harm never yet come o'striving after 
a good pint." Mr. Brutus took here an "egg" frqpi 
his " nest," and seemed refreshed thereby. 

" I would, I would, for I have a lion's heart," said Lucy, 
" if I knew how. But — " and she stopped suddenly aa if 
at first startled by her own temerity, " but might not 
this rare one, who speaks so nobly from the depths of 
her woman's heart to her suffering sister woman, tell me 
how and what to do ?" 

" I dare to say," replied BrutuSj struck by the same 
idea too, " though I once beard a person say, as had 
seen one, that authors, in and out o'tbeir books, are very 
different things ; and one that might be ezoessively plea- 
sant in his chapters, would be ezcessively grumpy out 
on'em. But if you'll jist wai^ I'll step to my partic'lar 
friend, Noseby, the newsman, round the comer, and ask, 
for he goes as far as O'Flanagan, in his liking for the 
little woman, and'U tell you if any body can." So say- 
ing, admirable Mr. Brutus tied on a mighty comfortable 
(a present, as he hinted, from a partic'lar xdce lady), put 
on his hat, and departed ; soon returning, with not only 
a copy of a magaainc, with Mr. Noseby' s respects, but 
also the precious document of a strip of paper, containing 
the needed address. 

" I assure you," spoke Brutus, " that Noseby made 
many inquiries before he'd give this here, Mch is his wenera- 
tiou ; and that was only after I'd twice told him that you 
was one o'the fair sex. For though he goes himself once 
a month, in his weneration to look out>iidc the door, 
he'd die before he'd give up this little dockiment to any 
one as wore a hat. And now, Lucy Dean, as you must 
go, you must ji»t have a little drop to keep out the cold. 
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that Ton must." So snyincr, Mr. Twiddlosing produced 
a punchy bottle frooi a narrow clo?ct, like the case of a 
clock, and whicli was nailed up a,<;ainst the wall by the 
side of his brass warmingpan. From this he poured 
something Tery red and odorous, but which Lury would 
not more than put to her lips. He then suffered her 
to go with, as he let her out at his iihop door, ''a God 
speed/' and " that, come whenever she might, she was 
welcome, and Sweet shouhl not only be duly groundscUed, 
fresh watered, sanded, sugared, and lady-tingercd, but 
also cdicated in the ways of a gentleman." 

CTb be eamtinued m mir next,) 



THE MOST VIVID IMPRESSION OF MY 

CHILDHOOD. 

FHOM THE FRENCH OF J. N. BOUILI.V. 

ALTHoron I was deprived of my fnthrr hofoi-e I had seen 
the light of day, I experienced all a father's tenderness 
and caro from the second husband of my mother. 
Vincent de Paul Dourgain, Counsellor of Parliament, and 
Professor of Philosophy in the Royal College of Tours, who 
was, in regard to me, what his illustrious patron had been 
to the young orphans of France. He directed my educa- 
tion, and took pleasure in being my private tutor in all 
my studies. From him I had none of those irksome 
lessons in which the master pedantically impresses the 
scholar with his superiority : no intimidating threats, no 
humiliating reproaches. He never foi^ot the beautiful 
maxim of Terence, " It is better to keep children in 
check by the sense of honour and kindness, than by the 
influence of fear."*' 

I confided to him my thoughts, and all the desires of 
my soul. He became the asserter of my rights, which 
were encroached upon by powerful men, and, in one word, 
, was my constant guide and benefactor during the first 
thirty-eight years of my life. I here only fulfil a sacred 
duty in consecrating to his memory the first lines of this 
work, and in depositing upon his tomb the public homage 
of my gratitude and respect. 

We possessed, about two leagues from the city of 
Tours, which was my native place, a country house, 
beautifully situated in the midst of woods and delightful 
meadows. In the fine days of spring I went thither, 
accompanied by my mother, and occupied my leisure 
moments with the study of natural history. I ran over, 
with Reaumur in my hand, all the profusion of plants and 
flowers which nature lavidies upon the beautiful garden 
of France. Among other things, I had formed a rich 
collection of butterflies and other insects. I made my- 
telf acquainted vrith their natural families, their affinities, 
and their various metamorphoses, and in that attractive 
study, I admired every day the astonishing reproduction 
of living beings, and the unbounded Tariety of natnre. 

In one of my exconions, I discovered a nest of linnets 
in the middle of a clump of flowery hawthorn, the 
numerous branches of which, being tightly interlaced, 
rendered the entrance to the nest almost inaccessible. 
Nothing could be more enchanting than that pretty nook 
which usually contains a numerous family, and into which 
the mother alone has admission by a little hole which is 
always open on the south side, but which becomes, so to 
speak, imperceptible when the mother linnet has taken 
refuge among her little ones. 

I was scarcely ten years of age, and I had the desire, 
which was very natural at that age, to appropriate to my- 
self that charming covey, with the hope of rearing the 
little birds under the wing of their mother. I sdjEed, 
therefore, the favourable moment when she had stealthily 
glided into the nook which concealed her brood, carrying 



* Pudorc et libcnUtate liberos rcdnere Mittiki cmc credo qii4m 
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in her beak a provision of grains and little worms ; with 
eager hand I prcvcuLcd her egress. I tore the nest from 
ltd attachments, and the thorns by which it was environed; 
and carefully tying it up in uiy handkerchief, that nothing 
might derange its symmetry, I carried it, intoxicated 
with delight, to ray chamber. There, I covered with 
fresh herbage a largo cage, of which some one had made 
me a present ; I filled with clean water the leaden 
vessels with which it was provided. I strewed with fine 
sand the floor of the cage, and there I placed the trcaaure 
on which the smiling hopes of a young naturalist were 
founded. But very soon the linnet e8C^>ed from her 
nest, and fluttered over the whole extent of cage, crushiag 
her wings against the bars. 

Her agitation was extreme, the feathers of her head 
stood on end. Spite, rage, and the despair of maternal 
love seemed to stream forth from her sparkling eyes. 
She would have liked, but she dared not, to dart npoti 
the sacrilegious hand which uncovered the nest where lay 
her fourteen little ones, ranged in admirable order, 
stretching out their beaks, and raising plaintive cries. 
I contemplated, for a moment, that master-pitce of 
nature, and desirous of putting an endUo the tortures of 
the scared and affrighted mother I retired, convinced 
that she would feed her young during my absence. I 
shut the door of my chamber, in order that my dear 
prisoners might be sheltered from molestation, and J ran 
to inform my mother and my step-father of my happy 
discovery, and of the proud hope that I had of rearing^ 
that numerous family, which I intended to restore to 
liberty, when 1 should have studied at my leisure their 
growth, their habits, and the development of their 
nature. My step-father smiled at my project, and his 
approbation completed my joy. 

In the evening I re-entered my chamber. I raided 
cautiously the green sod with which I had covered the 
cage, and I perceived my linnet still fluttering about in 
alarm, and appearing to be in no wise occupied with her 
young ones, which seemed to call for food with more 
importunity than before. I imagined that it was my 
presence that disturbed my adopted family. I replaced 
the sod, and by-and-by I fell asleep to dream of my grand 
projects as a naturalist. Oh ! what pleasure, when these 
fourteen little ones should have got strength to fly, to go 
and lay them down with their mother, amid the thickets 
that shaded the bottom of our garden, and there open 
the cage for them, from which they should take their 
flight, and disperse themselves over the neighbourhood. 
" And when," said I to myself, " they return next spring 
brought back to these groves by a tender recollection, 
and I shall listen, here and there, to the ravishing notes 
of a linnet, I shall exclaim to myself — that it is one of 
my dear little ones V* 

Never had I been rocked in more delicious dreams, 
never had I passed a night so sweetly and peacefully; 
but, however great the charms of sleep, when we taste 
the pleasures of self-complacency, sorrow often waits as 
on our waking. Scarcely did the sun dart his first rays 
through the window of my chamber, than I got up with 
precipitation. I advanced softly to the cage, I listened; 
not the sUghtest sound. I examined ; not the slightest 
movement. Surprised and disquieted, I removed the 
veil which covered my numerous family, and I perceived 
the linnet with her wings extended over her little ones ; 
her head drooped towards them ; her beak was covered 
with a viscid matter. I opened the door of the cage, and 
that mother, which the night before was so wild, changes 
not her attitude. I softly advanced my hand. I toii^ied 
her ; the same immobility. At last I lifted bar up, — Am 
was dead, stiff, and icy-cold ; but what confounded and 
harrowed up my feelings was to see the head of each of 
her little ones bruised and broken. The barbarous and 
unhappy mother had killed them all, one after the olher» 
and sinking under her violent efforts and the most cruel 
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anguish of nature, had paid for the horrible sacriftoe with 
her life. 

Oh ! what a keen impression that frightful spectacle 
made upon my mind ! I could not, at first, turn away 
my eyes from it. But soon tottering, and in dismay, I 
raised a doleful cry, which resounded as far as the apart- 
ment of my step-father. He ran up in alarm, imagining 
that I had suffered some severe injury. I wished to speak 
to him, and reassure him, but the violence of my emotion 
choked ray voice. I burst into tears, and pointed to the 
cage. He understood it all. He was himself seized with 
astonishment ; but, being accustomed to avail himself of 
the slightest opportunity of conveying to my mind what- 
ever could tend to raise it to the level of his own, he 
took me in his arms, and said to me, with an expressive 
voice which even now I think I hear, " You see, my 
dear child, the effects of captivity. That mother, which 
presents to you the image of the most atrocious barbarity, 
presents to me that of the heroism which is produced by 
the horror of slavery. Herself deprived of liberty, and 
without hope of its being restored to her, she wished to 
preserve her little ones from the frightful torture which 
she felt under these bars. Oh irresistible power of in- 
dependence ! if thou dost produce such an effect upon 
the feeblest of animals, what then shall be thy power over 
the being whom the Creator has endowed with supreme 
intelligence t" Upon these words, he made me promise 
never to lose the memory of that terrible but salutary 
lesson which I had received from nature, and recom- 
mended me to make use of it, in all the circumstances of 
my life. During thirty years, whether in the conversa- 
tions which we held together, or in the letters which he 
vrrote me, he never failed to remind me of my linnet. If 
I confided to him the earliest inclinations of a loving 
heart, the choice of an honourable profession, the project 
of a marriage which appeared to me advantageous, he 
always replied, " Remember your linnet" When, flattered 
by my success in the world, and in the dramatic art, to 
which I devoted myself, he feared lest I should be so far 
dazzled with it as to attach myself to the car of some 
celebrated beauty, or of some great man of the day, he 
again repeated, "Remember your linnet.** If my writings, 
diffused into the bosom of families, drew towards me the 
goodwill of princes, and exposed me to the intoxicating 
seduction which they exert upon those who surround 
them, he said, and with still stronger emphasis, *' Re- 
member your linnet,** And, finally, in his last moments, 
when, with faltering voice, he bade me the most touching 
and memorable farewell, he concluded it with these words, 
" Remember your linnet." 
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The Caxtonsi a Family Picture i— By Sir E. Bulwbr 
Lttton, Bart. Blackwood and Sons. 

Since the days of Pelham, often as this great Mnster of 
Romance has delighted myriads of readers, and charmed 
hosts of critics and literati, no work has issued from his 
hands, so fraught with ripened observation and thought, as 
the one before us. From the flrst page to the last it 
holds up a mirror of nature. Not diving into the recesses 
of romance for melodramatic effects, wherein, if we recog- 
nise nature at all, we find it under such multiplied forms 
of exaggeration, as all but obscure the original, but 
dealing with the raw and hardy material of life as we 
meet it in the busy throngs of our cities, or seek it in 
some sylvan glade, dedicated to the no less busy labours 
of the mind ; the characters he evokes before us are firm 
and substantial impersonations, in whoso trials and temp- 
tations wo can heartily sympathize, whose joys and 
sorrows find their reflection in our own minds, whose 
experiences como homo to our own bosoms, leaving. 



long after the volume is closed, a chastened and salutary 
impression, which re-perusal will but strengthen and con- 
firm. And graphic and life-like as are these characters, 
there is throughout the whole of this work the inex- 
pressible charm of finished and eloquent writing, which 
is to literary composition, what tone and colour are to 
the Sister Art — painting. In the rounded period, in the 
full and harmonious sentence, the cultivated ear revels, as 
in the richest strains of music, and, to the fortunate pos- 
sessor of such an organ, Caxton will unfold beauties, 
which, dimly recognised by the number, in the pleasurable 
flow of the language, will open a new field of study and 
honourable emulation to the comparative few, who, them- 
selves students, know how to honour the master-effort of 
a master-mind, and by whom this work cannot fail to 
be appreciated as the gem of modem fiction. With 
nature for his groundwork, poetry and philosophy blend 
so skilfully with the common routine of daily existence ; 
that when most charmed, the observant reader will find 
that it is not by forsaking the paths of probability the 
author has gained the great end of his art, nor by investing 
the reality with the distorted lines of romance, but by a 
deep and earnest insight into the heart of man, as it 
beats in the breast of every individual among us, that he 
gains from our sympathies and judgment, the recognition 
of *'The Caxtons," as a true picture of the Human 
Family, instead of "a Family Picture," as modestly 
announced by Sir Edward Lytton. But to dwell longer 
on the merits of this great work is to deter our readers 
from confirming the opinion here given. 

The Caxtons are represented by two brothers, as it 
would appear, diametrically opposed in character and 
disposition, but in whom "a similarity and dissimi- 
larity," is beautifully and artistically developed. The 
one a student and reduse, gentle and conciliatory, the 
other a soldier, full of pride and ambition: the one, 
rejoicing in his supposed descent from Caxton, the 
printer ; the other insisting that Sir William De Caxton, 
who fought and fell at Bosworth, is the legitimate 
ancestor. Upon this subject, and upon one other trying 
occasion only, had the brothers, loving each other with 
a full and true hearted affection, ever disagreed. That 
occasion, the love of their youth for the same lady, whom 
both sued in vain, though one was loved in return, 
furnishes one of those powerful and admirable develop- 
ments of character with which this work abounds. But 
as a sketch is all which our limited space will allow, we 
must pass this over without further notice, as also much 
else worthy of especial note. 

The student brother subsequently marries a sweet and 
amiable woman, who, in due course of time, presents 
him with a eon and heir, whose entrance into the world 
is a matter of deep mystery to the abstruse scholar, who 
appears to have passed from a single to a married state, in 
complete oblivion of the consequences it usually entails. 

" A boy," said my father, looking up from liis book, 
and evidently muoh puzzled ; " what is a boy ? " 

"Lord, Sir!" said Mrs. Primmins, the nurse, "what 
is a boy ? why, the baby ! " 

"The babyl" repeated my father, rising. "What 
you don't mean to say that Mrs. Caxton is de 
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Yes, I do," said Mrs. Primmins, dropping a curtsey; 
" and as fine a little rogue as ever 1 set eyes upon." 

" Poor dear woman," said my father, with great com- 
passion. " So soon too— so rapidly," he resumed, in a 
tone of musing surprise. " Why, it is but the other day 
we were married ! " 

"Bless my heart, sir, said ^fr5. Primmins, much 
scandalized, "it is ten months and more." 

"Ten months," said my father, with a sigh. "Ten 
months, and I have not finished fifty pages of my 
refutation of Wolfe*s monstrous theory ! In ten months 
a child ! and I'll be bound complete— hands, feet, eyes, 
ears, and nose ; and not like this poor infant of mind. 



(and my father pathetiMlly placed his hand on the trea- 
tise,) of wliich nothing is formed and shaped — not even 
the first Joint of the little finger! Why, my wife is 
a precious woman! Well, keep him quiet. Heaven 
preserve her, and send me strength to support this 
blessing." 

" But your honour will look at the baby ; come. Sir ? " 
and Mrs. Primmins laid hold of my father's sleeve, 
coaxingly. 

"Look at it— to be sure," said my father, kindly; 
" look at it, certainly ; it is but fair to poor Mrs. CsjEton ) 
after talung so much trouble, dear soul." 

Therewith my father, drawing his dressing robe ronnd 
him in more stately folds, followed Mrs. Primmins up 
stairs, into a room very carefully darkened." 

The young Cazton passed through the usual stages of 
an only child, the home pet, (spoiled by the mother, and 
but seldom reproved by the &ther, whose awakening 
perceptions of a parent's duty, are, in this instance, most 
beautifully developed,) the school boy, till, finally, the 
day arrives when he leaves "boyhood and school for 
ever." 

" That is a very strange crisis in our life, when we 
come home ' for good.' Home seems a different thing; 
before, one has been but a sort of guest, after all — only 
welcomed and indulged, and little festivities held in 
honour of the released and happy child. But to come 
home /or good — to have done with school and boyhood — 
is to be a guest, a child, no more. It is to share the 
every-day life of cares and duties — it is to enter into the 
coi^fidence of home." 

In that home he finds, temporarily gathered together 
besides his father and mother, his mother's brother, uncle 
Jack, a sanguine speculator, whom we all know, and his 
" father^s brother, Captain De Caxton." 

" Hi9 brother," said I. "Have I then, an Uncle 
Caxton, as well as an Uncle Jack ? " 

"Yes, my love," said my mother. And then she 
added, " your father and he were not such friends as they 
ought to have been, and the captain has been abroad. 
However, thank heaven, they are now quite reconciled." 

And Mr. Squills, the family medical adviser and 
friend. Over a friendly bowl of punch, honour becomes 
the theme. To the proud soldier honour is embodied in 
the Waterloo medal at his breast. 

" Honour, pursued the Captain, is the reward of a 
soldier. What do I care that a young jackanapes buys 
his colonelcy over my head ? Sir, he does not buy from 
me my wounds and my services ; Sir, he does not buy 
from me the medal I won at Waterloo. He is a rich 
man, and I am a poor man ; he is called a colonel, because 
he paid money for the name. That pleases him, well 
and good. It would not please me ; I had rather remain 
a captain, and feel my (iQgnity — not in my title, but in 
the services of my three-and-twenty years. A beggarly, 
rascally association of stock-brokers, for aught I know, 
buy me a company I I don't want to be uncivil, or I 

would say, damn 'em, Mr. Sir Jack ! " A sort 

of thrill ran through the captain's audience— «ven uncle 
Jack looked touched, as I thought, for he stared very 
hard at the grim veteran, and said nothing. The pause 
was awkward, Mr. Squills broke it. "I should like, 
quoth he, to see you^ Waterloo medal — ^you have not it 
about you ? " " Mr. Squills," answered the captain, " it 
lies next to my heart while I live. It shall be buried in 
my coffin, and I shall rise with it, at the word of command, 
on the day of the Grand Review." So saying, the 
captain leisurely unbuttoned his coat, and, detaching 
from a piece of striped ribbon, as ugly a specimen of the 
art of the silversmith, (begging its pardon,) as ever 
rewarded merit at the expense of taste, placed the medal 
on the table. 

As the story progresses, full of home lights and 
shadows. Uncle Jack persuades the passive student. 



through love for a great woric he has on hand, "The 
History of Human 'Enot** to join a new and pet specu- 
lation, " The Great Anti-Bookseller Publishing Society*" 
in the which, as in all cabals against existing powers, 
ruin falls upon him. It is at this crisis, that the virtues 
and vices of all concerned are thrown into strong relief, 
where the stoical soldier, stoical while his own sufferings 
only were in question, stands out in bold and bright pro- 
portions. With the tenderness of a parent bird, he 
gathers his family beneath the shelter of a mined castle^ 
which he has mortgaged his property to purchase, in 
veneration of his chivalrous ancestor. Sir William De 
Caxton, to whom it had originally belonged, and where 
the soldier's young daughter, the friiit of a foreign and 
unhappy marriage, is the presiding genius. Then follows 
a long and painfull history, which we will not wrong the 
author and reader by transcribing. It is powerfully 
drawn, and with no less truth and reality than power. 
And after that comes life in Australia, as vividly sketched 
as though Sir Edward had himself visited the scenes hia 
pen describes, and the final restitution of peace and 
happiness, not after the approved fashion of novelists, 
who lead their heroes and heroines through troubles aad ! 
perplexities to the heights of terrestrial bliss ; but as we 
find peace and happiness in life, the result of long and 
painful struggles, with ourselves, no less than with the 
outward causes of our woe, the Usees of which live for 
ever, but impart resignation and faith, where des- 
pair and regret once ruled omnipotent. 



APVICB TO THE LADIES. 

8BC0ND LBTTBIl. 

In this, my second letter, in which I intend sowing my 
observations at broadcast, mudi as I did in my last* he 
good enough, reader, to suppose that you and I are e 
newly-married couple. It wiU excuse my unreserve and 
plain-speaking; and the obligation only lasts while the 
letter is reading, you know ; you understand the position 
thoroughly, do you ? We (in the spirit, that is) have been 
courting some long time. I have pressed upon your ac- 
ceptance one or two " very gorgeous silk dresses at 2^ 
guineas, worth 5 guineas;" and "rich watered man- 
tles at 35s., not to be matched under 60s. ;" you, in yoer 
turn, have penned me not a few of the delightifallest gum- 
wafered JnlleU douje. To the accurate diagnosis of our 
malady, by our mutual relations, has succeeded the ap- 
plication of the remedy by the priest. That service, of 
which it has been happily remarked that it begins 
with " Dearly beloved," and ends with "araaiement," 
has been concluded over us. Another John at Runny- 
mede, I have signed away my bachelor liberties in the 
vestry (in which I have thoughtfully ordered a fire, though 
it is July) — the clergyman has been shaken hands with — 
you have taken an affecting leave of your fiunily — a-to 
Charles I, on the eve of execution — we have been whisked 
away, a merry peal sounding the while, to the scene of our 
mouth's furlough from active life — ^the honeymoon is up — 
the raree show of the " at home " (I suppose I have not i . 
been able to reason you out of that) has been got over — I ■ 
and we are sitting (still in the spirit, you know) as lovin^y I 
as le Tatse ei la Prince§te EUoftort in the Berlin-wool 
shop windows, talking on that exhaustleas topic, oarselves 
and our plans. 1 1 

We are sitting in the parlour, which we don't call the 
drawiog-room. I have no particular fimcies about lur- . 
niture, except that I don't like a plurality of looking- ' ' 
glasses, or ornamented ceilings, and hold in detestaftioa a 
compromise between a fire and no fire which obtaina in 
some households under the name of a " pail," and which 
I am given to understand saves fuel and housemaids' 
labour. With your permission we won't begin house- 
keeping by " pail"ing our ineffectual fires. I am Tery 
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intolerant too of registered, patent, and improyed artides 
generally ; I hope you will not be soliciting me to buy you 
the greatest novelty in what-nots that is so much adver- 
tised, or the classically-named weight to keep the door 
fast that you saw at I^Irs. 8o-and-So*8. I am sure you 
will not deck out our tables either with rosewood card- 
stands, as if we needed a postal directory of our visitors 
always before our eyes, or with expensively-bound diamond 
classics, four inches by three, as if nonpareil was the right 
type to read the best English authors in. There is only one 
room in our house which I wish reserved for my exclusive 
use ; I grant you all the rest as reception-rooms for com- 
pany, stores, or lumber, with pleasure. This ono room — 
a sort of study, or what is generally understood by the 
term — I should not like to have a clothes-press, cupboard, 
or chest-of-drawers, in it ; to overlook the garden ( I like 
a large, wild, rambUng garden in preference to the usual 
box-trimmed, smooth-shaven slips of plantation of modern 
times) ; to be furnished with just a fire-place, a sofa, a 
couple of chairs, a few book -shelves, smoking conveniences, 
and a large wicker-basket for papers. 

I know you are not what is called "a very active 
woman," that is, twice or oftener in the course of the year 
you don't, on principle, denude the floors, and dismantle 
the furniture ; and, during the three terrible days or so of 
the operations being in hand, are not caught glimpses of 
as an inspired PythonesS), or heard pouring out commi- 
nations like another Emilia. No : you will not find the 
perquisition after cobwebs and the society of charwomen 
sufficiently attractive to medce you unnecessarily seek for 
occasions of either. I feel sure that, under your tur- 
veiilance, all the house matters will run as smoothly as 
the course of true love is said never to do ; and that if 
at any time the ** the fast answers" of a general servant, 
01 the errors of a laundress should ruffle you, at least you 
will never deem either of sufficient importance to be nar- 
rated to me. By-the-by, too, talking of general servants, 
there is a sort of generalissimo servant I have at timee 
met with that we must not on any account have ; I mean 
one that is privileged by long service, or an acquaintance 
established with either of us when we were little chits, to 
make very free and be very garrulous : a sort of nurse in 
" Romeo and Juliet," or Adam Winterton in the " Iron 
Chest." We shall be quite good company enough for our- 
selves, I think, without making a third in a privileged 
domestic. And this last observation reminds me of some- 
thing I have to say on the terms of our companionship. 
In some households — and they may be happy ones enough, 
for aught I know to the contrary — it is the custom for the 
husband to recapitulate, in his vacant evenings to his wife 
and his domestic circle generally, his day's business en- 
gagements ; in point of fact, so to speak, snail-like to 
carry the shop home on his back for his family's instruction 
and amusement. Now I am very averse to this myself. 
If you'll believe me, I could well do without business as 
htmncM at all, did I not need to follow it — would the 
fairy that in the story-books sorts out the entangled 
shades of wool for the oppressed princess keep my stock 
and sell my goods for me. As that cannot be, I at least 
calculate on the scales falling from my eyes, and the lead 
weights being no longer an incubus on me out of business. 
I don't appear in private life with a tape-measure round 
my neck, or a pen behind my ear: why then should 
I babble of " good parcels," *• heavy fourths," or " sat- 
isfactory references," in leisure hours. I would willingly 
find higher occupation for them ; sometimes con other 
volumes than even cash-books. As the doctor or lawyer, 
I forget which, drew the distinction between living by 
fools and being a fool one's self, I think I could live 
by without living >^ trade only. 

You are too domestic, I am sure, to be fond of dress to 
excess; you will not need to be constantly receiving 
dressmaking deputations, or to be closeted with them for 
hours and hours, with as much pomp and circumstance 



as interviews granted at the Home Office. And I can 
predicate with equal certainty that you will be more 
worthily engaged than in noticing our neighbours' con- 
cerns; that you will not stigmatize any of them as 
"plebeian looking," or "vulgarly strong;" or argue 
their being coarse-minded from their using gas and 
crimson window-curtains. Still less will you, unless a 
purchase is to be made, gratify an idle curiosity by 
availing yourself of this or that of your deceased or bank- 
rupt neighbours' effects being on view, and his house 
open to intrusion. Nor will your charities be public : 
your name will not appear on Ladies' Committees, nor 
as strongly recommending (in print,) and thankfully 
receiving proxies for this or that deserving case. You 
will not pester the donors and subscribers to benevolent 
societies with requests for votes and interest ; nor worry 
your circle of acquaintance with personal appeals. No ; 
you will instead avail yourself of such means of usefulness 
to your poorer neighbours as lie within your reach. 

We shall have parties now and then, of course we shall, 
and I trust you will make them honest, and above-board 
affairs : social re-unions of friends, not glittering assem- 
blages of plate. I am convinced you will exhibit no 
awkward consciousness of any short coming or inferiority 
in our domestic arrangements, should any be apparent. 

I don't know wlmt your tastes and pursuits are: 
whether you keep an album, or a volumed collection of 
dried sea-weeds; whether, like my acquaintance. Miss 
Poorhoney, you delight in the construction of models of 
houses and churches, (not on any account to be con- 
founded with doll-houses,) with tall windows and painted 
fronts, or whether like another. Miss Dotterel, you plume 
yourself on an ability to " take off," after having once 
seen, any person to whom you are introduced, with such 
fidelity in manner, voice, and gesture, as to delight all 
hearers. On second thoughts, though, I am sure you are 
not like either of tliese. It was only the other day that 
I heard Miss Poorhoney, on the question being raised as 
to the surname of the present Archbishop of Canterbury, 
suggest as to " whether it was not Cantuar ? " Among 
all the thousand and one pursuits and branches of study 
open to your engagement in, I know of none that you 
can favour with so sublimating and spiritualizing an effect 
on yourself as literary study. 

I am sure you read well : that is slowly, not as great a 
hand as Othello at fighting your way through stops ; and 
earnestly, not niincingly or fantastically. A good reader 
aloud is worth a dozen backgammon boards or whist tables, 
for making a long evening short. Let me recommend you 
to abjure a practice common with the sex: don't read, 
or more correctly don't fancy you are reading, and work 
at the same time. Put down the stocking for the book, 
or vice vend: but don't attempt them both together: 
now a sentence, now a stitch. Do not pencil marginal 
comments either on the books you read : it savours very 
much of the essentially English practice of leaving marks 
of love, by defacements in writing or carving on whatever 
they come in ccmtacf. with. Besides it is a thousand to 
one you do not write equal to the author. 

I seem to have said ail 1 had to say, except reminding 
you that every thread you bite vou shorten the lease of 
your teeth, and that every pin you put between your lips 
you stick a whole paper of short whites into me. I have 
done. Farewell, for the present, my " bachelor^s wife. 
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TTBANKY AND INSOLENCE. 

Tyranny is an exuberance of pride, by which all man- 
kind are so much enraged, that it is never quietly endured, 
except by those who can reward the patience which they 
exact ; and insolence is generally surrounded only by 
such whose baseness inclines them to think nothing in- 
supportable that produces gain, and who can laugh at 
scurrility and rudeness with a luxurious table and an open 
purse. 
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LAW AND JUSTICE. 

'* Osce apon % time," which all good people know 

Always tta&df for *' nobody knowa when ;*' 
Old Dame Jiutice ItTcd among ns here below, 

Held in proper rererence by men. 

They tell a* wondroun tales, and say that in her tcalea, 
An ounce of Worth weighed down a pound of Gold { 

And though none may quite agree as to when that time might be. 
We all admit it must be very old. 

It Memi that cunning folka voon tried to lead and hoax* 

The blind old lady into doing wrong ; 
But they saw they could not frighten and they found they could 
not coax, 

So they openly abused her before long. 

She stood with dauntless form, like a sign.post in a storm, 

8till telling people which way they should take ; 
But her enemies increased, and their malice grew so warm. 

That the honest woman's heart began to ache. 

The Gods who lived above, and held her in their love, 

As most important delegate of Truth ; 
Felt very sad to find the mass of mortal kind 

80 soon should prove mean, bclflsh, and uncouth. 

Dame Justice, somewhat proud, would seldom tell aloud 
The burning wrongs that pierced her to the heart. 

And so Jove thought at length he'd give her extra strength. 
And send a brave young man to take her part. 

They drest him all in black, and stuffed a sacred sack 

With spotless wool to serve him for a seat ; 
And firmly did he vow that he would never bow, 

To any who might come with bribe or cheat, 

He'd keep at the right hand of Justice, and withstand 

Tht jtXkm dust and great patrician's word ; 
'Twixt Poverty and Might, he prmmaed to indict 

The gteateit siniMr, spite of all he heard. 

And this most honest man Jove sent to aid the plan 

Of universal good and common right ; 
They bleat him and anointed the head of their appointed. 

They called him " Law" and sent him forth to fight. 

Alas I this ** traitor loon, " this brave young man full soon 

Did any thing but serve his mutress well, 
He shifted like the wind, he altered like the moon, 

And was changeful in his breathings as a- bell. 

All plausible and fair, he kept beside her chair, 

Put while she told him how he was to act, 
He managed so to state what she wished him to relate, 

That she scarcely knew her own unvarnished fact. 

He has dared full many a time, to treat the poor man's crime 

With bitter words — the prison and disgrace ; 
While the rich, whose meed of shame should have been the very 
same, 

Met the smile of courteous mercy on his face. 

He does such brasen deeds that the soul of JusUce bleeds 
Ah she hears his " summing up," with sad hurprise } 

And while he " settles things," convulsively she wrings 
llie brine^rops from the bandage on her eres. 

Most certain it appears, that these anguish-laden tears 
Are caused by this young man so shrewd »nd clever. 

And the ease is very clear, that since Jore sent " I.Htv " bcre^ 
Old Justice has been much worse off than ever. 

Eliza Cock. 



DIAMOND DUST. 

Respect is the truest homage of the heart. 

Poetry should strike the render as a wording of his 
own highest thought, and appear almost as a remem- 
brance. 

£vEAY point of thought is the centre of an intellectial 
world. 

The open sky sits upon our senses like a si|iphiT« 
crown : the air Is our robe of state, the earth is oar 
throne, and the sea a mighty minstrel playing before it. 

Man should not dispute or assert, but vkuper rcsultd 
to his neighbour. 

After hypocrites, the greatest dupes are those who 
exhaust an anxious existence in the disappointments and 
vexations of busiuess, and live miserably and meanly only 
to die magnificently rich. 

The odour from the flower-bed, wafted to us in the 
casual gust, is sure to please, but the flower which ia 
pressed too hard, or held too near, will smell of the stalk. 

"We, too often, make our happiness depend upon tilings 
that we desire, whilst others would find it in a single 
one of those we possess. 

Virtue shines, though contemptibly clad, and is re* 
cognised and respected by noble minds. 

Vaik-glory is a stimulus that pleasingly titilates our 
heart, and finally tears it. 

Joy is the greatest gossip in the world. 

The eyes are the hands of curiosity. 

He who sows derision reaps mockery. 

The best throw upon the dice, is to tlirow tbem amy. 

Ancients. — Dead bones used for the |>«i|NMe of 
knocking down live flesh. 

Conscience is a sleeping giant ; we may lull him into 
a longer or a shorter slumber ; but his starts are fright- 
ful, and terrible is the hour when he awakes. 

The common mind may maintain its place under 
common circumstances ; the truly great alone overoonoe 
the trials of prosperity or adversity ; showing a humble 
thankfulness in one, a generous sym|)athy, not hardened 
by its own suffering, in the other ; not priding them- 
selves on the first, not envying in the last. 

He who wishes to rest must work. 

He who is afraid of leaves should never approach a 
wood. 

He is a wise man that can avoid an evil, he is a pa- 
tient man that can endure it ; but he is a valiant man that 
can conquer it. 

YouNO men, when they are once dyed in pleasnre 
and vanity, will scarcely take any other colour. 

It is to affectation tha world owes its whole race of 
coxcombs ; Nature, in her whole drama, never drew such 
a part ; she has sometimes made a fool, but a coxcomb is 
always of a man's own making. 

The foot of the owner is the be&t manure for his 
land. 

What a pity, that common sense, for want of use, 
should have become uncommon. 

To exchange a present good, for a promised better, is 
giving a greater credit to hope, than wisdom would ap. 
pear to dictate. 

Sloth is the key to let in beggary. 

I'BE remembrances of post happiness are the wrinkles 

of the soul. 
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THB BRAHMIN'S BABOUCHES. 

> Tjlhga not fw from Bombari In Um littla Ubml of 

''*1— "*. which bu bcflD renderad &mouB bj ita nib- 

imaii tanpki, UtmI a brahmio, nuned NUtlunthi. 

nw pcifbnnnce of the Hrrka of b paged*, wboae 

; menoes sufficed for hia aapport; tba itndf of (acred 

I teitB. meditHtioB, uid ccMatie rtntaiea, oceapicd hi* day*. 

I Leu than anf one did be doabt of hii ami littOM, and 

' tlM anthoritr of his word ore* the lo«-ca>te Hindoos 

I wboM oflningB ho leoeiTcd. Unfbrtunatelj for him, some 

ndnionariei tooli Dp th^ qnarten in hig neighbonrhood j 

and tbo church bell gndualljr drew awajr a coasidsrable 

part of the flock of the biahmin, who tbnnd himielf left 

! alone at the fset of hij idoU. Ruined b; the deaertion 

[ oftbebithfiil.NiiahanthaiitGntthreatencd themwitbtho 

anger of the godi, and then determined to aeelc eome 

! other cuuTM of life. Among ttie profeasions which the 

' lawi of hia cMto pmnittcd him to embrace, he cho«e that 

of a clarii or writer. A rich baboo, who bated the Buro- 

\ poena, and lent them mooej at high iutereat, oflered him 

I a poat in hia eatabliihaeDt. Hence it xaa that Nila- 

kantha transported hli household gods to one of the 

Tillages which environ the great city oF Bombsf. 

Reaigoud to hia fata, and exact in fulfilling his duty, 
the bnhmin ut upon bis beeli between two cuahiona, 
firontlDg tbe diran occupied by the baboo g tliere he 
' passed the half of each daj inscribing Agutes with hia 
. reed-pen on the paln-leaTM that aerred as an account 
ImoIi ; but a* soon as the hour of rest arriTed, be drew 
' himself up to hii fiiU height. The humble writer, again 
a brahmin, tiaTened wttb dignitf the courts and nnme- 
rons galleries, which gaie the aspect of a palace to the 
baboo's residence. In the itreeta, crowded with palan- 
quins, iwift coaches, and heavf waggons, he walked with 
half-doaed efea, umbrella on shoulder, tbe waving fulda of 
his tunio floating round bii knees, and trailiDg hii ba- 
I bouche* (slippers) with that diadainfUl slowneia, that 
I affected nonchalance, which in on Aaiatic, belrajs the 
I proud aenie of his own worth. In proportion as he left 
I the dtj behind, hia vliage cleared ; the freedom, the fresh 
■ea breeze, the flood of light, all reminded him of the 
I influMice of that Natnre held so sacred by the Hindoos ; 
. Mi'.thujQlledwithhighthoughta,hespproachedhisilwell- 
I log, where an attentive band bad dispoied cverjIhinK 



to flatter his pride and gladden hia eye. The figure of a 
lotut was sketched in chalk upon the Ibreahold ; a gar. 
land of freshly-plucked flowers hung abava the door, 
decorating the statue of Ganessa, an idol with the head 
of an dephant, irorsbipped by the brahmins aa the god 
of wisdom. Indeed, the sanctnarr of a pagoda conld 
oot have been more fitly watered than the interior of 
mysterious habitation; and each time that Nilakantha 
entered, he recognised tbe pretence and devoted care of 
his daughter. 

Brought up in tbe prejudice* of her caste, Roukmiiue, 
the brahmin's daughter, considered herself as belonging 
to a race little inferior to that of the gods, very anperior 
to that of men. She had not even a look of cnrioiity tc 
bestow on the elegant caleches which sometimes passed 
through the village, canjing the< wealthy English t«*i- 
denta of Bombay to their elegant villas ; or on the young 
turbaned Persians who sought in vain to catch hcff eye. 
To draw water dally from the consecrated ponds, to chat 
for a few momonti at the brink of the fountain with her 
yonlbful companions, then to return grave and haughty 
to her household afloirs, vhich »be considered as so many 
acta of piety ; such was the constant occupaliun of her 
days. In the evening she put on her richest attire to 
the portico with her father, who after ablutioDa ta 

Ae away the defilements of the day. composed him- 
self to meditate in an attitude of repoie. 
Tills monotonous exialence ndtber wearied the btah- 
in nor tired the daughter : they dreamt of uo other. 
The distant mnrmnrs of the European city mode no mora 

Mlion on them than the waves on the shore. One 
eveniog a* they were aeated in the accustomed epot, en- 
joying the cooling brccie, two horsemen rode through the 
village. They were Ibrcigners, tbe one darkened by the 
auD of India, the other yet fR'Sh-lookiog and roay aa 
one just landed, and acarcely six months from England. 
Haunted on handsome bones of Persian breed, they 
paced slowly along the sinuous route among the fields 
and gardena, overshadowed by mangoes and bananas, 

n in tbe path, a large fig-tree, of the multiplying 
species, let fall a whole forest of slender roots, which 
■ought to implant themselves in the earth. Behind tbia 
verdant screen was concealed the boose of the brahmin, 
so that the riders came upon it uneipectedly. 

Look, Sir Edward," cried the younger of the two, 
stopping hia boree, " those two peraontgn there make a 
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■tr-nr^e contrast. You would believe them to be an owl 
and a bird of paradise perched on the same branch. 
Faith I I would give ten guineas to have the portrait of 
that pretty Hindoo in my album." 

Sir Eaward reined up while his companion continued 
his observations ; at length he replied — 

" Come Arthur* no gossiping on the road« let nt get 
back, it is ihe hour for the music on the esplanade." 

"Bat I want to see this charming creature make 
some movement. What a singular costume ! A tingle 
piece of linen round the body, and strings of knick-knacks 
from head to foot 1" 

The young girl, impatient of the speaker's fixed gaze, 
started up and fled into the house. 

" Bravo!" exclaimed Arthur, "she leaps like a doe; 
the copper rings tinkle on her legs like the bells on a 
dancing girl*s tambourine. And this old dreamer, is be 
under a vow to remain there until the day of judgment ? 
I won't leave this without waking him from his reverie. 
Eh ; brahmin, brahmin ;" and the thoughtless youth be- 
gan to shout in the ears of the impassible Hindoo. 
' " Do you not see that he is in a state of ecstasy, and 
BOtlung in the world will rouse him from his meditation ?" 
interrupted Sir Edward, " your conduct has only excited 
his self-esteem as a devotee ; and you may be certain he 
will not stir." And then as the' young man, excited 
with the frolic, shook his whip in the brahmin's face, 
he continued impatiently, " Wait, if you must, absolutely 
I shall have recourse to a grand measure. I know an 
infaUible one that will drive the most patient, the holiest 
of these hypocritical personages quite beside themselves : 
let us see if it will succeed." 

Sir Edward had dismounted while speaking ; he then 
took up delicately, with his gloved hand, the babouches 
which the brahmin had placed near the door, and laid 
them on his head, immediately over the tilak or triple 
line of red and blue which ornamented his forehead. 
I Nilakantha did not move ; but the young girl, who had 
kept herself concealed in a corner of the house, gave a 
piercing cry. The two riders went off at a rapid trot. 
Sir Edward somewhat vexed at having touched in vain 
the old foot-coverings of the brahmin, and Arthur laugh- 
ing at the fun and his friend's disappointment. At a turn 
in the road, they looked back ; but a group of labourers 
returning from work prevented their seeiiig whether the 
Hindoo still bore the babouches on his head. 

Mingled with the gay residents of Bombay, the young 
men speedily forgot the incident; riding parties into 
the country and boating parties on the sea occupied 
their time agreeably. On one occasion, however, as the 
adventure recurred to Arthur's memory, he laughingly 
related it, but suppressing the names of the actors. 

••Don't laugh," rejoined one of the gentlemen, who, ad- 
Tsnoed in years, sought to impart a paternal tone to his 
words, " the joke was rather too strong. The Etaropean of 
whom you q>eak has inflicted an irreparable injury on 
the brahmin. The Hindoo is degraded, he has lost caste 
from the foul contact of an unclean object which has 
defiled his forehead ; he will hardly survive the disgrace, 
and probably not without taking vengeance." 

" Perhaps, a duel ?" asked Arthur, with a smile. 

" A duel, if you like, but one in which tlie choice and 
advantage of arms will be altogether on the side of the 
native. However, if the affront which he received did not 
take place in the presence of other witnesses than Euro- 
peans, it is possible be may not attach great importance 
to it. For my part, 1 would not trust to that : a brahmin 
never forgives an insult." 

Thus the winter passed : Sir Edward was about to set 
out for Bengal, whither the prospect of elephant and 
tiger hunting allured him. The eve of his departure, he 
dined with a party of friends, Arthur among the number. 
Towards the close of the repast, when the servants had 
withdrawn, or, oveicome with fatigue, ceased to swing 



the lai^ fans suspended over the heads of the 
and dozed in comers of the apartment, a coolie suddenly 
entered, bearing a neatly-enveloped packet addressed to 
Sir Edward. 

*' From whom do you bring it ?" 

" Madloum nahin, wahib. I know nothing abovt it» 
Sir," replied the messenger, with ft salaam* and diasfi- 
peared. 

Sir Edward half opened the packet, and perceived UmI 
it contained the slippers which with his own band! he had 
placed on the brahmin's bead. He redosed it hastily^ 
with a look at Arthur that seemed to say, " Why did joa 
drive me to commit this folly ?" All the gneats oret' 
whelmed him with questions to know what the mysterioQa 
parcel contained, but he contented himself with answering 
— " It is a farewell present from a Hindoo of ny ae- 
quaintance." 

The next day. Sir Edward, having sent on his heavy bag- 
gage, left the Island of Bombay in a boat for the mainland^ 
where his horses and attendants awaited him. At the 
moment of quitting the shore, a Hindoo penitent, one of 
those known by the name of tanniagsjf came up ; his hair 
was in disorder, his finger-nails long and bent like a vul- 
ture's claws, and his half-naked body smeared with ashes. 
Upon his back he carried a copper vase, under hia 
the skin of an antelope, and a stick in his hand 
of three branches twisted together as seipeats, eaoble* 
matic of the Hindoo triad ; his eyes glowing with ecstatic 
furor, darted lightnings. The tanniauy, standing in 
front of Sir Edward, addressed him in a paternal tone, 
which contmsted strangely with the menacing txprtaAua. 
of his features, uttering a valedictory formuk often eaa-> 
ployed by the poets — " Go, my son, go whoro thy deavea 
summon thee, and may the paths be pleasant unto thee." 
Sir Edward, without appearing to see or hear him, gave 
orders to set sail ; the boat leant over upon tlie waters 
and glided lightly towards the coast. The sailors tnmed 
their looks frequently to the ahore tiicy men leaving f 
and pointed out to each other the somitany atili ataadfti^ 
in the same spot, seeming at last but a black spot on ihti 
sand ; and, when this disappeared, they pronounced in a 
low tone the name of Kilakantha. 

It was a long journey to Bengal $ Vmt provided witli 
everything that could contribute to piearare or oonwcw 
nience. Sir Edward perlormed it in leisureliy marohcs. 
Two-thirds of the route were passed, when he ieU in 
with a party of officers coming from Madras. Their 
tents were pitched a short distance from the road ; Sir 
Edward camped near them ; and several days of agree- 
able intercourse and sfMsrt intemtpted agreeably tlie 
monotony of traveL One 'evening as each one was 
boasting of the quality of his horses, it was agreed to 
extemporize a race, and the situation was so favour- 
able, that the proposal was received with acclamation. 
Asfiong ^ Edward's horses vras an Arabian, hie pride 
and giory, with which he fek assured of an easy victoa-y, 
and flushed with hope be aooepted every bet that itna 
ofl^ered. At last, the hour arrived : the teats ranged at 
one extremity of the plain, recalled the el^^ant pavilions 
of European racc-cour:»es. Flags floated in the breeze ; 
while sepoys, armed with lances, and placed at regular 
intervals, marked the course. A rained pagoda half- 
hidden by fig-crees, was 6zcd upon •■ the fcuruing-|»iiit 
of the farther extremity. 

At the given signal, the horses dashed impetuously 
along the route : Sir Edward, who at the firbt round had 
taken the lead, feh his steed tremble while passing the 
pagoda, but without being able in the mpid movement 
to distinguish what had alarmed the aninaL At the aeoond 
round he was careful to look betimes to the interior of 
the old temple ; he saw nothing but a black statnA 
with eight arms; the horse however stumbled slightly. 
At the last round, the hindmost riders redoubled 
their efforts; as for the leader, it was a settled point to 
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conquer; be hwl now onl; to reach tbe goal "ell in ad- 
luica ol bi* riisU. Bir ISdvard reEvdeil the double 
Mcceu as cartsin ; he wu passing the psfoda for Ihe 
third time, when ■ fragoient of the statue, [hrovn with 
Ttnlunce, itruck hii hone betnwii the ej/ea. jbt wijnal 
twied •n4daiilf, misHi) (latinKr wd rolle4 orer in the 

Tb» Tjcton wu loit. Bir Bdnid, mad irltb nf», rote 
bBrriadlr nd ran to thfl pafiMia. He brand notbint but 
tb« motionliaa ttatge, wluct> weved ta look ft itim with 
■iir}iTiM} aod, on eiaminiog it attsntiidr, he ab>erTa4 
tbit a portion of one of Cbe bands *as mitsinf. la the 
first momeut of aijger b« felt tempted to blow tbe heul off 
with ■ piitol siiot; but recovered bii^self on IbinMng 
that this ^esleas Tengeance would render tbp bqmliiiiliuo 
of hia defe»t ridiculoM' Hii fa^onrite lunw w*a fqi ever 
incapacitated froni ■enica, and bis own arm waa sprained. 
To conaole bim, tbe officer* inentioiied manj coses ftf 
difficultj that bad occami vitii Arabian fajino in India 
i* for the itona heing thrown bj u) ifiyiaible hand, li»> 
diaCDDiGtad bvonat aaid nothing atiout it; if would barjl 
been laughed at as a viaiooarj. 

The next day. Sir Edwanj. »>Ui his arm ip ■ lUag, r*- 
(Qmad bis TOuta, grsatl; chagrined at tbe cbieck be b«J 
receiied. is he paced slowly op a hiU. not fai from tilti 
halting place, the sound of concb shelU aflnopncial a Hin- 

iag lowarda ■ ^rat where derotcei, intoucat^d wilb 
opium, were walking barubiot on isd-hot coals- Near 
(ie fire rose a tall post, to the top of which a long pol« 
Iroa atladied in equilibrium j and at tbe moment Ibe 
bsronefs ceriigi was passing, a sanuisssjr, suspejoded 
himself to one cod of the pole hj a hook Ibrougb tbe 
(Buselea of his back, it a signal, which be bi^aelf g»ve, 
twentj pain of arms hearing on tbe ollur en4, raiud tiie 
devotee into tlis air. lie twisted and contorted himself 
vitb marrellaus rtpiditj ; then, as • hovering bird, he 
■wajed gentlj from right to leA, throwing diiwQ dovers 
en tbe astounded mnltitode benMtb. The blood itresmed 
^*n Jus iMck, Md, as Sir Edward aae oeu, the tan- 
BJUsy looked fiiwUr tt bim, witji u) air at onoe tii- 
"■")■''*"* and inspired, and Sung to the tnLveUer a nevtj- 
Uown bmwb of aadepiae, at thjs saine time feJling jjut, 
" Go, mj son, go where liif desires swcmon tbee, and 
raaf the paths be pleaiaat unia iltee." in uiiDluntarr 
sbndder seised the baiwijt* h ttus mcds cama M ibis 

HoDths went past after Sir Edward's arrival at Cal- 
cutta, where he lasted the pleaaurca offered by the 
East to bniurites of fbrtuna- At last he gave up 
brilliant routes and haiardous hunts for the joys of da- 
mestic life — he married. The foung girl on wbom bis 
choice fell was bom in India, of Engliih parent9 ; in her, 
were united tbe delicate grscea of the north with the 
ae>ece« tiaautr of tlw AliMic tfi^e. Tbcbvriu«g.<4ituMi> 
W Bangiil, wbuib bad impeasMid • sfA Im^uot oo bta 
featHM, Haned (o toe ^letoied nduu- th«o subdued 
the BOKfj of iMr AMTtittr. Id Iwr might be lecug- 
sited otM (/ (hots cannwenus snd xnoantic wotueo, Rho 
■irs tbeaiselvee tif witJiuuC bwr to the rapid galhip of a 
freakish horae, or the capricoa ofs oieusiriiig sea ; and 
who rashly iroot perils and euoduns, but wiibuut fur- 
geiringtbsic Cbeu- fliglita uf passion are not to liv riblbitied 
in pteaeaoe of the world- Tbe baronet, vho luvetl her 
tenderly, retired with ber to ■ baodwue bouse on the 
hsnks of the (^iiges. 

Of aU the tranquiJ pbaaures which their ae'' xeudenoe 
•fforded, Sir Edward most delighted in excurriona on ihe 
tiver- Asia coatomarj with nuny of Ibe wealthy Eng- 
lish settled in Bengal, he owned a iioli; one U tiiu*e 
splendid boats fitted with spacious cabins in tlio sttrii. 
When the evening bmugbt down its retrestaing cootncas, 
ho ordered his v»k1 to he prepared. In a minuU: 
cookt and waiten had caiiiad on boaid all that was ne- 



the ifiterior becomes more varied and picturesque. Some- 
times the; went down tawarde tbe sen, to view tbe distant 
vaves repnlsed by the current of tbe river, while Ibej 
tat on tbe deck of tbe bbolia which Boated peacefully in 

One evening Sir Edward had descended the streem ss 
usual i the moon rose resplendent and pure upon tbe 
stij, itill glowing with the nys of tbe setting eun. 
His young wife, lesning span ber iirm, looked over 
tbe side of the vessel, ber bine dark hair floating csre- 
tessly in tbe breeie, uid abandoned herself to a reverie, 
while wstcliing the agitation of the water beneath tbe 
strokes of tlm fatten. 

" Wbol are yoi; ngjng a^ so steadfastly, deafpsf 
Augusts.'" asked ber nusband, coming towards hcr- 

" I am looking at these wav^s," she answered, calmly, 
" whiclf speed to tbjB ocefn, as life flows towards eter- 
nity-" 

" And do you not find," rejoined Sr Edward, " that 
^>eie are in this life, which many ao imprecate, d^iys, at 
le«f t DiomfQts, when we feel too b^py to desire anytliing 
beyond? ^^'hat 9 splendid night 1 Look at those gir 
gantic ^g'trees which iiend down tbeir thirsty brancbea 
to the waler, tboae slender palms displaying iheir dark 
cfowos ag«inst )be sky. Ah! Augusts, In our culd 
climate* we have no t^ys which can be compared to 
nigbts in the tropics ; the European sky has neither tliig 
transparence nor depth. The stars sepm to expand 
le would 
9 to Ih« 






vault; 



s*f il 



s Iiom them that this cool odour c 



" I tjiought of them for you," answered .the baronet, 
clapping liis hwids. 

A ^iodoo tiomeilic appeared on the iepk, bearjug a 
large China vase iilled with flun^rs of tbe mo£t m^niC- 
CJ£Dt splendovr. 

" TJiaoJia, llianka '" cried August*, bending towsrds 
llie colossal bouquet. Ibecerfume of «bicb aeemed as ji^ 
fere suddenly to electrify her ; " now nothing is wanting 
to tbe b^ut^ of the aceue wlucb surrounds us. I«t us 
sail more slowly, and prolong, if it bo possible, these 
charming hours whicli bf^e all the sneetoess of f 

M > 4ign from 6ir Edward, the n r 

oars, lefvlng the bhoiia to drift with e 

jackals i^gtui tVir howUugs along j 

liver; jmw silent for * moment, then f 

iiitaiTvjited yelp, which at times re f 

cry of distress. Wairr-foal disturt f 

Ihe veisel'i lanterns, Dew hastily uix s 

of tjie overhanging trees, the rapid fb . _ _ _s 

■nuiiding stniiigel] in tbe siUiuce of the hour- Here and 
rbere litite rkiSi aiicbored at the end of narrow coves 
Bnaled quietly under their balF-furled fails. Leaning on 

the deuk ; then again altraiMed by tbe prrriime of the 
riowers, tlu- pluokt-d a sjiray of tbe asch-piaa which 
uruwiied the lioutiuel, and took a seat at tbe stern. 

A profound silence prevailed for some niiuuteson board 
tbe ulc.wly duatiug Itholia. Suddenly tbe rower*, who 
had been aluuibering on their benches, started up, ail 
Hpvakiiig at once in that tone peculiar to llie Beiigalii, 
which might be taken fur the twittering of binls. One or 
two among them, seizing their ours, thrust cautiuuily 
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awaj a sort of nft, which the carrent had home against 
the Tessel's side. Sir Edward rose at the noise, and 
looking over the hnlwark, saw some bundles of nuhee 
scantily bound ^together* on which Isj a Hindoo, mo- 
tionless. 

" What is the matter ? " asked Augusta. 

" Nothing." answered the baronet, "nothing but a Hin- 
doo fanatic floating down the river to die. His contact 
with the bholia might have retarded his voyage, and our 
rowers have piously replaced him in his route. To hinder 
the course of this pilgrim on the way to Brahma, would 
be, in their estimation, a great crime, for he is already 
dressed for the sacrifice. His forehead and cheeks are 
covered with mod from the Ganges, which purifies the 
devotee from his defilements." 

"I should like to see him," said Augusta, rismg, 
"Poor old man! there was once a time wh^n life ap- 
peared to him as the sovereign good. Perhaps, he had 
a &mily, children whom he loved I Ah, I should be 
curious to learn hu history. Do yon believe, Edward, 
that one can thus rush to meet death without having been 
torn from earth by some great calamity ?" 

" OW* replied Sir Edward, "these Hindoos are dream- 
ers who determine any day to set out for the other world, 
•a we for a drive in the country." • 

As he spoke, he commanded the boatmen to resume 
their oars: the bholia cut the waters, and the raft 
of reeds, on which lay the Hindoo, disappeared in ob- 
scurity. Augusta, overcome by sleep, retirad to her cabin 
Ibr a few hours' repose ; while Sir Edward remained on 
the deck to direct the movements of the crew. Impelled 
by the oars, the vessel moved swiftly, but being obliged 
to make firequent d/toun to avoid shallows, while the 
raft drifted in a straight line, it happened that at day- 
break the baronet and the Hindoo found themselves again 
near each other. Already the green and foaming Une, 
which indicates the sea showed itself on the horizon, sur- 
mounted by the white sails of tall ships. Sir Edward 
descended to the cabin to waken his wife : she was in a 
profound sleep : still holding in her hand the beautiful 
spray of asclepias. 

" Come — come," he said, quickly, " the sun waits for 
you, ere he rises ; the stars grow pale ; the waves mur- 
mur under the morning breexe ; on the top of the palms 
the vultnre,has shaken his wings — " 

The only answer was a faint pressure of the hand, and 
half unclosing of the eyelida, — "What is the matter, Au- 
gusta ? " cried Sir Edward, " are you ill ?" — and as he ran 
along the deck to summon his lady's attendants, he heard 
a voice, which seemed to issue from the water, utter the 
words, " Go, my son, go where thy desires summon thee, 
and may the paths be pleasant unto thee." 

At tins cry, he bethought himself of the sanniassy, and 
of the branch of asclepias, which the latter had one day 
thrown to him frt>m his airy elevation with the same 
expression. He rushed again in alarm to the cabin, 
and snatched the now-fruied flower which Augusta held 
between her fingers. The lady looked mournfully at 
him, tried to sp^, and closed her eyes. " Mar djati I 
mar tlfoH / she is dying, she u dying," shrieked the ser- 
Tants, melting into tears ; one of diem threw the fatal 
spray into the Ganges ; as it fell, the water around was 
stained with a tinge of blue. On the deck, the aflnghted 
boatmen spoke one to another of a subtle poison con- 
cealed in the corolla of the flower. 

Immediately the bholia's course was changed, the 
rowers iirged it rapidly back to their master's h^itation. 
While the splendid vessel thus returned silently towards 
the city, bearing the inanimate body of Augusta, the raft 
scarcely visible in the middle. of the great river, began to 
rise and fall upon the waves. The Hindoo still kept 
himself in the same position, and the increasing swell 
rocked him for a time without disturbing his equilibrium ; 
but little by little the reeds sunk below the surface. For 



a moment they disappeared, then suddenly rose agaiB, 
but scattered and broken ; this time the sanniassy vba 
no longer there: he had quitted his frail aupport to 
plunge into the ocean depths, as a bird leapa boin. ita 
branch to dart into the air. 

Some days later. Sir Edward left Bengal a prey to vio- 
lent grief. To seek forgetiulness of his sorrow, he trm- 
veiled fur in the wildest and remotest provinces of India. 
He was crossing the Mysore, in the season most dangerous 
to Europeans, when he was attacked by the jungle fever. 
His palanquin bearers abandoned him in the middle of a 
village wher^ no succour was to be had; but a frdthfrd 
domestic undertook to convey him to the coast, in the 
hope that sea air would alleviate his sufierings. It was 
there that I met him at the caravanseni of Alepey, still 
pale and stricken, and learned his painful story. 

Young Arthur, he who had been the cause of the inddeot 
which took place at the brahmin's lodge, as already re* 
lated, left Bombay soon after the departure of his friend 
for Bengal, to join the army on the Indus, in a territerj 
dreaded by British troops on account of its insalubrious 
cUmate. He suffered continually from acute pains, which 
the physicians treated as an affection of the liver, a com- 
mon disease in India; but the Hindoos attributed the 
malady to some mali^cent influence ; for the soroerers 
of the East are greatly to be dreaded. 

As for Roukminie, the brahmin's daughter, scarcely had 
she been abandoned by her father, than she devoted her* 
self to pious and meritorious works which may be de- 
scribed in a few words. A pagoda, in the vicimty of 
Bombay, is tenanted by flocks of pigeons, which multiply 
at such a rate, that the whole of the building and its pre- 
cints are covered with them ; it is impossible to plant the 
foot, or to make a movement in the plAce, without treading 
on the happy birds, which are constantly fed by the 
abundant supplies of grain distributed among them by 
devotees. In the midst of these pigeons, and as it weie 
incruated in the earth, vegetates an old brahmin, who 
has not changed his posture for twenty years. He lies 
on his back, with one hand raised in the air, supporting 
a vase, in which herbs and flowers successively grow and 
decay. Roukminie has consecrated herself to the service 
of this penitent ; it is she who brings him twice a day 
the rice and water, which constitute his nourishment. 
ITius she hopes to recover from the injury inflicted on 
her fisther, the effect of which recoiled on her. 



38t0jp:x9||t( i^tt^. 

WILLIAM JACKSON, THE MUSICAL 

COMPOSER. 

YoKKSHiKX has long been famous for its Choral ringing. 
Each town and village has its musical dub, which in re- 
cent times has been dignified with the appellation of 
"Choral" or " Philharmonic " Society. These anhs 
direct and form the musical taste of their respective dis- 
tricts. At Whitsuntide and other festival times, they 
give public concerts of sacred muric, not fearing to en- 
counter even the diflicult works of Handel and Haydn. On 
Whit Monday yon will find the streets and alleys of the 
manufacturing towns, — aye, and the green lanes of the 
country, — made quite vocal by the dioristers of Sun- 
day schools, who, clad in their best, the young maidens 
in snowy white, perambulate from house to house among 
their benefrustors, or it may be, the leading £uniliea of 
the religious bodies to which they belong, and aided by 
sundry double basses, trombones, and little fiddles, led 
by a maeMtro of very emphatic gesticulation, mounted on a 
kitchen stool, and flourishing a big roll of paper in his 
hand, marks the time to which the hundreds of throats, 
and the whirlwind of fiddles around him, follow in tii- 




umphant march throug^h a hymn tune of Wesley, or 
a showy anthem of Whitaker. 

Bat our Yorkshire vocalists can accomplish far greater 
feats than this. Mr. Jelinger Symons, in the Report of 
the Children's Employment Commisnon for 1841, takes 
notice of a delightfol visit he paid to the Flockton Col- 
liery, near Wakefield, on which occasion the colliers, 
with their Wives, sons, and daughters, were the principal 
performers in a concert given in the school-room — flic 
selections hcing principally from the oratorios of Handel, 
Haydn, and Mendelssohn ! 

Although every town and village in Yorkshire can 
boast of its great singers— many of them grey-haired men, 
who have regtilarly officiated at the concerts given in 
their own neighbourhood , as well as performed in grand 
oratorios in York Cathedral, glorying in having joined 
their voices to those of even the great Braham and C^ta- 
lani, in their native villages, the repnt-ation of some of 
these singers is very great. One is pointed out — a re- 
splendent bass— who can " get down to low C;" another, 
you will be told — a soprano — can " get up to high D \" 
Some have wonderful gifts in "the middle notes ;*' and 
others have " a compass " quite miraculous. No wonder 
then, that musical geniuses occasionally spring up among 
them, such as the yomig musical composer whose career 
we are now about to relate. 

Some siz-and-twenty years ago, a great match of 
hell-ringing took place at Masham, a beautiful little 
village seated in the valley of the Yore, some ten miles 
above the city of Ripon. Now, bell-ringing, our readers 
must be informed, is one of the oldest, and used to be 
one of the most favourite amusements of the village 
musicians of Yorkshire. Matches in bell-ringing are still 
often played for high stakes; the greatest number of 
changes correctly rung on the peal of bells within the 
shortest time, giving victory to the party that achieves it. 
At this famous match at Masham, of which we speak, a little 
boy was present, in company with his grandfather, " old 
Jftcky Denison," as his acquaintances called him, and it 
was with no small awe and admiration that he gazed at 
the "flashes" of the bell-ropes ascending and descending 
through the holes of the chamber floor, while the changing 
peals of the bells aloft in the steeple were varied from 
time to time by the sharp words of command, " bob," 
" change next sally," and so on. A slight jarring in the 
melody of the bells would be heard, and a sudden cry at 
once set up among the ringers of '* git away behint," or 
"lie i'fourths," or "dodge wi me;" and then the me- 
lody would be set straight again. Such was the first 
concert at which this little boy was present, and the im- 
pression of its grandeur was fixed deep upon his me- 
mory. 

What a mystery to him, and a delight also, was the 
grinding of the barrel-organ in the old parish church 
during serviee ! The instrument was a small one; and, 
in order to let the sound well into the church, the doors 
were all thrown open behind, so that its stops, pipes, 
barrels, staples, keyboard, jacks, in fact nearly the whole 
machinery except the bellows, was nakedly exposed to the 
view of the audience in the gallery. All this mysterious con- 
trivance of machinery for the production of music, was 
matter of no small wonderment to our young musical 
amateur, who generally contrived, in order to watch its 
operations, to make one of the audience in the gallery of 
the parish church of Masham. He was but a child at 
this time ; and at the age of eight, he left Masham to 
reside at Tanfield' Mill, a few miles off, with his grand- 
mother. Here he commenced his musical career with 
learning to play upon an old fife, which had done service 
in the band of the Masham volunteers, in which his hther 
was a fifer. It was a serious affair with him when he 
found that his fife would not sound " D ;" but his mother 
removed the difficulty by presenting him with a one-keyed 
flute ; and shortly after, a gentleman of the neighbour- 



hood presented him with a flute with four silver keys. 
This was a great stroke of good luck, and he blew away 
joy hilly, making no small noise and progress. 

But he was meanwhile making nu way in "book- 
learning," as his friends thought ; and so he was sent off 
to a school at Pateley Bridge. There he sought out his 
most congenial society, and found it in a club of village 
singers at Brigham Gate. They put into his hands the 
old sol-fei-ing gamut, and drilled him into the reading 
of music, in which he soon became a greater proficient 
than in the reading of books. His progress astonished 
them all ; and he returned from school full of musical 
notions. He contrived to get the use of an old jingling 
spinet, and learned to play upon it, though the melody 
was very unsatisfactory. He became ambitious of pos- 
sessing a finger-organ ; but wanted the means to procure 
if. However, about this time, a neighbouring parish 
clerk had purchased for an insignificant sum, a small dis- 
abled barrel-organ, that had travelled the northern coun- 
ties with a show. The clerk, relying on his mechanical 
and musical skill, (for of the former he had already given 
proofs in the making of wooden clocks and knack-reels, 
and of the latter, by combining with his clerkship his 
performance every Sunday on the bassoon,) felt confident 
that he could revive the tones of this old organ ; but, in 
spite of all his efforts, he could only get from it a sound 
which was neither scream, grunt, nor groan, but a com- 
bination of all three. At last, in despair^ he placed it in 
a donkey cart, and brought it to the house in which our 
young musician lived ; for, though yet a mere boy, he 
had already gained some littie celebrity by his alterations 
and improvements in the hand-organ of the parish 
church of Masham. He at once set to work upon it, 
and found that its chief disease was " an affection of the 
windpipe." He promised, however, to have it ready for 
use in a week, and sure enough, when the old clerk 
called, at the end of that time, he was astonished at the 
completeness of the cure, and was moved even to tears 
by the old airs which it played. The derk joyfully gave 
the lad a sovereign, the first golden fruits of his musical 
and mechanical skill. 

And now the thought haunted him strangely, that he 
could ntaie an organ ! His father and he set to work to 
construct a barrel-organ ; but though both of them could 
chop sticks well enough, neither of them could use a 
jack-plane so as to plane straight and square. By dint, 
however, of hard labour, and through many failures, they 
at last succeeded ; — first making the beUows, then the 
pipes (a still more difficult work), then the diapasons, 
then the wind-chest, and next all the minor mechanical 
mysteries ; and the issue was, that in the course of three 
or four months, they had constructed a barrel-organ that 
played ten tunes very decently. The organ was th« 
wonder of the neighbourhood, and many country visitors 
called to see it and hear it play. Other organs were sent 
in to repair, and an old gentleman at Pateley Bridge gave 
the mechanist an order to put him a lot of sacred music 
on a new barrel he had got made, which was accomplished 
very much to his satisfaction. He next ambitioned a 
five-stop finger-organ ; set to work with its construction, 
and made it — his brother purchasing for him the keys of 
an old harpsichord. At the same time, he begged some 
old-fashioned music in loose sheets which proved to be 
" Boyce^s Cathedral Music," .and was of great ultimate 
service to him. He learned to play it, and also possessed 
himself of a copy of " Calcott's Grammar of Thorough 
Bass," which he studied and mastered. During all this 
time, the boy was engaged in daily hard work as a miller; 
he also occasionally tramped about the country as a 
" cadger," with an ass and a cart ; occasionally, by way 
of earning a few shillings as pocket money, gathering 
manure from the roads. During summer, he worked in 
the fields, and being a great stout lad weighing fourteen 
stone, though only fourteen years old, he was generally 
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B€t to <^o ft maa'a work during the ef entful seaaons of 
turn«p-time, hay-time, and harvest. The only time he 
hiui tor practij-iog musiCp was during the noon-hour, and 
in t)ie evening ; about half-an-hour at dinner-time, and 
au hour or two at night. 

He next tried his hand at composing, and a dozen little 
nnfhems vvhich the lad composed were carried by a friend 
who took ail intere«t in him, to the late Mr. Camidge, the 
organist at York Minster, and shown to him as the pro- 
duction of *• a milltjr's lad of fourteen." Mr. Camidge 
marked the objectionable passages such as contained 
consecutive fifths, eighths, &c., with pencil, pointing out 
how they might be improved ; and returned them with 
the encouraging remarks that they " did the young man 
great credit," and he must " go on writing." 

A military bund was formed about this time at 
Masham, and he walked there and back, twice a week, to 
practice. He wrote tunes for this band ; and he played, 
first, the 3rd clarionet, next the trumpet, then the keyed 
bugle, and in succession, the bass horn, the French horn, 
the leading clarionet, the cornopean, the tenor trombone, 
— in fact, he played every instrument by turns, according 
as an instrument had to be supplied by the loss of one 
of the band. He thus acquired a good practical know- 
ledge of nearly every instrument in the band ; which 
gave him great facility in afterwards arranging for an 
orchestra, and in producing striking instrumental effects. 
To these varied accomplishments he afterwards added 
those of performing on the violin, viola, violoncello, and 
double bass, though on no one of these instruments could 
he be pronounced to be at all a first-rate performer. 

The old barrel-organ in the church at Masham being 
well worn by this time, and not being considered quite op 
with the progress of the age, the lord of the manor, Mr. 
Danby, proposed to present a finger-organ to the church, 
if any person could be found in the neighbourhood to 
play it. William Jackson, for such is the name of the 
young musician of whom we have been speaking, was 
mentioned to Mr. Danby, and he was invited to go over 
to Swinton Park to be " tried over." Mr. Uaoby, who 
was himself a gentleman of fine taste, and a skiltul per- 
former on the violoncello, put the young musician 
" through his facings," and was much pleawd with his 
performance. It was resolved, however, that he should 
take some lessons from an organ master, before entering 
on the duties of organist at Masham. So he went over 
to Ripon twice a week during the winter, until the organ 
was completed. In the meantime, he was acting as 
journeyman miller at Masham, at a wage of 3s. 6d a 
week. 

When the organ R'as opened hi June, 1832, he was duly 
in!;tailed organist, at a salary, provided by Mr. Danby, 
of jt30 a year, regarded by our young musician as 
a comfortable indc|»endenoe. He got on surprisingly, 
and was very happy ; labouring hard in the eveniitgs at 
the study of music. He joined a circulating library at 
Leeds, and through its means became conversant with 
the works of Mozart, Ilaydn, Spohr, and Mendelssohn ; 
studying the full scores whenever he could obtain them. 
To eke out his means, he began to take pupils, but he 
was discouraged by the drudgery, and the very slender 
promises of his pupib ; for it is hard to labour at a soil 
which yields nothing. He found too, that parents were 
disappointed if their daughters could not play at the end 
of a quarter ; as one old lady observed to him on bringing 
a pupil, " my daughter, you see, is a very good ^cholai ; 
•he reads, and writes, and counts ; and 1 think if she had 
a quarter's music and a quarter's French, she would be 
quite top*i out /" Such were the popular notions of fe- 
male education at Masham 1 So the teacher gave up 
his 23 |iupils in despair, and entered into business as a 
tallow-chandler in Masbam, in the year 1839. About 
this time, he published his fine Anthem, " For joy let 
f«!rtile valleys sing;" and shortly alter, in 1840« he 



gained the firrt prise from the Huddersfield Glee dab for 
his composition of " The Sisters of the Lea," m very 
able work. The Huddersfield Choral Society alao about 
the same time performed '* For joy let fertile valleys sing."* 
and he composed for the same Society, in 1€41. Um 103rd 
P.«alm, written for a full orchestra; and also a ku^ 
Anthem, " God be merdful unto us," which has been 
performed several times with great eeldi by the Bristol 
Choral Society. 

In the midst of these minor works, Jackson commenced 
the composition of an Oratorio, the subject of which 
"TheDeUvenmce of Israel from Babylon." His 
tice was to jot down a sketch of the ideas as thej pre*- 
sented themselves to his mind, and to write them out 
in Kore in the evenings, after be had left his work m 
the candle shop. This Oratorio was published in parts, u 
the coarse of the years 1844 and 1845; and he finished tfa# 
last choms on his twenty-ninth birth-d^. The work wss 
exceedingly well received by the critics of the musical 
world ; the AihtrutUM pronouncing it to be " one of the 
best of its class of English origin," f " containing un- 
mistakeable indications of talent." % The Jtfwsteel 
Timfi also pronounced it to be a work of " much masioal 
merit." It was first performed before the public in the 
Music Hall, at Leeds, by an orchestra and full chortti 
of about 130 performers ; and it has since been pMformedl 
in other towns in Yorkshire. Some of the choruses erv of 
a magnificent order, and the whole work gives indicationa 
of real musical talent. We do not know that the per- 
formances to which we have referred proved lucrative i 
but that does not seem to have been Jackson's object ia 
composing the Oratorio, so much as a real love of his 
art. He writes, like every other true frtiist, because of hia 
love of it — because he follows the bent of his geoioa. 
We have recently ncard that Mr. Kovello has purchased 
the copyright of " The Deliverance," and intends re* 
publishing it in an improved form. Indeed^ we are not 
without hopes of yet hearing it performed in all its glory m 
Exeter UaU. 

Jackson has also composed some fine songs, axDo&f 
which may be mentioned two, — " She's on my hear^'* 
to the beautiful words of Miss Jewsbury ; and ** Tears^ 
idle tears," to those of Alfred Tennyson. He has aiao 
published a mass, in C, and a volume of e&oellent churcb 
music ; and he is at present engaged in the composatioa 
of a second grand Oratorio. 

Such is a brief sketch of the career ef a real geiiiitt 
in village life> whose name has already gone far beyond 
the bounds of his native valley, and who promises^ in the 
full maturity of his poners, to take his place high in the 
rank of English composers. His lifis afiurds another 
cheering example of the power of man to carve out for 
himself an honourable career ; and by dint of indomi- 
table courage and industry, to overcome and smrasottnt 
the difficulties and perils of early privation and poverty. 
So God speed to the future labours of William Jai^son 1 



I 



I * 



THE WAYWARD WIPE. 

Lord and Lady Templegrove were once young, and 
sufficiently handsome to make what ladies' maids and 
school-girls call a " most interesting oouplev" but that 
time^ alas 1 was past, and they were now so no longer. 
They had married because they loved each other ; bn^ 
as the lady had a large fortune, and the gentlcsDan m 
peerage, the world, which always, or generallv supposes 
an uncharitable motive when there are possible grounds 
for so doing, said it was because the one wanted mone^» 
and the other wished for rank, that they resolved upon ex- 
changing their several possessions. They were very happy 
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At flr!il--tb« lady saw no fault whateyer in her husband — 
and Lord Templegrave» although abundantly fastidious, 
saw surprisingly few in his accomplished Caroline, but of 
course, each had fault;), which were percej)tible enough 
to their respective friends, and soon, alas, becatne equally 
clear to each other. 

Time wore on I Lord Templegrove at length by de- 
grees returned to that world of which he was the orna- 
ment, and found himself as warmly welcomed as before 
by all but young ladies on their preferment, and the 
mammas of many daughters. His wife, at the com- 
mencement, sighed over the change, but did not love him 
less, or neglect him more ; and he, for • long while, was 
■t times as affectionate as ever. At last, however, his 
absences from home grew more frequent, and lengthened 
in their duration; he ceased to take pleasure in quiet 
conversations, occupations, walks or rides; he often 
seemed annoyed at questions, was uninterested about pros- 
pects or projects, had something to write, or read, or think 
%f which he could do better alone ; then he talked of how 
natural it was to like a little change, and in fine, ere very 
long he was engaged, first in friendly conversation, then 
in innocent flirtation, with new loves, old loves, and no 
loves at all indeed ; for he was not very particular, so as 
they were, he said, " just a little change from my little 
wife at home, who u very good and clever, and so forth, 
no doubt, and I am truly aware of her value, but Darby- 
tnd-Joanism is quite out of fashion, and she must just 
learn a little common sense, and not bore me with sighs 
and tears, and orations about her affection, which I 
never doubted ; and appeals to mine, which is quite un- 
changed, though I can't continue sentimentalizing and 
love-making to all eternity." This was a sad beginning, 
and it was but the beginning. Lord Templegi'ove, secure of 
his wife's virtue and strong affection for him, took very little 
trouble about her, seemed always otherwise engaged when 
she wanted to walk or ride with him, bad something else 
to do when she wished to discuss a book, or talk over their 
domestic affairs, had nothing to say when by 6hance they 
found themselves together, and in short, even her affec- 
tionate eye perceived, that althou|[;h he still continued 
to respect, nay, like her, his love was over, and that her 
society often rather annoyed than pleased him. Much 
she prayed, much she wept, much she wrote, much she 
talked, much she tried to win him back, she saw it was 
in vain, and that although liberal, and even kind in 
essentials, and dvil and polite always, there was more 
truth than she had hitherto believed in the French 
proverb : — 

" L'vmour tfteint ne m nUome jamais." 

And she trembled to think she might apply it now to 
her own case. Among Lord Templegrove's various whims 
and fancies one was to wear a queue ; he had always re- 
sisted Caroline's supplications that he would abandon so 
ugly and unusual a fiashion, but upon returning one day 
from dining with the*Elleston Smiths, dashing, presum- 
ing parvenut, whom Lady Templegrove always kept at a 
freezing distance, he appeared without his queue. Lady 
Templegrove looked at his head, and grew pale, but said 
nothing. " Oh, you see that I have at last lost my pigtail. 
Carry, bien malgr^ moi, I do assure you, but they so ban- 
tered and teased me, that I resolved (not from that, but be- 
cause mine is the only one left now-a-days, and I hate to 
be singular) to cut it off — that pert little Emily saved 
me the trouble, so now I suppose you are pleased. 
''You certainly," answered she "look better without 
such an old-fashioned appendage." She said no more ; 
deeply wocnded, convinoed that her influence over him 
was passed, as she imagined, for ever, she resolved to 
fight against her affection, and regain, if possible, her 
lost peace of mind. 

From that day, he lost his tvffe t she remained only 
his Marchioness. No more tears, no more complaints, 
no more letters about her love and devotion, she went 



through her duties for her own sc'^e, but was apparently 
quite uninterested about her husb uid, and ceased to try 
to interest him about herself. He knew it not! — he 
saw it not ! — on the contrary, he thought her for a long 
time decided]'^ improved ; she tormented him no more 
with remonstrances about long absences, or coldness or 
crossness; she wrote no more long letters, and very 
seldom wrote at all ; but when she did address him, she 
began, •' my dear," and ended, " your affectionate," — 
dwelt upon news, politics, necessary information, any- 
thing, in short, but her former themes ; and he did not 
appear to notice the change, so gradually had it come on. 
She occupied herself with her children, her friends, her 
various pursuits and accomplishments, and he felt himself 
free. He, on his side, continued always polite, sometimef 
kind, often liberal, making her occasionally handsome 
presents ; and so time went on. At last old loves died, 
new loves married ; he lost his mother and his brother, 

felt ill and nervous, and lonely, and then he turned 

to his wife. It was too late ! She expressed herself sorry 
when he was unwell, glad when he was better, never re* 
fused to do what he desired, but did nothing in regard to 
him unrequested. She never encouraged him to ex- 
change a thought, never spoke of herself, never expressed 
anxiety about anything concerning him, left him to write 
or read, or think by himself, as he had formerly wished, 
sometimes proposed to him that he should change the 
same, by paying this or that visit, without offering to ac- 
company him ; seemed occupied about the progress her 
daughters were making in their studies, or the interests 
of her personal friends ; and he fouTid himself desolate 
and alone ! What would he now give for an affectionate 
glance, for a complaint of his absence, for a frown for his 
neglect, for even a friendly confidential chat ? He saw 
that the tears she had so bitterly shed for the loss of hei 
husband, were dried up, and that she would only mourn 
for the Marquis of Templegrove in bombazine and crape. 
" It is all my own heartless folly, my blindness, my self- 
deception, my own fault," sighed the unhappy man, " let 
us go to Fleuranville, where our first months of marriage 
were spent, these well remembered scenes may, perhaps, 
revive feelings, not, alas I of youthful confiding love, but 
of that fond friendship which should have replaced it, and 
would, most surely in her so have done, had I not been 
so injudicious, so indifferent to her affection, that burnt 
bright long after mine had waned." 

To Fleuranville they went, but at Fleuranville the house 
was small, the servants few, the habits different ! They 
w^ere thrown more together, but that did not tend to draw 
them together any closer ; on the contrary, the faults only 
Uyerement prononc/s in youth, and scarcely perceptible in 
an exalted sphere of life, where large rooms, numerous at- 
tendants, company, amusements, &c., &c., come between 
you and domesticity here become glaring. Lord Templegrove 
could not endure this, hated that, was annoyed by the 
other i noises teased him, and he was always hearing 
them ; smells disgusted him, and he was always smelling 
them ; and he hitched on his chair, and looked up im- 
patiently, if a book fell, or drawers or doors grated ; if a 
pen scratched, if a newspaper rattled. Lady Temple- 
grove liked air, and Lord T. could not bear an open 
window; she bated a lamp, he preferred one; he had 
the mania of reading aloud in the newspapers anything 
which pleased, surprised, or struck him, his wife did not 
like interruption ; the consequences were, that Caroline, 
giving up the dUawing-room, and its elegancies ^c her 
Lord, made her own room comfortable, and sat there as 
much as possible. She now could be happy without 
him ; he remembered the time when he wished she could 
do so, and now it was come, and he felt desolate and 
longed to be as they used to be at Fleuranville, every lone 
street of which little town, recalled more forcibly than 
ever to his mind old times ; but pride stood by to pre- 
vent the approaches towards a better understanding 



■ ■■■■41 



828 



ELIZA COOK'S :rOtJRNAl4. 



oomiog forward first from him ; and by his wife's man- 
ner, which was unchanged, he could, in no way, di- 
vine what passed in her mind. 

So things, perhaps, might hare gone on, but for a 
happy unfortunate accident. — One day. Lady Temple- 
groTe, beiQg in the room with her husband, got upon a 
stool to reach a book, rather than ask him to get it for 
her, and jumping down, in some way, twisted her ancle , 
M> that she could not stand. The pain was intense ; but 
she said, calmly, " I shall trouble your Lordship to ring 
the bell twice for my maid." Upon turning round, how- 
ever, he saw she had fainted ; and her maid being out. 
Lord Templegrove carried her to her room, put her to 
bed, sent for a surgeon, and in the meantime himself 
tried to restore her. She opened her eyes with surprise 
upon her husband, and seeing something very like tears on 
his eyelashes, said, " Thank you very much, I am better," 
but the entrance of the doctor prevented any further 
observation. The ancle was discovered to be broken; 
and Lord Templegrove assisted whilst the surgeon set it, 
only leaving his wife upon being told that perfect repose 
was absolutely necessary. The medical man, however, 
assured her husband, that there was very little to fear, and 
that the accident would probably be followed by nothing 
more serious than a tedious recovery i he contented him- 
self with coming or sending every morning to know how 
the invalid went on, without otherwise manifesting the 
anxiety he really felt. 

What were Caroline's reflections and feelings on her 
sick-bed ? Did she still look upon herself as the only 
aggrieved person, or did conscience reproach her ? Alas, 
no ! she would not listen to its still small voice. For 
some time she continued to magnify to herself his ne- 
glect, and her own sufferings, and tried to feel indignant 
still; but it would not do; and now that she had lei- 
sure to reflect seriously, she began at length to ask, 
whether she herself were not to blam'e for the waste of 
happiness — the long estrangement ! Surely she had not 
tried long enough, nor had she tried properly, to secure 
or win back her husband's affection. Had she made suffi- 
cient allowance for his lively temper and dispositions ? 
Had she not forgotten that it was her duty to bear and 
forbear ? He- had never ill-treated her, had always be- 
haved to her with respect, and never with unkindness ; 
yet, because he directed his conversation to other women, 
and was teased by her constant wish to monopolize his 
attention, she threw from her heart the man she had 
0wom to love, honour, and obey ; and when he mani- 
fested a desire to return to his domestic hearth, she re- 
ceived him with coldness and negligence. What would 
she give to have him at her side, to converse with her, to 
read to her ? — but he came not. And she now attempted 
to effect a reconciliation by a condescending manner, but 
Lord Templegrove turned coldly from her, and Caroline 
was in despair; she bitterly repented her former foolish 
jealousy, and her selfish indulgence of pride and ill- 
temper ; she now had the conviction that she a!one was 
in fault, and justly suffering the punishment due to it. 
Often when be approached, she felt inclined to throw 
herself at his feet, but she had not courage to do so ; 
and day after day passed in repentance, tears, and una- 
vailing sorrow, which hindered her recovery. At last, 
she resolved to humble herself, and upon the next visit of 
her husband, she rose and took his hand ; but he remem- 
bering, most unfortunately, former days, imagined she 
was again going to reproach him with neglect, which 
in her present weak state, might bring on a scene as per- 
nicious for her, as unpleasant for himself. He, there- 
fore, made some frivolous excuse, left the room, and for 
some days refrained from visiting it, unless her maid was 
present. 

It is impossible to describe Lady Tcmplegrove's wretch- 
edness, and bitter self-reproaches; her fear of being 
coolly received made her so reserved in her manner, that 



he supposed the unexpected movement, which liad 16 
alarmed him, was a mere start of temper, or a fit of nef* 
vousness, and was now fbigotten : each was slraid of the 
other, and they appeared more estranged even than be- 
fore, nntii Lady Templegrove one evening burst into 
tears, and, before her husband could escape, cried, "For- 
give me, Charles 1 I have been entirely to Uane, I Ikave 
shown unfounded jealousy, and an unforgiving temper, 
but if bitter repentance can atone for such w ay w ar d oon- 
duct, believe me I have long suffered severely." We 
need not pursue the conversation ; it was followed by a 
sincere reconciliation and sense of quiet happiness^ which 
neither had fdt for a long time before. 

The ande at length got well • their afleetloii for eaoli 
other they found had never really been extinguished, it 
had only slept to rewaken happily again : they talked over 
all that had happened, unreservedly, bewailing the many 
happy hours lost by their own folly, and firmly resolving 
to make the most of those that remained to them. They 
rambled through the lanes, and sat by the shore again, 
talked of the foture onoe more, and enjoyed the present 
with the same loving hearts, though not the laughing 
eyes, fresh complexion, and bright locks, they boasted of 
during " Love's young dream." They mutually deter- 
mined to bear and forbear; and, as much as was possibly 
when the habits have become fixed, to give up all that 
was un pleasing to each other. Lord Templegrove read 
aloud, while his wife worked or drew, and never were they 
happier during the first fond months of their married 
life, than they became in their old age, in the enjoyment 
of that true friendship, which when entertained by mar- 
ried people for each other, is the most perfect in the 
world. 



USE THE PEN. 

Vta the pen, there*! raegic in it. 

Never let it lag behind { 
Write thj thought, the pen can win it 

From the ehnoe of the raiad. 
If any a gem it loet for ever 

By the careless paMer-by ; 
But the gem* of thought ahould never 

On the mental pathway lie. 

Uie Che pen, reck not that otherv 

Take a higher flight than thine ; 
Blany an ocean cave atiU amothen 

Pearla of price beneath the brine $ 
But the diver findi the treaaore, 

And the gem to light u brought. 
So, thy mind's unbounded measure 

May give op some pearl of thought. 

Use the pen, the day's departed, 

When the sword, alone, held sway. 
Wielded by the lion-bearted, 

Strong in battle ! where aA they t 
All unknown the deeds of glory 

Done of old by mighty men. 
Save the few who live in story. 

Chronicled by Sages* pen. 

Use the pen, the Sun above us. 

By whose aid the chemist's art 
Stamps the forms of those who love us. 

Showing us their eounterpart, 
Cannot hold a higher power 

llian within the pen enshrined. 
When, with wisdom for its dower. 

It daguerreotypea the miad. 

Use the pen, but let it never 

Slander Truth with death-blaek ink| ' 
ZiCt it be thy best endeavour, 

But to write what good men think, 
So, thy words and thoughts securing 

Honest praise from learning's tongue, 
}f ay, in time, be as enduring 

As the atmina which Homer sung. 

J. £. CAAPBMTim. 
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LUCY DEAN; 
THE NOBLE NEEDLEWOMAN. 

BT BILVEEFEN. 

IQmtiHued/^m pa3Hi3\9.) 

It WM now late, but with a light heart how swift the 
ibet become ; go in time, that would have appeared mar- 
velloiM ander another state of feeling, the woman, after 
the purchase of some necessaries at a huckster's shop, 
yet open, reached the solitary garret. It looked mourn- 
ful and desolate enough after the light and warmth of the 
bird-fancier^s little parlour, but apparently regardless, or 
aft least, unobservant of these things, Lucy lighted the 
caodie she had with her, sat down upon the only chair 
the room contained, and read and read again, like some 
schoolboy with his task, the golden words of sound ad- 
vice, set down by this sweet spirit in the shape of wolnan. 
It was a new spirit, the spirit of a new time ; and as the 
starving, mournful, solitary woman read, all sense of 
weakness and of desolation passed away ; and once more, 
united into one, the love of father, mother, and sister, 
geemed to be re-bom with newer fervor from their 
perished dust; and encircling her, befriending her, sus- 
taining her, to tell her that there is hope for all who 
gtrive with earnest will. 

When at last she rose, her resolution was taken ; and 
as if it were a good one, and a right one, she saw, as she 
passed the window to her lowly bed, that the heavenly 
moon still gloamed upon the river, to right and left, far 
np and down, but fullest now and sweetest in its light, 
where darkest shadows had been cast before. • 

Mr. O* Flanagan's bright crown enabled her to take 
a mourning bonnet, shawl, and gown, out of pawn, and 
borrowing a pair of shoes and gloves from the kindly 
mistress of a neighbouring coffee-shop, Lucy Dean, thus 
onee more decently clad, set off on the errand she had 
nsolved upon. The place she had to go to lay five or 
six miles from town, but the morning was fiosty and 
bright, though cold. 

As she cleared the outskirts of the city, and hedge- 
rows replaced unfinished houses in all stages of progress, 
and fields lay far and wide, though mantled with hoar 
frost ; her spirits, hopeful, though humble, made her for 
the time feel as if she could seek any presence, however 
great. But this only lasted whilst the little village, 
whither she was going lay in a degree remote, for as she 
neared it and turned down a sloping, grassy lane from the 
high road, she trembled and hesitated, and filtered in 
h^ steps. It was one of the most hidden, and quaintest 
of little villages, one would often see ; and by its bits of 
common turf, its large old spreading, though now leaf- 
less trees, its gabled red -bricked houses, and low 
garden gates, and ivied porches, it might be easily ima- 
gined to be five hundred miles away from London, instead 
of a little more than five. After finding out the exact 
house, it was some minutes before she had heart enough 
to ring the gate bell ; and when it was answered, and an 
old woman, dad in a monstrous high-bibbed apron, led 
her through a little wainscoted passage, with a glass 
door at the further end, which showed the bright 
laurels of a small garden, and a parlour door opened, and 
some one said, " let the person come in," Lucy Dean, 
breathless and trembling, passed round the door, not to 
behold, still more to her breathless amazement, the vision 
she had conjured np of a middle-aged lady, very tall and 
very grandly dressed, and with a very distant manner and 
a haughty voice, but a little woman, years younger than 
herself, in whose fiioe yon saw the fervent, pitying, noble 
heart, the world had learnt to love so well; and the 
written thoughts of whose heart, hundreds of IViddle- 
sings and O'Flanagans wrapped up carefully in silk 
paper. The presence of a grand, proud, naughty woman, 
sensible of power, would have sustained the self-resolu- 



tion of the needlewoman ; but to see before her as the lady 
uprose from her chair, a little frail, childish creature, 
without a sign of pride or thought of self, brought back 
at once all her own humility of state, her sufferings, and 
her hoarded sorrows ; and scarcely moving one step firom 
the now closed door, she wept, with buried face, and 
knelt, in soul, before this little creature, without power 
to stay her tears, or to conceal her heaving and convulsed 
respiration. 

"Come," spoke the lady, with a gentle voice, "yon 
have walked far, I fear. Come sit down, you will be 
better presently." So saying, she stirred up the fire to 
a bright glow, drew up a large old-fashioned chair beside 
her own, and then taking Lucy's hand made her sit down 
beside her. 

The needlewoman was sufficiently educated to under- 
stand that brevity is courtesy to strangers ; so as soon as 
she was sufficiently calm she stated her name, her age, 
her occupation, her sorrows, and the events of the over 
night, which had led to her knowledge of the lady's 
writings, and her de«re to see her and ask her good 
advice. 

"I am glad these things are serviceable," said the 
lady, " especially in reference to my own sex, for I put 
down on paper what my soul believes to be truth. But, 
beyond this, I fear 1 am powerless. Still, as the old 
word is, where there is a will there is a way, I would 
gladly find one in such a matter, for any woman who I 
think would go forth to the colonies, with the determina- 
tion to work, not only for herself, but to pave a way for 
others of her sex, less fortunate, or less courageous. 
Such a woman might achieve immeasurable good. Now 
a few questions which lie at the root of all. Could you 
wash, cook, bake, do you know how to provide a com- 
fortable dinner, and nurse a child, eh ?" 

"Till I went to learn dressmaking of my own choice, 
Madam, at the age of eighteen," answered Lucy, " I 
managed my parents' household for several years ; and 
not a girl in our Cornish village, as was well known, had 
a better name for baking an oven of good bread, brewing 
clearer ale, ironing, washing, or making a Sunday shirt, 
or keeping the bee-hives and the flower-beds in the 
garden more tidily. There is many a one still living ia 
our village who could tell you so." 

"This is well, for these are chief points," continued 
the lady, *' in all womanly life, if even no more than 
superintendence be needed ; but much more needful ones, 
to those who seek a new country, and will as a moral 
certidnty, become wives, if not mothers. To show you 
my own strong sense of duties like these I speak of, look 
at me, and at my hands ! Could you fancy that these can 
brew and bake, wash and iron, cook a dinner from an 
Irish stew to a cod's head and oyster sauce ? " 

" I should hardly think so 'Madam — these hands look 
so frail and delicate." 

" They can" and the writer spoke with an emphasis 
which startled Lucy, though the iron will expressed 
thereby was akin to the strongest characteristic of her 
own nature, "and I hold myself to be no wonder because 
they can. As to life in the new world, it is one of hope 
to a resolute and good woman ; and often, and often, I 
feel the strongest inclination to lay down my pen, and 
show by action from another land, and across the widest 
ocean of the world, what one woman, resolute of hear^ 
can do to help her sisters here. I know I should be 
serviceable, I know I should be happier — but then 

(she stopped here for her voice was choked ) friends 

say, that my usefulness would be circumscribed to the 
principle of emigration alone, whilst here, with the same 
degree of usefulness I can serve a hundred things beside. 
So, I submit to — which is perhaps destiny — though if 
heavenly angels do keep chronicles of hidden human 
woes, and would permit men of the coming time to read 
them by the light they then will read by, the darkest 
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and most moornfol pages would be foond, wherein what 
is written on human women's hearts has been the truth 
recorded. But we all bear a cross you fiee — though I — 
and I would fain mske such as you assist me, lift it from 
off our Jister women.** The lady spoke those last words 
to from the soul, that, thoogh so buoyant, and so out- 
wardly light of heart, not long before, she now tremu- 
lously bent downwards towards the hearth, as if to hide 
her deep emotion fn>m the needlewoman's gaze. 

Presently, however, and still as if purposely retaining 
this attitude, she said gently, "I have two other things to 
Bsk — the one, are you religious ? i do not mean in the sense 
of mere church-going, or mere outward form, but i mean 
in the sense of cr)nscienoe and right action, that would 
enforce faith and duty in your household, that would 
teach your lisping children by your knees, those prayers 
which men go back to in their after years, for penitence, 

for faith, for hope, for good ; and next, 1 ." 

The speaker stopped here ; bending her face still more, 
fbr the blood now blushed there from her warm and 
gentle heart. 

The one beside her knew IntoitiTely what she meant, 
though no question had been asked ; and so obeying the 
profound impulses which wrought upon her at the instant, 
she knelt as a disciple might before the holiest teacher, 
and said, as she buried her face in the stranger's lap, in 
a voire, faint and lowly, yet which bore upon it the stamp 
of truth : " I would teach, lady, what I was taught in my 
own childhood, love to God and duty to man ; and, as for 
my life, it has been a pure and womanly one, or else I 
could not have come to you this day. You will believe 
tte, I am sure." 

**! will," was the firm and earnest answer; "for 
truth is always simple in its asseverations." And those 
hands, won with work, and which, for months, had felt 
no kindly preisure of affection or sympathy, were grasped 
by the dear fervent ^ones of this sweet nature. A 
thousand words could not « have made declaration of a 
more pregnant meaning, than this same pressure of those 
fervent hands. 

tt was some seconds before Lucy rose, and when she 
did so, the lady said, now in her more ordinary way, 
" Ton must pardon what I implied, if I did not ask ; but, 
knowing what are the needs of emigration, I think that 
a woman, useful, religious, and chaste, b more worthy of 
success, and more likely to succeed in a new country like 
Australia, whither 1 should advise you to go. Now, as 
for the means of going thither, you say you can work well 
at the needle?" 

" I have done the finest and the coarsest work. Madam." 

" Well, fortunately, I have lying here, and yet un- 

ftnswered, a note from a friend of mine, asking if 1 know 

of a good needlewoman, who could work for her this 

flotire winter, as part of her family are going abroad in 

the spring, and need a large outfit, so that I will write a 

note, which you shall take to her. She is a liberal and 

food woman, and will pay you well I know, and thus* if 

^ou should get the work, you may, by diUgenoe, through 

l!his winter and the spring, lay by a portion, at least, of 

t!he passage money thither. Further 1 cannot promise, 

cm I see what you can, and will do, though if you prove, 

l^hat I hope you will, I shall a«k you to do other things 

^ide help yourself in the noble land you go to. For, 

kere, charity, however well irtentioned, does but relieve, 

)0 augment still more severely the sufierings of your class 

»and, if public charity still more largely steps forth to 

id emigration, it can only do so partially — but if the hearts 

(f the colonists themselves could be stirred in this matter, 

f the women who have gone forth, and been benefited, 

tould be made to remember the needs of those who re^ 

•ain at home, — if men, who need, and ask for, good 

^aste, and useful wives, would help towanls what is so 

iriceless, a peruiaiient and yearly fund might be raised for 

be purposes of ft^male emigration, on such a plan, as 



would ensure fitting candidates here, and a fitting and 
moral reception for thein in the ooloaiea. This is whatL I 
mean, this is what I should lika to oarrj OQt» 1miw< 
humbly." She said no more, and then turning to 
table at her side, wrolo a brief noto. Lucy Dean rose to 
go when she saw it finishad. " No," oontimied hat 
earnest friend, '* not till you have had some refreshmenfc.'* 
So saying, she rang, and the old servant brought is % 
tray. Whilst Lucy sat and ate the savoory meal. th«s 
brought in for her, she had time to observe the llttte 
quaint old wainscoted room, its rich old chSriA bosrb 
stuck on the top of little comer cupboards, its few cact* 
and pictures, its many books, its large old chain, ftCt 
latticed window looking into the garden, ani showing a 
mass of verdant holly, bright with clust^^ berries old 
spreading laurels, and a thriving myrtle, and then bsotilf 
scanning all these things, fastening her gase at last vpoci 
the sweet womanly face before her. At last Vncj rmb 
to go. 

" You will let me see you again at the end of the week^** 
said the lady. *' This is Tuesday, so come on Satnrdaf, 
my friend will have made her enquiries by that time. 
Now good day, bear what 1 have said in your heait, as I 
think by your manner you will." 

Lucy, when she had ended her thanks, hesitated ia 
a manner, evident to the writer. 

"What IS it?" she asked. 

Hesitatingly, Lucy answered, vrith trembling lips^ " I 
am much alone, lady, and I should like to have beside mm 
or before me, some token, however small, of yow good- 
ness and your words. An old glove, or pen, a faded 
ribbon, anything so that you have worn i^ or toiudiad 
it." 

Blushing and trembling as the earnest ooropliment met 
her ear, Mary Austen, for such was her name^ ros^ and 
going towards a flower-stand, took firom thenee a thrifty 
jnimuUt. 

" It will be better," she said, " thaa ribbon, or peiv 
or glove ; it will be green, and, perhaps, bear flowora.** 

" Like your goodness, lady, as I hope, aid in anotlier 
land," and saying thus, and curtseying lowlilj, the 
needlewoman, too moved to say any more, dosed tLm 
door of the little quaint country parlour, upon the 
sweetest nature she had ever known. 

The enquiry into Lucy's character, by the lady, to 
whom she bore Miss Austen's note, proved eo tatithtiarj 
in every respect, as not only to ensure her more tbaa 
sufficient work to occupy the entire winter, but also the 
high trust of cutting it out from the piece. Added to 
this, the same kindly hand which thus intrusted her paid 
her a few shillings in advance, gave her some artides of 
warm, second-hand apparel, and snch old ho uteho ld 
things for her miserable, denuded garret, as two dian% 
a tea-kettle, and a pair of blankets; so that on the Satar* 
day afternoon, when she again reached the ohi eoontiy 
house, and stepped into its parlour, the aigns of the 
coming more womanly, more hopeful, more nataral h!ht 
were already marked upon her worn and haggard feoeu 
The interview was a brief one ; for Mary Austen wa^ im 
some respects, as stem of will and concise of yeer h , •• 
in others she was warm of heart and child»liku in hmr 
nature. 

" I have little time," she said to Lucy, '* lor frequent 
interviews ; nor vrill you if you mean to work out a fntnro 
course of well-being, either for yourself or others. For 
much rests on yonr own honest endeavoora, partiGV- 
larly, as my frieoid writes me word, that with industiy 
and thrift, she thinks you may contrive to fmt by six or 
eight pounds out of the snm she reckons she shall bava 
to pay you. If you do this, say six only, I will writs 
some paper, the price of which shall add five pounds, 
thus making in the whole iTll, towards Jtlb, the cost fk 
a passage to South Australia, whither 1 strongly desire 
you tu go i more especially since 1 have recollected thai! 
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yoa am • C«onii»h woman, tor many of your conntry- 
BM have settled Id the mining diitriota round Adelaide. 
And by the time thia aam of ill 1 is gathered, meana 
May diielose themselves of obtaining the remainder of the 
Beaded aam. Till then I most commend you to your 
own diligence — for only prove to me, what I believe you 
lo be, a stem, strong-wiUed, earnest, truthful woman, 
bowed down, yet not debased by misfortune, and no 
effort, I ean make to serve yon, shall be wanting." 

Lucy was moving away, though with her lingering 
gase still fixed upon this earnest face of Urge humanity, 
when Blary, questiomng her again, said, gently, " you 
have a sister?'* 

This question, so simple in itself, might kave been one 
which involved life and death, or some fatal secret, or 
the eonfession of some gtiilty knowledge, for the effect 
which it had upon the creature questioned, as she stood 
for the moment incapable of speech or movement, and at 
last she only answered with difficulty, " Yes Madam, who 
will only be aeventeen nest July — but she's gone wrong 
—and I never mention her." 

" Did she do so from need," asked Mary, speaking so 
low that her voice was a whisper, "for if so, you 
should be forgiving and relenting, Lucy." 

" I would," replied the woman, with a sternness which 
startled the questioner, " if it had been ao, but it was 
not. For Lawrence even sold the little oigan he had 
made, that Nelly, 'our lather's flower,' as she was called, 
night not be so pinched as were the rest ; and my mothw 
likewise parted with, one by one, such few valuables as 
remained, so that the beauty of our home might not 
know want ; but all in vain. For she went wrong, and so 
put past hope Lawrence's recovery; for Nelly was the 
pride of his heart* Sometimes I am hard enough, even 
wrong enough, to think, aye, and to say, that it was love 
of finery, or dislike of such a sordid home as ours b*d 
come to be, or our cruel hours of labour which led her 
astray> for she had nice acd delicate tastes, girl as she 
was; but in my more charitable moments, 1 believe, and 
indeed am certain, that it was some one of Lawrence's 
friends who persuaded her to quit us, under promise of 
marriage, and assistance to her friends, for she had a be- 
lieving nature, and clung to others with instinctive faith ; 
and thus deceived, did not dare to return. Poor child — 
jperhaps, by what I suffer and thmk, the grave were better 
than this dream of hMppier lands." 

" Nay, nay," added Mary, tenderly, " the grave is no 
fit ending to human tragedies like these, my poor one ; 
for if we, as women, despair of helping our sister woman, 
what can men do ? No ! it is only through labour — 
honest seif-help, that those standing can raise the fallen 
—and thia you may do— this is w^t I have to do— this 
is what the strong in will, and what the untempted of our 
sex have to do. Not, not, as God is my witness, but what 
1 would have every woman, whoae destiny it is to kneel 
beside her infant's cradle in this newer land, be able to 
curtain It to rest, by the holy veil cast down of her 
soul's purity." 

"I understand you. Madam," replied the needle- 
woman, weeping, though tears which flowed not from the 
bitterest fountain of the soul, " and from so understand- 
ing, take both counsel and stronger resolution, for it 
nems as if I drew fresh seal from every word you speak. 
And so God bless you. Madam, the primula you gave me 
haa not yet leaf or flower ; perhaps, it may have both." 
So saying, she bent lowlily, and moved to go, tike a dis* 
ciple from before the face orhis prophet. 

" Good-by," said Mary Auaten, cheerfully, " now both 
of us to work. You to your needle, 1 to my pen, and 
depend upon it, diviner flowers will spring towards heaven, 
than what we even think of, or dream of ; for charity, and 
love, and faith, witiiin the heart of woman, have not yet 
accomplished the millionth part of their duty, nor 
scarcely yet foreshadowed their destiny in the progress of 



the ages. Good-by — and God speed you." And with a 
lingering gase oh Mary's earnest face, for thebe last sen- 
tences she had apoken, as if partly addrassad to herself, 
Lucy closed the daor, andso begaa thaaa womaa'a service 
to humanity. 

I shall not linger over the months of this winter. For 
hours before the break of day, for hours long after it was 
closed, the busy needle plied a ceaseless task ; and it was 
not a weary one, for hope shone brightly at its end. The 
chamber too looked different than of old ; though much 
could not be said for its cheerfulness, as such a small bit 
of fire burnt in the grate, as to convey a sense of coldness 
rather than warmth. But things were brighter at night- 
time when the one dip candle was lit, and the curtain 
drawn across the window. As the weeks, however, went 
by, a new source of care and trouble arose ; Ibt as soon 
as it became known amongst Lucy's friends, all needle- 
women, like herself, that she was in good and full work, 
than knowing her nature, and abject in their wretched- 
ness, they came to beg and borrow, in the certainty that 
one who had found m«*ans to be kind in the hour of ex- 
treme poverty, would be so now when she had work to 
do, and they had not. And this fact of refusing a penny 
to human creatures, pleading for its gift or loan, as if for 
their life ; or asking tor a piece of bread, a candle, or a 
little coal, and that by those too who had often helped her 
in her own hour of need, were the hardest tasks of all, but 
Lucy recollected her promise to Mary Austen, who with 
her usual penetration, had foreseen tbis trouble, and 
guarded ber against it. But the worst part of these daily 
trials was, what was soon said of her by those who had 
been to her in her own misery, sympathizing friends, or 
their averted glances, or angry looks, when they chanced to I 
meet her at the huckster's shop, or on the staircase of 
the house in which she lodged. A few, however, knew 
ber better than to dream that the narrow prosperity of the 
needle could change this woman's most womanly heart ; 
and came only the oftener, when they once understood her { 
motives, to listen to her hopeful speech, and helping her | 
with hem or searn, or by cleaning up the room for her, 
so assist her to the best of their )K>or ability. It thus 
happened, as the pebble dropped into the stream widens 
its own circle, that Lucy Dean had many listeners; 
human creatures crho catiic to her, to listen, to believe, 
to trust, just as she in turn had done ; to return 
to their broulless, tireless homes, with hope re-bom within 
their hearts, as fVom the icy hand of winter, the leavea 
and buds of Spring. Thus, as the woman pUed her 
needle, and told the little which she knew of happier and 
newer lands, a Raphael would have seen within their 
earnest, bending faces, new graces for a New Maternity ; 
for hope Uvea not within a woman's heart, vrithout 
declaring its presence and existence, through those 
feelings, those expressions, those emotions, which Nature, 
timer and dinner than man's lawt>, has decreed shall be 
the sign of woBsafa'a great prerogative, as Mother of tha 
World. 

(To b€ contimud in 9ur next. J 



RBADINO. 

Reading is to the mind, what exercise is to the bodf • 
As by the one, health u preserved, strengthened, asd 
invigorated s by the other, virtue (which is the health of 
the mind) is kept alive, cherished, and confirmed. But, 
as exeroise becomes tedious and painful, when we make 
use of it only aa the meana of health, so reading ia apt 
to grow uneaay and burthensome, when vre apply our- 
selves to it only for our improvement in virtue. For this 
reaaon, the virtue which we gather from a fable, or an 
allegory, is Uke the health we get by hunting as we 
an* engaged in an agreeable pursuit that drHWs us m with 
pleasure, and makes us insensible of the fatigr es that 
accompany it. 
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NATURE'S GOLD AND SILVER. 

Dnw nigli and hear, thoa mker-beaiCed nao ! 

ailvar and gold will cone thee vttcrijr ; 
Cone thee far et e imwe aa cane tbej eas, 

If wovdi of watamg do not aet thee free. 

Than liaten to the aloquence of poetiy I 

17pon thy coffer Ruin plants hia foot ; 

And aee, a mouldering heap of duit crecpe down 
And minglea with thy coin ! Decay is mute. 

For if he habbled like a silly clown, 

Ho time had he to eat stiong walla and temple* down. 

* 

And dnat is on thy aool ! Yet q>eak high apeech. 
And follow it by deeds. Say to the poor, 

" Here's help for ye and yours,** and to the rich, 
'* Be brothers to the poor :*' and cTcnaore 
The dust shall quit thy soul, and quit thy cofferrd itcre. 

Oa silver and on gold, thy restless eye 
Atm habit lorca to gaae. Well, be it so ! 

God bath snppHed thee, *neath the naked sky, 
With silver and with goU, that bud and grow I 
8eme yellow aa the ataia, aome white as whitest snow. 

O man I a counterfeit best pleases thee. 
Or other wealth thsn coins thou wouMst heap up I 

The gold and silver for the child end bee 
Are what from heaven the angeli have let drop, 
The daisy and her sister-flower^the buttercup. 

Walk in the lanes, and in the meadows walk, 
And give thy thooghta onto all loveliness ; 

Tlraa canst not aolve the mysteries which birds talb. 
Nor weave with silky threads the flower's rick dress. 
Bat thoa canat love them all, and all that love confess 

Of all God's ereatares him I vahie least 

Who is too much a man to be a boy. 
Who holda it 'neath hil dignity to feast 

On the ramembranee of an early joy ; 

The heat d men vriU amile to oee aa iafcnt's toy I 

Exhibit on thy dress, whene'er they bloom, 
The buttercup and dusy. They will be 

Tlie types of heaven, and holier than the plume 
A hero wears ; and they will preach to thee 
Of how the aun and showers drop favours ceaneltinl^. 

They will be aigna and aymhob in thy coat. 
And though thine eyes be dim and hair be grey. 

Thy Uie ia childhood. Age ia fsr remote 
Thm him whoee love of flowera ne'er fadea away, 
Who lovea them throogh the night and tovea them 
throagh the day 

Awny I the coanterfeit shake off from thee. 
And nature's gold and ailver gather up. 

8aeh as keep innocent the child and bee. 
And which from heaven the angela have let drop 
The daisy and her aiaterflover— the batteivup. 

E. H. BumaiNOTON 



THE MISERIES OF EASTERN TRAVEL. 

MiCHABL Angblo TiTiiAitsH bu treated the public to 
the seedy side of Eastern Thtvel, and has taken a great 
deal of the Rumanee out of it. Bat a recent writer in 
the ThM8 has gone frtrther, and, in a letter, from which 
the following extracts are taken, goes far to inspire ns 
with a honor of its miseries, compared with which our 
lbg» and ndns, and cntdng east-winds, seem comfortable 
and wholesome. He says — 

" Amongst all the comieal quarantine regvlations which 
at presrit diversify the tone of the Mediterranean, none 
are more absurd than those of the extreme East. The 
Healtholloe at Beyront imposes a qnanntine of ten days 
iB^on all ships coming firom Alexandria and the autho- 



rities of the latter place, not to be behind-hand in 
measures, return the compliment, and subject all ships 
coming from Beyrout to the same ordeal. It sfaouid 
also be stated, that the dirty population of each place 
is at this present moment in the enjoyment of perAwt 
health. 

" Anxious to get from Constantinople to ^ypt with 
as little delay as possible, I took a berth, on the 25th of 
last month, in the Ferdtnando Primo, one of the stramfrs 
belonging to the Austrian Lloyd's Company, with tlie 
assurance, when I paid my fare, that the passage wtmld 
take five days, and that there would be no quarantine oa 
arriving at Alexandria. I must tell yon that the boat 
had before this postponed her departure for a week when 
I had packed up all ready to go. The iSTt/e, a beautafnl 
boat belonging to the Turki<ih Government, which occa- 
sionally runs down to Egypt in four days, was then lying 
off the Seraglio Point ; but as she did not start until the 
27th, and every hour was an object to me, I committed 
myself to the ' Navigazione a Yapore del Lloyd Ans- 
triaco.' 

" I first found, on the 27th, upon arriving at Bmyma, 
that we were to stop there thirty hours and then change 
steamers — entailing all the trouble and expense of land- 
ing, passports. Custom-bouse, and hotels, the latter being, 
as throa^hout the Levant, exceedingly dear; but this also 
I allowed to pass without grumbling — ^for there are mmny 
worse places to be detained at than Smyrna. It is very 
Eastern, with the exception of being very clean. The 
varied population, the camels, the fig-packing, and tfae 
bazaars present lively and picturesque scenes ; and Bt 
evening the number of beautiful Greek giris, who sit at 
their doors in their coquettish dresses to be admired, after 
the traveller has been so long used to the frice-hiding 
' yashmak' of Constantinople, will repay the trouble of 
landing : and tfae Smymiotes tdl you that, in their quarter, 
there are fourteen girls to every marriageable young nmn, 
which is a terrible state of things indeed. But I am for- 
getting the Austrian Lloyd's. 

" The next day, the 28th, we went on board the isor- 
responding boat, the IFien, at 4 p.m„ after having been 
again assured at the office that there would be no quaran- 
tine at Alexandria. We had a motley company — - 
Kngliiili, Ifrench, Italian, Greek, and Armenian ; whilst 
the deck was almost obliterated by Turks on thcSr way 
to Mecca, with their wives. The women were penned off 
from the rest, and roiled themselves up into bundles 
when they came on board, never appearing again during 
the voyage ; but the men were always cooking filth and 
saying their prayers all about the deck, and more than 
once I got into a scrape by inadvertently walking my 
infidel boots over the holy carpets, on which they wene 
going through those curious gymnastic . perfbrmanoes 
which constitute so great a part of their religion. Look- 
ing upwards as we left Smyrna, by chance I saw the 
yellow flag flying, and u])on eagerly asking what it meant, 
I was told that the Wien had come round firom Beyrout, 
as the boat in which we ought to have gone on, the Siam- 
boHl, was out of repair, and that we were in quarantine ! 
' What is the quarantine at Smyrna frt>m Beyrout ? ' 1 
asked. I was told eight days. ' And how long has the 
Wien been here ? ' ' Five.' ' Then will the three days 
of the voyage to Alexandria be allowed to count ?' * We 
hope so.' This was the first intimation I received of the 
probable state of things, and I now saw we were trapped. 
We could not land, bl^sides, for once on board, we wov 
of course also in quarantine. 

" We arrived off Alexandria on the morning of the 
1st, and as soon as the health-dfficer had seen the ship's 
papers we were refused pratique. In vain the passengers 
expostulated in a babel of unknown tongues ; he only 
shrugged his shoulders, and said he would go to the 
board ; at the Same time he ordered the abominable yellow 
flag to go up again. All that day we lay in the harbour. 
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under a broiling Egyptian aun, with nothing to do but 
grumble, hope, despair, and ^atch the countless many- 
sailed windmills along the low coast, which almost twirled 
us mad ; and at night we were told to get ready early the 
next day, for that the barge would come to convey us to 
the lazaretto. We had been subjected to the entire 
Beyroat quarantine. 

" At daybreak on the following morning, a wretchedly 
old and dirty lighter came alongside, into which we were 
all shot like so much pestilential rubbish; and two or 
three boats' crews of Arabs taking us in tow, with a me- 
lancholy monotonous chant suited to the occasion, we 
made a dismal journey of two hours to the distant laza- 
retto. AU my Egyptian enthusiasm vanished as we came 
near its gaunt prison-walls. The realization of all my 
early dreams of the " Arabian Nights," the mystic Nile, 
the huge remnants of Luxor and Carnac, were close at 
hand, so to speak. Pompey's Pillar, Cleopatra's Needle, 
and the Sphynz herself, were almost within hail ; but I 
would at this minute have given them all up to have found 
myself within smell of Smithfield. 

" We were received by some hideous Arabs, who kept 
us at a respectful distance by long rods ; and by them we 
were conducted to our prison. Passing several grated 
passages and high walls, we were introduced to a court- 
yard, surrounded by cell-windows, grated with massive 
iron bars. We were all thrust in together. Christians, 
Jews, and Mussulmen, and told that wo might choose 
our cells. These were stone rooms, about ten feet 
square, perfectly bare and empty. A thin French priest 
who was with us, for some reason got a room to himself; 
but when I pictured his spare angular form lying upon 
the hard ground I shuddered. About myself I was less 
anxious on this point. I generally slept on deck on the 
Xievant steamers, preferring that part to the crowded 
berths — crowded, too, with foreigners — and I had a thick 
capote. But still the place was so wretched and dismal, 
that when I sat down on my knapsack and looked about 
me, I felt sadder and more beaten down than ever I can 
recollect having done. There was nothing to be met with 
every where but Ume— hot, glaring, half-slaked lime, that 
in itself, dazzling in the sun, was enough to give ophthal- 
mia. We could see nothing from our window but a 
large hot grating, like the front of an immense wild- 
bcMt cage, and beyond this another, with the top of a 
hot lofty white wall for the horizon. A huge desiccated 
one-eye Arab shot some hot, tainted water from a goat- 
skin into a hot tub, for our supply ; and there were, 
beside, two hot tanks to be used for general washing. 
Finidly, the very grouud was a composition of hot lime ; 
the hot smoke of the sanitary (?) fumigations almost 
choked us ; and there was no shade anywhere. 

** At noon we were allowed to write into the town for 
what we might require ; and we abo sent various letters 
to our respective Consuls, the Board of Health, and the 
Lloyd's agents. These were taken from us with long im- 
plements, something between scissors and steak-tongs, 
and then cut through and fumigated, as though we had 
been travellers for the diffusion of plague and cholera; but 
there was such delay in sending them, that we were thrown 
upon the liberality of one of our fellow-passengers, who 
had friends in the town, for a meal that night ; and we 
made a supper from dat«s, bread, and questionable water. 
At six we were all locked up for the night, and we 
selected our beds upon the lime floor. But sleep was out 
of the question, and the Arabs kept up such a harsh and 
constant screaming, that we could do nothing but lie 
awake, turn from one side to the other, in the hope of 
finding an ea^^y position, and think of horrible thing!*, 
the fleas and mosquitoes continuing in full activity 
tUrougiiout the night ; and with the first blush of morn- 
ing the flies, who btiil remain one of the plagues of Egypt, 
came in swarms, and flew at once to settle iti our 
eyes, according to their custom, bearing with them, 



from the natives who thus cherish them, the virus of 
ophthalmia. 

" The next day we contrived to hire Mine nMittienaee to 
put on the floor ; and these, with a light crate, or ooop^ 
made of palm-sticks, for a table, completed our fnmi* 
ture. We also got some dinner ; but aa it had to come 
some distance, everything was quite cold when it arrived ; 
this, however, was of little moment. We made our toilet! 
at a general stone tank in the yard, and then came back 
to grumble until it was time to be locked up in our cells; 
for, as I have said, there was no shade all day long in the 
yard, and the very air appeared to be chiefly composed of 
hot Ume-dust. To add to our annoyance^ also, we lost 
the transit steamer, and I was afterwards compelled to 
hire a private boat for the voyage to Cairo, which occupied 
six days from want of wind and the inundation stream^ 
and swarmed with rats almoat as large as kittens, spidors 
that led one at once to place credence to the fiill in tiie 
bird-catching powers of some of their race, cockroaches, 
fleas, and their more important associates, as well as 
mosquitoes, to whose stings clothes offwed no protection. 
I began to think that the American traveller who covered 
his head with his hunting-kettle, and clinched the stings 
of these horrible insects with a hammer as they came 
through the copper, was unjustly laughed at for Ids nar* 
rative. Add to these the continuous croakings of millions 
of frcgs, the howling of the dogs in the villages, and the 
jackals in desert places, with Uie squabbles of the eight 
Arabs who composed my crew ; and then, with a tolerably 
clear conception of these miseries, you will not be able 
to form the least notion of what I endured. I am given 
to understand, however, that all these accompaniments 
are considered as so many novel and interesting variations 
by travellers on the Nile, and that, therefore, I should 
have been gratified by them, or at least have written to 
that effect. 

" To return to the lazaretto. On the fourth day of 
our detention came a glimmer of hope and release. The 
doctor arrived to see us. We were ranged all in a row^ 
and he walke<l backwards and forwards, smoking a cigar, 
and looking at us, as I have seen convicts inspected in 
the Houses of Correction at home. We then heard, 
that after all this wretched discomfort, the Board had 
argued our case, and that taking our voyage from Smyrna 
into consideration, we should be alloweid pratique the 
next day. Our various applications had, I expect, but 
little to do with this. An accomplished dragoman, who 
was imprisoned with us, hinted that he believed a protest 
of our Turkish companions, showing that they would 
be too late fur the grand ceremonies at Mecca, if de- 
tained longer, had been the most powerful instrument 
of our liberation. However, on the morrow, we were 
Uberated." 



NATURAL HBFOHTING. 

Nature will be reported. All things are engaged in 
writing their history. The planet, the pebbte, goes 
attended by its shadow. The rolling rock leaves Hs 
scratches on the mountain ; the river its channel in the 
soil ; the animal its bones in the stratum ; the fern and 
leaf its modest epitaph in the coaL The falling drop 
makes its sculpture in the aand or the stone. Not a foot 
steps in the snow, or along the ground, but prints in 
characters more or less lasting a map of its nureh. 
Every act of the man inscribes itself in the memories of 
his fellows, and in his own manners and face. The air 
is full of sounds, the sky of tokens, the ground is all 
memoranda and signatures, and every object covered 
over with hints, which speak to the intelligent. — 
Emer$on, 

Thb more a man works the less time he will have to 
grumble about hard times* 
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LIGHT IN DARKNESS. 

** TMcfaiof tba*-. awMt pfailoaophy aloud, 
Wbidi Met th« * m/mt tmrng * ia the cioud.'' 

i. C. PaiMCB. 

It U CIm early noniliig 

Of the daj, aad of the year, 
JEarth U vet with gtnite raia, 

Bttfc tha ahy ia blue apd dtar* 
8ava where upon the mountaina 

Which Uft each lonUy treat. 
Alar in the horiioB, 

Some leaden doiidleta re»c. 

6k> hcairy fell the shadows 

Upon the grey hill side, 
nil buratinf throo(i;fa tlie daiVnesa, 

Sooae golden sunbaains glide. 
Then each lar mouataia summit. 

Broke through its sable ahroud, 
AiU showed the " at/nrr tining » 

Which brighteaed every doud. 

Then, with deep tone, and earaeat, 

Thus spoke the inner voice, 
" Let the strong truth of nature. 

Bid thy sad heart rejoice ; 
When clouds of sorrow gather. 

Thy cherished joys to bide. 
Rest peaoefbily in patience 

WhUe Hope is at thy side. 

" In waiting for the promise 

Of the good time to be 
In prayerfuUj upsoaring, 

Till one bright ray we see. 
In Lore and Trust unfearing. 

Though darkest gloom enshroud, 
Look for the * tilBer lining' 

Which brightens e^ery cloud." 

^LiZABETB P. Roberts. 



THE POOR CLOCKMAKER. 

• 

ABOirr ten yean rinoe, there lived in Paris a e^ebratod 
mittnery artist — M. Careaie. Not only was lie protbujidly 
and scieiitificaily tkiUed in all the mysteries €f the euinne, 
Iwt he ako possessed a cukivated mind, a lively ima^na- 
iion, and a warm, generous heart. " Why,** he would' 
flay, " should there not be at the Institute a professor 
of euUnary as wett as of organic ohemisUy ? (Surely the 
former is neither iess interesting nor less useful !" 

This foible, if it oan be ealled 8o« was that of regard- 
ing gaetronomy as the firat of the arts ; meditating on 
the combination of a sauoe, or pursuing the solution of 
a calinary problem, with all the seriousness and ardour 
of a Newton, when employed in investigatuig the laws of 
the universe. 

Cv^us wi» a ohamung lOompwioBu and an Mcased- 
ingly well-bred man. Weaong a gray hs^, with his hands 
IpluQ^ad in las ooat-pockete, he mJui^ be frequeiitiy aeen 
^n the boulevards, stYoiling, wjihomt muoh t^p^taimt 
object, save that of finding atmusement in ai>y passMig 
JAcident. 

One evening* having rambled nofr the boulevard of tke 
Temple, he ^laused before » small, low, tumble-dowii 
houne, with broken windms, and without a door. Tbe 
apert-ure was partly shaded by a ragged red aurraio, and 
an uninteUigible daub, in the shape (»f a showmau> 
painting. Carcroe peere<t curiously into the iuterior. Nu 
light was visible, akhougb the evening was advanced. At 
let^h he perceived, at tbe (»rtbe:»t eiireinity of the 
room, a man seated, with his face buried in his hands. 

"Hallo!" cried Careme, *'is your exhibition to be 
seen, Monsieur?" 

Twice he repeated his question before the man seemed 



to hear. At length he rose, advanced to the door, nisd 
said : — 

*' Monsieur, I have no money to purchase candles." 

'* Oh ! don't let that be a hindrance," said the good- 
natured artist, " here's silver for you. I mean to 
myself to a sight of your exhibition, whatever it 
be." 

So saying, Caitoa, gratifying at the same time las 
benevolence and love of adventure, entered the obscwn 
den, and awaited patiently the return of its owuer. 

He soon appeared with a packet of candles in his bead. 
While he was arranging and lighting tliem, Careme ob- 
served that the poor fellow was eagerly, at intervait, 
biting a small loaf. 

When the room was lighted up, the spectator aaw be- 
fore him a really splendid dock ; its vast proportaoBs, 
and the numerous and scientific oombinatiooa of its werks, 
made it a most remarkably spedmen of art. Carene 
understood mechanics, And was fully able to appreciate 
the ingenuity of the design. 

While he was admiring ia silence, and asking himeelf 
what great artist could have conceived and executed such 
a work, a crowd of little figures, exqatsiteijr modeUed, 
came forward and began to dance. Never did aatmoata 
move with more truth or grace. 

" Who is the «athor of thir maatar-pieee ?" eaiced 
Car6me. 

" i, Monsieur," replied the man of the nsndlaa. 

His visitor turned and looked attentively at the men 
whom, till then, he had scarcely noticed. Ha saw tbat 
he was old, with long white hair escaping from beaeaith 
his broad-brimmed hat, and failing on las vest of coarse 
camlet. He wore large gaiters, and aito^ha* his ep- 
pearance was more that of a peasant accustomed to 
labour in the fields than of an accomplished mechauast. 

" You ! " cried Careme. 

" I," repeatea the old man. " I q>ent forty yean of 
my life in constructing that dock." 

"Alone?" 

" Alcne, Monsieur, without a master, without a model, 
without advice ; alone — shut up during forty years. Tbejr 
said in our village that I was mad ; and aew I h^^ to 
think that pirhaps my reastHi iftd s^er. I had juat re> 
covered from a bad fever ; I was twenty yetfa old ; 1 lo 'ed 
and i was loved I I went to Strasbourg to bny souie 
wedding pnesents for my intended bride ; by chance I 
entered the cathedral, and saw the Aunous dock, which 
had been out of order for many years. I fdt then es 
though something struck my brain, a^d I returned hosne 
so sad and downcast, that even my afi«)ord bride was 
afraid of me. The next di^ i sold aome little property 
that I had, and went to Strasbourg. On ray return 1 shut 
myself up, refusing to see any one but my mother, who 
wept, but let me do as I pleased. | apidied my^df to 
work. I had timber, tools, iron, braes, a rorge, measures 
and books. Daring forty years i never enoe lo^ my 
workshc^. And no one knew what I was dmng — no ooe 
but my mother — my poor mother, who used to come aad 
sit beside me, end watch my work so sadly and so sih^ntiy. 

** However, Monsieur, after numberless failures I toic- 
creded ; my idea was realized. The works m<'Vei— lived. 
I had finif^hed my uiidert-aking : now for fame and fortune ! 
I rushed into my m«»ther's diamber to make hir a sharer 
of my joy. She lay on her bed : I seized her hand : it 
was cold as ice : God had taken my mother to himself ! 

*' I went out to seek the curate. I no longer remeai> 
bered tbe village street ; its aspe<*.t was quite changed ; 
old houses liad fallen ditwn, atni new ones been builf . No 
one recognised me, save one stout, yrartly-lookiug woman, 
who was sc'Sted at a door, surrounded by her children. 
Ai) I iwssed, >he clasped her hands, and cried, * Andi^ ! 
Audre ! can it be ? ' This was the affianced bride of m^ 
youth, whom I h d deserted for my greet work. 

" What remained for me hot to leave my village, and 
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go seek the fortime and glory whicb I promised myself 
from my clock ? 

'* After having sold the house where I was bom, and 
where ray mother had breathed her last sigli^ I set out 
far Puis. There, I said, my hopes will be realized. Ah ! 
Monsieur! Monsieur!" 

He stopped, mod covered his htx with his hands. 

*' Come, come I" said CarSme, ** don't be discouraged. 
I know well the sufferings and Borrows that attend un- 
friended genius in Paris." 

'* Two years of useless attempts, of privations, of 
shame and misery I Scientific men smiled and said* ' 'Tis 
only au ingenious copy of the Strasbourg dock.' The 
crowd passed on without even looking round, or giving 
me the trifle which I asked for showing my work." 

" Poor artist ! poor fellow !" murmured Careme. 

" And to-morrow," continued the peasant, " to-mor- 
row, by a decree of the court, they will sell my clock — 
my work — my life ! Already the officers have taken pos- 
session of it. I owe five hundred francs to the owner of 
this house. I cannot pay him, and they will separate me 
for ever from the work of my whole life." 

" Not so !" cried CarSme, " God has sent me here to 
save you. To-morrow at noon you shall have the five 
hundred francs ; you shall not be separated from your 
work." 

The peawnt looked at him with surprise mingled with 
firmntio joy. " Oh 1 ** said he, in a broken voice, " it cannot 
be ; aad yet you would not deceive me. Let them give 
me my work, an4 I will fly with it to some obscure 
retreat^ I will pass my life wif h it ; No more dreams of 
glory and fortune. But, my work t my work ! let then 
spare me thai." 

Careme^ turning away to hide a tear, pressed the 
poor man's hand, and departed* saying, " To-morrow, 
without iaiL" 

Precisely at noon next day he came to fulfil his pro- 
mise. The door of the house was locked and sealed i he 
knocked, but no one answered. The neighbours to whom 
he applied could give him noinformation^they had seen 
nothing. 

Careme inquired the name of the landlord. He did 
not live in Paris, and his affairs were managed by an 
agent, whose name and address could not be ascertained. 
Sad and disappointed, Careme returned home ; his kind 
beeit grieved at the mysterious disappearance of the 
miheppy artiet. 

About aght months afterwards, as Carlme was passing 
by the beidhevards of Hie Temple, he saw an immense 
aawd asaeaibied in frent ef a canvas tent. Impelled by 
curiosity, he advanced towards it, and, to fals astonish- 
ment, perceived that the painting displayed oataide 
represented the peasant's clodc. Makii^; his way ihroagh 
the crowd, he entered the tent^ and found liiaMelf in &e 
presence of a clowo^ wearing a red wig and a ycttow 
jerkin. 

" When is the maker of this dock P" aeked he. 

" Really, Monsieur, I don't know. I had been tnrvel- 
ling about for a long time, exhibiting learned dogs, and 
found I could not make a livelihood. I then purchased 
this clock and puppet-show, put up for sale alter the de- 
parture of its owner, who disappeared without paying his 
rent ; and now, thank God, I am doing very well by ex- 
hibiting it. Enter! enter!" he exclaimed to the spec- 
tators, " couie in — take your places!*' 

Once more Careme returned home with a heavy heart. 
Two yean afterwards he went to Bioetre to visit one of 
his friends, a young surgeon who was studying there. He 
found him in the dissecting-roon, preparing to anatomize 
the corpse of a man who had expired the day before in 
the division of incurable lunatics. It was the poor 
peasant, the inventor of the clock. 



COMPARISONS OP TIMB. 

How forcibly, when the mind is overshadowed by 
melancholy (and the horizon of life seems overcast, it 
may be for ever), does the recurrence of stated periods of 
time awaken all our slumboring feeling, and present us 
with the startling contrast between the present and the 
past. This time last week, a month ago, or go further^ 
a year, how different an aspect did all things wear, and 
now how changed 1 no idea is more trite than this, be- 
cause no emotions are of more frequent recurrence. The 
alternations of joy and sorrow that chequer our lives 
make to themselves landmarks, as it were, out of the ma- 
chinery of time and place ; yet though trite and worn in 
the catalogue of human feeling, how fresh in its sadness 
does each successive instance come home to the heart; 
how fondly do we recur to the past, not as throvnng a 
reflected light on the gloom of the present, but as it 
would seem, for the sole purpose of self-tormenting. And 
yet we may doubt whether the intenuty of painful emo- 
tion, or that restlessness, ever seeking, but finding no 
object of interest, be the deadliest ill t true, the latter 
is but negative misery, the former how intense ! — true, 
the wounds inflicted on the feelings cut deeper as well as 
with a finer edge than those on the corporeal frame ; yet 
still the suffering part is more dignified than the apathe- 
tic, we rise higher in the scale of creation ; it is the liring 
soul intrinsically superior to inanimate nature, or more 
properly, to stagnation or suspended life* 

MODERN BIOGRAPHY. 

In these times, no man of the least mark or likelihood 
is safe. The waiter with the bandy-legs, who hands 
round the negus-tray at a blue-stocking coterie, is, in all 
probHbility, a leading contributor to a fifth-rate periodical; 
and in a few days after you have been rash enough to 
accept the insidious beverage, Mactavisb will be correcting 
the proof of an article in which your appearance and 
conversation are described. Distrust the gentleman in 
the plush terminations ; he, too, is a penny-a-liner, and 
keeps a common-place book in the pantry. Better give 
up writing at once than live in such a perpetual state of 
bondage. What amount of present fame axn recompense 
you for being shown up as a noodle, or worse, to your 
children's children ? Nay, recollect this, that you are 
implicating your personal, and, perhaps, roost innocent 
friends. Bob accompanies you home from an insurance 
society dinner, where the champagne has been rather 
superabundant, and next morning you, as a bit of fun, 
write to the President that the watchman had picked up 
Bob in a state of helpless inebriety from the kennel. 
The President, after the manner of the Fogies, duly 
docquets your note vrith name and date, and puts it up 
with a parcel of others, secured by red tape. You die. 
Your literary executor writes to the President, stating 
his biographical intentions, and requesting all documents 
that may tend to throw light upon your personal history. 
Presos, in deep ecstasy at the idea of se^amj; hie name in 
print, as the recipient of your epistolaiy (avoirs, imme- 
diately transmits the packet ; and the coaseqaeooe is, that 
Robert is most unjustly handed dowa to posterity in the 
character of an habitual drunkard, although it is a fact 
that a more abstinent creature never went home to his 
wife at tjn. If ynu are an author, and yoij* spouse is 
ailing, don't give the details to your intimate friend, if 
you would not wish to pabltah them to the world. Drop 
all correspondence, if you are wi«e, and have any aarbi- 
tion to stand well in the eyes of the eomi^g geo^ratioa* 
Let your conversatioa be as curt as a Quaker s, and 
select no one far a friend, unless you have the meaaeit 
possible opinion of his capacity. Even in thi^ case f<m 
ar« hardly aecuia. Perhaps the best mode of combiatag 
phUanthroi^, society, and safety, is to have nobwdy ia 
the ^ouse savo an eld woman, who ia so utterly deaf 
that you must order your dinner by paatomime.— 
Bicckwood, 
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THB STREAM AND THE VINE. 

" Jot 1*' Mid the merry mountain Vine, 
'* A glorioiu lot la surelj mine ; 
How proud am I in vintage time. 
When pleasure filla the tunny clime t 
When my Uthe anna droop richly down. 
O'er maiden decked with Tine-leaf erawn ; 
When my full fniit is plucked and preaaed. 
To Are the brain, and warm the breaat ; 
When Bacchua reela, with llaak in hand. 
Laughing and quaffing o*er the land ; 
And Bcauty'a eyca with aoft light ahine— 
Joy 1" aaid the merry mountain Vine, 

** Joy 1" aaid the meny mountain Stream, 
That flaahed in moming'a roay beam, 
*' On patha of peace I proudly go. 
To deuae and atrengtben, aa I flow. 
The graaa growa greener where I run, 
Brighter the ilovera, in ahade or aun ; 
The pilgrim lovca my freahening wave, 
The peaaant feela me cheer and save, 
I bear no bane, I make no atrife, 
But offer calm and healthful life, 
My watera bleaa where'er they gleam-- 
Joy 1" aaid the merry mountain Stream* 

*' Lo t" amd the Vine, *' brate frienda are met, 

A joUy crew, a jorial act. 

Who pour libationa unto me. 

And drain my blood with boiateroua glee 

Up goea the glaaa, again, again, 

"nil wit and reaaon quit the brain. 

Growa loud the laugh, growa lewd the tongue. 

The bard breaka out in frantic aong ; 

Boara the rude revel, drunk and dim. 

Lamp, flaak, and table reel and awim ; 

And the whole herd are mad with wine I— 

Joy 1" aaid the laughing mountain Vine. 

*' Lookl" mad the Stream, " yon hall of light 
Oiveth a bleat and beauteona eight. 
Men in aerene and aeemly guiae, 
Women with calm and grateful eyea. 
Age with the tranquil brow of truth. 
Mild manhood and engaging youth ; 
They meet to hear, to learn, to teadi 
High tbougbta that flow in lucid apccch, 
They talk of " temperance,** and eaaay 
To bring about man*a better day ; 
And Heaven will help the hopeful scheme- 
Joy I" aang the happy mountain Stream. 

" Though bright to aee,*' aaid Vine to Stream, 

" Thy draught ia dull aa dotard'a dream. 

Puny and poor is thjf control. 

Thou haat no fire for sluggiah soul." 

<* Though fair to see," aaid Stream to Vine, 

" A aad and dangeroua gift ia thine, 

Thou makest madneas after mirth. 

Thou apoilcat man for Heaven or Earth.*' 

Te who are prone to love and peace, 

Te who would have Disorder ceaae. 

Ye who are happy, wiae, and free. 

Which b your choice, the Stream or Tiee? 

John Crxtchley Prince. 



WEALTH NOT NBCBSSART. 

When the desire of wealth is taking hold of the heart, 
let U8 look round and see how it operates upon those 
whose industry, or fortune, has obtained it. When we 
find them oppressed with their own abundance, luxurious 
without pleasure, idle without ease, impatient and que- 
rulous in themselves, and despised or hated by the rest 
of mankind, we shall soon be convinced, that if the real 
wants of our condition are satisfied, there remains little 
to be sought with solicitude, or desired with eagerness. 



DIAMOND DUST. 

Man was never intended to be idle. InactiTity 
trates the very design of his creation ; whereas an 
life is the best guai^n of virtue, and the gnmtmt 
servative of health. 

Deception, hypocrisy, and diasimnktion, an 
compliments to the power of Ttuth ; and the oo! 
custom of passing off Truth's counterfeit for 
is strong testimony in behalf of her intrinsic btjwilj! aoi 
excellence. 

ComcENTATOBS are folks that too often write on books 
as men with diamonds write on glass, obscuring light with 
scratches. 

Time is a file that wears, and makes no noise. 

There is something so attractive about flowers^ tbet, \ 
not content with being merely surrounded by thena, we 
desire to have them yet nearer to us; and wherever we 
find them, whether in garden or field, our natural im- 
pulse, at every age, is to gather them and make their 
perfume and beauty all our own. 

Cage. — ^An article to the manufacture of whidi Ofucr 
spinsters would do well to direct their attentiQB« sinoe, 
the reason of so many unhappy marriages i^ that yonng 
ladies employ their time in making nets instead of cages, 

A glorious action triumphantly won at Westminster, 
and a glorious victory achieved at Waterloo, look won- 
derfully fine until the bill b sent in sad the costs are 
paid. 

Man is the only snimal that laughs and weeps ; for be 
is the only animal that ia struck with the diSetenoe 
between what things are, and what they ought to be. 

The Athenians, at a time when they were the most 
polite, as well as the most powerful government ia the 
world, made the care of the stage one of the chief parts 
of the administration. 

The same vanity which leads us to assign our misfor- 
tunes or misconduct to others prompts us to attribute 
all our lucky chances to our own takot, pradenoe and 
forethought ; not a word of the fates or stars when we 
are getting rich, and everything goes on prosperously. 

All severity which does not tend to increaao good cnr 
prevent evil Is idle. 

The greater importance we attach to our opinions, the 
greater our intolerance, which is wrong, even when vre 
ore right, and doubly so when we are in error, so that 
persecution for opinion's sake can never be justifiable. 

Laws are like grapes, that being too unch pieaaed, 
yield a hard and unwholesome wine. 

There are graves no time can dose. 

Pleasure unattained is the hare which we hold in 
chase, cheered on by the ardour of competition, the 
exhilarating cry of the dogs, the shouts of the hunters, 
the echo of the horn, the ambition of being in at the 
death. Pleasure attained, is the same hare hanging up 
in the sportsman's larder, worthless, disregarded, despised, 
dead. 

We ask adrice, but we mean approbation. 

Censoriousness.— Judging of others by onzaelvee. It 
will invariably be found, that the most censurable are the 
most censorious ; while those who have the least need of 
indulgence are the most indulgent. 

Politeness of the heart consists in an habitual bene- 
volence, and an absence of selfishness in our iateroonrse 
with society of all classes. 

Sleep is the (allow of the mind. 
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THK LIFE OF A SHOWMAN. 

Thi MBufau of ■ iiiignlar notntdk nee m still extant 
Id Boglaiid, nho may be found joumejiDB •boot from 
tovn t« toiTD dnrinf the MMOn of tain end feuta. On 
the ere of ■ town or lillige feir, yon fiod coDTerging 
front nevly *U point* of the compMS ■ motley crew of 
tnmblen, orgin-grioden, out end ginger-bread aellen, 
uriDg-meiii bobbr-hone men, and last, bat not 
of the lot, Foodi and Jody eibibiton 
a single day, these men throir a 
Into elen IhB moat demore little village ; and 
I initend of steepieg in its wanted quiet, you find it lud- 
I denly resounding with the din of gong*, drum*, tnmpett, 
1 cymbala, and wat«hmon'a rattlei ; and the very night ii 
' made hideous by the noisy competition of rival establisb- 
i ' menle for the patronage of the lilli^ population. On 
the stagea in front of the booths, Indian princes and 
I Spanish monarchs strut in fictitiotu diamonds and biaien 
' sptnglea, until the eyes oF the infant populace ache in 
fasing at them. Snndrj penuiea and half-pennies, csre- 
, hlly hoarded np for the occasion, are expended on these 
I, hidelatigable cateren for the public amusement; after 
I ' which, the booths are closed, the tents stmcic, the hobby- 
1 boitM taken down, the nuta and ginger-bread itowed 
1 away in boxes, and all pacluid up and conreycd away in 
I a n^t by horaea and donkies, and the Tillage is as sud- 
denlf abandoned (o silence a* it had been suddenly in- 
Tsded by noise, the whole troop of small dealers and 
: showmen having betaken themselves to some similar 
1 vilUge fair or featiTal, perhaps twenty or fifty miles off- 
There is no doubt that the nomadic gentry of whom 
I w* sp«k are nearly all that remains ot the old travelling 
' menhanti, ttareDing qnaekt, travelling tionbadoan, and 
I tnvcUing ali^e-playen of England. Some centuries ago, 
. these wen a far more important people than they are 
now. Fair* and fcgtivals were then regarded ta of great 
I importance and interest. Every town held its festival, 
which was also the time of its fair, nnderthe protection of 
I lome eipocial saint, and the business and pleasnres of the 

I neighbourhood were generally concentrated on that par- 
ticular occasion. The shops then tatoblished in the 

I I towns thiongtioat the country were few and paltry. No 
well^astorted stock of goods was kept; and all classes 

1 1 w^ted foi the season of the fair tofopplytheinaelTes with 



and gentry, and the great monastic establishments, lud 
in their stock of goods at bira, sometimea travelling U 
them upwards of one hundred miles for the pnrpose ; the 
farmers «old their grain and cattle, and hired their ser- 
vants there. High courts irece held by the Bishop OT Lord 
of the Manor, to accommodate which epcdat buildings wcfi 
erected, which were U!cd only at fair timet. Particular 
streets vere set apart for the sale of different commodi- 
ties, and regulations were ordered end strictly cnfo 
on such occasions ; royal cbarten vrere granted to certain 
town!, aulhoriring them to hold their fain, and < 
peculiar end especial privileges woe attached to them. 
By no means an inoonsiderable portion of the revonuet 
of the religious houses waa drawn from the tolls, which 
they were, from time to time, authorized to levy oi 
goods passing towards the fair. The concourse of people 
attending these fairs was immense; and merchants came 
even from beyond seas for the purpose of selling llieir 
commodities there. The great meKhwot* of London 
were represented, and their large stock of goods per- 
formed the round of the great fairs. In the train of all 
this bustto and trade, followed a crowd of miniate: 
the papular amusement — quack- salvers, single-slick 
players, jugglers, minstrels, mummen, and a host of 
strolling sport-maken and merrimen. Bnt these ti 
have passed away. Elegant and well-stocked shops ate 
now to be found in every town ; the glory of the ikirt 
hoa departed ; and nearly all that remains of them are 
the travelling showmen and ginger-bread sellers of the 
villagB festivals. 

A curious little book just published entitled "The lifii 
of a Showman, by David Prince Miller, late proprtetor 
and manager Ol the Adelphi Tleatre, Glasgow," bos 
come under oar notice, and from this Interesting acu 
we are enabled to give the reader a brief insif^bt into the 
strange wandering life of the modern Showman- 
little book is full of the most curious incident and 
venture; it bears the impress of truth; and, Ihoogh the 
style in which it i* written, is very unpretending, it ~ 
proved far more interesting to us than many a popular three 
volume novel. A Dickens could find in its pages s 
capital material for original character. Miller was bom 
in London, where his father was employed in a mer 
tile H*ncy o&ce. Young Millet wu employed t« 



3S8 



ELIZA COOK'S JOURNAL. 



about colleoting snbscriptiona ; and he thus introdnceB 
the story of his fall from this respectable office to the 
status of a strolling player : — 

*' One day I was returning home with the sum of about 
£\S in my pocket, which was my father's property, and 
three or four shillings of my own, when opposite Astley's 
Amphitheatre, a 1^^ crowd attracted my attention. 
They were witnessing the performance of a very clever 
boy, one of a company of show people; he was tossing in 
the air, knives, rings, balls, &c., and catching them in a 
very dexterous manner. After a part of the performance 
had been exhibited, a collection was made, and the hat was 
held to me. I certainly was very much pleased with the 
performance, and gave the man a shilling, prompted as 
much by the desire to show oflf as to be hberal, for in 
the act of dropping the shilling into the hat, I did not 
forget to call out loud enough to be heard, and with 
great pomp — • Here my man is a shilling for you I* Not- 
withstanding this, the man who had been collecting;, in 
his harangue to the assembled crowd, said, ' he had been 
round among this ere lot of people and all the money 
he'd got was seven-pence he^ penny ; there b just seven 
on us,' said he, 'and the donkey, so that it's only a 
penny a piece and a ha'penny for the donkey ; and I 
cannot think of allowing the exhibition to go on unless 
we get eighteen pence, vich I considers is little enough 
for our trouble i 80« if you make up tenpence ha'penny 
more ampng you, you shall see the whole of the perform- 
ance, and the strong man will balance the donkey on 
his chin.' In a very few seconds lots of coppers were 
showered into the ring — I should think at least three 
shillings ; — ^but the showman was not an adept at calcu- 
lation, and upon counting the cash he said, ' It was all 
right, 'septing three ha'pence — three ha'pence more, and 
up goes the donkey !' Another shower of coppers, I may 
venture to say a shilling. The rest of the performance 
was exhibited, and — up went the donkey !" 

At the conclusion of the performance. Miller was 
proceeding homewards, when he was overtaken by the 
showmen, one of whom exclaimed on seeing him, " Vy 
£li, that's the young gemmen vot giv'd me the shilling." 
The lad's vanity was excited, and nothing would serve 
him but treating the men to a drop of porter. From 
porter the party passed to stronger drink, and the young 
man soon became ^ insensible. He opened his eyes the 
following morning in a beggar's lodging-house, when a 
strange sight met his eyes — eight cribs ranged around 
him, most of them occupied. One gent in a state of 
nudity, was half leaning out of bed smoking a short 
pipe, another was in the act of putting on a bundle of 
rags, and a third was stitching away at his inexpres- 
sibles. A distant recollection of what had passed 
the previous night flashed through the young man's 
brain, and he asked for his trowsers in which his monev 
had been placed. Strange to say, it was all there, with 
the exception of a few shillings which had been spent the 
night previous at the drinking house. The men had 
taken care of him after he became insensible, and 
brought him to their lodgings lest harm should come to 
him. He was afraid however to return home, fearful of 
the anger of his father for having stopped out all night, 
and aLso because he could not make good the entire 
amount of subscriptions he nad collected. So he unbo- 
somed liimself to one of the showmen, confessed his par- 
tiality for the stage, and was assured by his coniidant 
that he could easily procure for him a situation in some 
theatre in the country, whither they intended to proceed 
in a few days. So he accompanied the showmen on their 
rounds, so long as his money lasted, and then they dis- 
appeared, and he was left to his own shifts, destitute. 

He reached Portsmouth about £ur time, and there 
accidentally fell in with an old acquaintance, who was 
engaged as a strolling player with Richardson, the cele- 
brated showman. He succeeded in obtaining "an en- 



gagement" with Richardson, and, hiring from, one of the 
performers " a most splendid spangled Spanish costome,** 
he invited the crowd in front of the booth to ** ^ali 
forward, walk forward, jost going to commence, dc." 
The fair, however, passed, as also two other fairs ia 
neighbouring towns, after which, as the concoTi was 
about to proceed to some smaller fain, supemumeranes 
were discharged, and our hero among the number. An 
engagement with the owner of a caravan followed, — lit^i 
duty being to invite the public to " step forward,** and 
patronize the establishment. With this caravan he trc 
veiled northward. The wonders of the exhibition coq- 
sisted of *' a giantess, nearly eight feet high, a dwvf, 
thirty-six inches in height, and a lady with white hair. 
The dwarf was a little decrepid old woman, though ia 
the bills she was depicted as symmetry itself. " Tne 
white-haired lady was certainly a curiosity, although now 
no great novelty ; and the giantess, who was exbibitt-d 
as eight feet high, was in reality about five feet ten. A 
rival showman at Leeds, having, however, offered to 
these attractive personages higher wages, tiiey left the 
caravan; and the owner was put to his wits, ha\iug 
nothing to produce. 

"Some years previous to this, he had had a black 
giantess, who, in consequence of getting married, left his 
concern. He still retained her dress, and proposed that 
I should personate the black giantess, who he said was 
about my size. I at first refused, but he became so im- 
portunate, that 1 consented : for he was not a bad sort 
of man, notwithstanding his present attempt at imposi- 
tion, which I considered harmless, and almost excusable 
under his peculiar drcumstanoea ; as he was also very 
short of money, the loss of the fair might altogether ruin 
him. I was consequently attired in a fantastic sort c»t 
dress, which was decorated with feathers, beads, &c., and 
I was exhibited as the great black giantess, nearly ei;^'ht 
feet high. Of course my face had to undergo the opera- 
tion of being blackened with burnt cork and grease. We 
had a very good fair. A number expressed their doubts 
as to my being what was allied. Sometimes a drunken 
fellow would endeavour to take liberties with me« ^bcu 
my ladyship would most indignantly repel the insult by 
giving the fellow a sound thump on the head. IndcKvi, 
I was compelled to be very violent, for too dose an in> 
spection would have exposed the whole affiur. 

" One day a sturdy fellow seemed resolved to have a 
kiss. I resisted with all my might, but was overpovwervd : 
the gentlemen not only got a kiss, but a face nearly as 
black as my own, a considerable quantity of my din^rr 
complexion being transferred from my face to his, pre- 
senting to the on-lookers a rather ludicrous appearance. 
The crowd retired from the caravan expressing Uieir con- 
tempt at the exhibitioD ; but, amidst the noisy din of 
drums and trumpets, nobodv heard them ; the proprietur 
at the same time bawling through a speaking trumpet — 
' Hear what they say of the black giantess 1 — never saw 
such a sight before I Hear them— they say its worth a 
shilling a piece ! Come on, only a penny I' And ano- 
ther crowd would rush in to see the tall, black, Indian 
queen, as I was denominated. 

" I soon became tired of the confinement nec^isary to 
this engagement, and gave up the situation." 

The next character he appeared in was at Hali&x, a« 
the " Warwickshire Hero," in a sparring booth. Demi 
Burke, and the Welsh Champion were the main attrac- 
tions ; but as the junior exhibitor was put first to m^e\ 
aU comers, and he had no "science," he was terribU 
pommelled, and abandoned the engagement at the clo^e ot 
the first day's performance. He next joined a conjuror* 
and from him acquired the accomplishments of eating fire, 
and ejecting ribbons, pins, and needles, in any quantity, 
from his mouth. Then he formed one of a company of 
equestrians; after that, served as blU-distributor for a 
quack-doctor — "the celebrated. Doctor De Maguo" — a 
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gTMt BOimiicbrel, whose sendee lie toon left in disgust. 
He reikclied, one erening, the neighbourhood of a TUlage 
in which a fair was about to be held, and having no 
money in his pocket, was about to enjoy the Inzuiy of a 
night's lodging in the open air. 

*' It was a beautiful moonlight night, and at the end of 
the town I espied a large bam, with a quantity of clean 
straw outside. Here I resolved to take up my quarters, but 
upon inspection I found, by creeping through a hole, that 
there was more comfortable accommodation within ; and^ 
naturally preferring being under cover, I crept through the 
hole, and was proceeding to arrange for my nighfs rest, 
when I stumbled upon something which proved to be a 
manj who bawled out, " Hollo I what the dickens are 
you about ?*' I answered, I was a poor fellow who had 
crept in for shelter, a stranger, and meant no offence. 
*' If thafs the case, " said the voice, " lie down and 
make yourself comfortable;" which I did, and slept 
soundly until morning. 

" "Wlien I awoke, I found that the bam was occupied 
with scenery, and other effects denoting theatrical pro- 
perty. The corps dramatique had taken up their lodging 
in the bam, not being able to procure accommodation 
elsewhere, and had not yet commenced their season. I 
inquired for the manager, and was introduced to a little 
man, who had just emerged from a Punch and Judy 
frame, which he had made into a sort of tent, and, after 
a short conversation, was by him engaged. 

" I learnt from the leading actor, a chimney-sweep, 
that this was the first attempt of the Punch and Judy-man 
at theatrical management, he having purchased a few old 
scenes and dresses for a mere trifle, these having been 
left behind for debt by some unfortunate strollers some 
time before. The company, besides myself and the 
sweep, consisted of a young lady (a vender of oranges), 
Mr. Punch and his wife, and two other gentlemen, one 
of whom had been a timber-merchant (a match-maker), 
but the former profession of the other I did not learn. 

" I received and accepted an invitation to breakfast 
with the manager, immediately after which we proceeded 
to fit up the scenery, which was accomplished in about 
two hours. The manager then issued forth with his 
Punch and Judy exhibition, performing publicly through 
the fair ; and the leading actress was also engaged as a 
dealer in foreign fruit, her stock consisting principally of 
oranges, which she sold at the low rate of two for a 
penny. The sweep also practised his avocation, but being 
fair time, he imagined he was not likely to get much 
employment." 

Our hero's first experiments, as a theatrical manager, 
proved failures, and he left his valuable' wardrobe and 
properties in a granary at Middleton, bat he never 
thought it worth his while to reclaim them. He engaged 
in other partnerships ; performed privately in magic and 
jugglery ; attended races, and gave expositions of the 
trickery of thimble-rig ; officiated in the front of caravans 
containing giants and menageries of wild beasts. He served 
under the great Wombwell, and invited admiring thou- 
sands to " step forward." Sometimes he succeeded in 
saving as much as ten pounds, and made bold to set up 
for himself, but in a week he would be without a farthing, 
and everything was gone to pledge. A partnership with 
a company of tnmblers at Bristol did him no good $ nor 
did his exhibition of a pig-faced lady — the said " lady" 
being a shaved bear, strapped in a chair. He could not 
tell lies enough for this exhibition, and was discharged. In 
the midst of his utter bankruptcy he married. Poor wife 
of the travelling showman I 

" Experience taught her that the itinerant showman's 
wife has anything but an easy life. For instance, to travel 
thirty miles to a fair, and when you arrive to find the town 
so fin of strangers, that no accommodation can be pro- 
cured i and to add to our discomfbrt, perhaps drenchml to 
the skin with rain ; indeed this was frequently the case. The 



publicans, too* at this period, were more profitably em- 
ployed dian attending to the orders of the poor showman, 
whose whole stock of cash did not amount to more than 
a shilling or two, and often wet, cold, and perhaps 
hungry, we were obliged to take up our quarters in a 
hay-loft, and glad to get it. And in a year or two after- 
wards, the natural consequence of most marriages, pre- 
sented itself in the persons of a couple of young show- 
men, who did not by any means diminish our locomotive 
vicissitudes, as the aforesaid yoimg gentleman could not 
think of travelling on foot, the ddest being but fifteen 
months old." 

To accommodate his little family of showmen. Miller 
bought a donkey-cart, Und trundled on with them from 
town to town. Once he lost his donkey, and had to drag 
the cart for twenty miles to a fair held the following day. 

Another time his donkey died — severe calamity indeed 
to a poor showman. Wife fell (ill, and in the midst of 
sickness the showman played merry-andrew. While his 
heart was torn, he had to make the populace laugh. He 
lost his clothes, and had to travel under the cover of 
night as a Spanish Don, in spangles. He joined a small 
theatrical party at Birmingham, consisting of four men, 
two women, and a fiddler. In his own person he repre- 
sented the whole French army at Waterloo. One even- 
ing, in T%e Fatal Snow Storm, he was employed in 
making a heavy fall of snow descend upon those beneath, 
the snow being composed of pieces of cut paper contained 
in a tea-board," when in an unlucky moment, his foot 
slipped, and down he fed and broke his arm. "Magical 
delusions'* followed when his arm got well, then he joined 
a partner in a small caravan, and set up his erection at 
the village of Chowbent, near Manchester. The struc- 
t\ire was very frail, and the uncouth villagers jeered its 
proprietor rudely. 

" I say ow'd lad, whaf s that for ?" was asked by a 
gentleman, in a velvet shooting-coat, with his shirt-collar 
turned down over his coat, displaying a neck and breast 
as red as a turkey-cock's. "It's a show," was the 
answer. " A show ! whoy it's more like a gipsy's camp I 
How much do you give to anybody to go into it, for 
I'd be hanged if I would enter it unless I were paid 
for it." 

Such remarks as these rather damped the proprietor's 
hope of success ; and he almost wished he had not paid 
a visit to Chowbent. But the performances were ar- 
ranged, and the showman, in white trowsers and a 
spangled jacket, mounted an old box, and commenced a 
concert of instrumental music — blowing an old tin trumpet 
till he was nearly black in the face, and lustily beating a 
drum with his spare hand. He was carrying on a roaring 
trade, and hop^ to save a few pounds out of the Chow- 
bentians, when an unlucky incident occurred which again 
made him bankrupt. A bull-bait had taken place at the 
end of the village, and after the animal had been tortured 
till it was mad, it broke loose, and ran foaming through the 
village, overturning everything that came in its way. 
The poor showman's booth lay across its path, and some 
second-hand red curtains which deoorated its front having 
particularly attracted the bull's attention, he rushed furi- 
ously at the booth, demolished utterly the rickety coneora, 
and dashed away again, bearing half the canvas on his 
horns. The remainder was sold for old rags, and the 
showman returned to Manchester with only a few shil- 
lings in his pocket. 

He went to Leeds, joining one Scott, a man famous for 
his trick of making puddings and pancakes in a hat ; re- 
moved thence to Northallerton with a party of fifteen, 
to take the Northallerton Theatre, where he had but 
small success ; then took to exhibiting* a sea storm and 
magical illusions ; and for two years thereafter, he wan- 
derad about the counties of Durham, Northumberland, 
Cumberland, and the south of Scotland, — with his wife 
and family, generally fiu*ing very badly, and often rcducod 




[, the work dropped from hut handfl. And she re- 
peated the word maay times. 

"Yes, mnm/' continued Peg, "she came to Mrs. 
Mo8«'s one dreadful snowy day with the haby in her 
arms, and asked for work. At first, misti» hraghed at 
her, and said a many hard things as she shouldn't ; but at 
last, when the young cretur offered to take the fine shirts 
at a half-penny less than the rest would, and find thread 
too, she ga^e her a dosen, with a side wink to that wicked 
son, who sat there making game as he always was, as 
much as said (for I know that woman's heart well) 'let 
her take them ; it'll ssto sixpence towards my weekly 
rum.' I saw her but onee again after this night, though 
I heard her tell missis she was badly off— no, * dread- 
fally/_that was the word." 

** And the baby," again questioned Lucy, paler, more 
drooping, more agitated than before. 

" A beauty," said Peg, so enthusiastic and interested 
as to drop on her knees beside her mistress, ** as whilst 
Mrs. Moss went waddling up stairs for some change, I 
asked your sister to come across the kitchin just to warm 
her by the fire, and so, mum, lifting up the end o'the 
ragged shawl, I saw sich a littlecretur, not a month old, mum, 
as in spite o'rags, an angel, sich as be in church winders, 
might 'a put under its whitest wings and flown to heaven 
with. Big blue eyes, mum, — very blue — little golden 
hair, and little hands, all so pink within as to be like 
missis's big sea-sheUs which stood on the drawers — ay, 
mum, — it was sich a little darling as yon couldn't help 
loving." 

But Luey, neither saying she should love or hate, sat 
weeping fi>r many minutes — ^for it was Nelly bom again : 
blue eyes, fair hair, small hands ; and such knowledge 
made her weep the bitterest tesrs. 

But all her own, and Peg's inquiries, relating to Nelly, 
were fruitless ; for Mrs. Moss, inlViriated at losing one of 
her best workers, in the person of Lucy, and one who 
added to her sins by harbouring Peg, refused to give any 
tidings, as to whether she now employed, or where lived, 
the most wretched amongst her ill-paid seamstresses. 

Thus time wore on ; winter waning mildly into spring; 
and spring, with mild and genial face, casting her sunniest 
glances towards broad June; when one night in the 
end of May, just at midnight, and when Peg had been 
long asleep, so that she was alone in strictest communion 
with her own soul, Lucy Dean placed the last stitch in 
the last garment. An ignoble thing this to make record 
of, but purpose can enrich the poorest circumstances } 
and the purpose here was very noble, though dimly seen ; 
and the steps to it worthy, being those of labour and not 
charity^ After sitting a long while in profound thought, 
for in fancy her foot seemed now to touch the newer 
land, she rose, and unlocking an old box, for drawers she 
had none, took firom thenoe a small ootton bag, in which 
she had hoarded her poor savings, and brought it to the 
candle to tell out again, though she knew every coin, 
the gathered sum of £7 10s., which, with what had yet to 
be paid to her on the morrow, would increase her whole 
savings to the amount of £S 4s., this being £2 48. more 
than it was supposed she could save. Precious coins 
these ; precious the millions of such to the mighty pro- 
gress of the ages. 

Her joy was so intense, that she sat down, late as it 
was, and wrote a letter to Miss Austen, saying her task 
was over, though without specifying the exact result. 
And when an answer quickly came, inviting her to the 
httle country village on the following afternoon at five 
o'clock, her joy, as it may be well conceived, was greater 
still, for she bad only seen Mary once, and that but for 
a few brief minutes, when coming to town she called. 

It was therefore with a heart lights than it had been 
for yean, that Xucy entered Mary's quaint and cheerful 
little parlour on the following afternoon, and saw again 
that dear face bright with smiles, that hair so beautiful. 



that dress so trim and rich, and yet so plain and 
suming, and that loring human heart with so little fai^e 
pride in it, as to have ordered tea to be set forth, whidi 
it now was with cake and fruit, richly garnished with the 
freshest flowers; whibt beyond, though looking like a 
part of the room, by reason of the low and open 
ment, lay the old bowery garden, its ivy gilded by the 
waning sun. 

After tea, and when the sun fdl richer still within this 
little room, and all was hushed around, Lucy brought out 
the tiny bag, and laid forth upon the table the hard- 
earned money ; one by one, coin by coin, till its circle was 
large enough, and round enough, and fair enough, to be 
thrice enriched by the scintillating splendour of the 
sunbeams which fell upon it, blessing it, as it enriched. 
Mary was astonbhed at the amount of Lucy's savings. 

** My friend," she said, " has told me many times of 
your industry, care, and excellent work, but I acaroelj 
thought that economy, hke what this is proof of, was added. 
But depend upon it every coin thus earned, and lying here, 
will teach you a truer and wiser lesson, of what has to be 
done, and what you can do for our sex, than any written 
paper, or any arguments of mine. Now let me see what 
/ can add." So saying, she took from hsr pnrse five 
sovereigns (not telling or showing Lucy that but three 
shillings remained therein) and laid them by the seam- 
stress's little hoard ; thus making in the whole the aum 
of i 13 4s. « Still," continued Mary, wiUing to divert 
Lucy's deep emotion, " the matter is yet difficult. The 
passage money will he at the very least ^14, then there 
is some sort of outfit needful, however poor a one it noay 
be, and then to live whilst it is preparing. Therefore 
there is still something for us to do, though I posrcely see 
how. But come with me." So sayings and leading the 
seamstress by the hand, as if she were blind, for Lucy's 
deep fedings, tme and sterling as they were^ were not 
to be overcome or subdued, even by the angel strategy of 
this great hearty Mary Austen took her out of the room, 
up the old staircase, and into a trim bed-chamber, to the side 
of a small painted chest of drawers. These, one by oncg 
she opened, bidding, as she did so, Lucy to uncover her 
face, to see that on their well-filled tops, lay linen, and 
flannel, and gowns, which were to be hers. " And you 
will accept them, I am sure, without pain, when yon thos 
see that with such well-filled drawers I cannot miss 
them," spoke Mary, with a smile, in reply to some r^* 
mark of Lucy's, " and accept them with the knowledge 
that though past my wearing, that they are at least 
cleanly and in order by their lying herei and will serve 
till you have better." So saying, this busy, noble, lov- 
ing, little creature, her face beaming with happiness, 
went to and fro, carrying the things to a table, so as to 
place them in a bundle, whilst quite unconscious that 
moie than once as she moved away, or displaced 
the things, that the cloth or paper, pUced between her 
gift and her own possessions, and turned incidentally aside 
for the instant, had displayed to the seamstress's quick 
eye the real secret, that papers* old gowns, and odds and 
ends, made up the show meant so kindly to deceive 1 Yet, 
as it is said by mathematicians, that the minutest cause, 
or particle, or principle, once set in motion, goes on- 
ward infinitely, through the ages, and through the universe, 
gradually augmented by a million causes, which bear to 
it affinity ; so it may be that these self-denying charities 
of earth, however small, minute, or classed with humble 
things, may go on hymning their bright-winged way 
throughout the universe, till joined by million likenetsea 
as pure, and good, may, in some worid of beauty and ra* 
disnce, yet undreamt of by mortal man, meet the first 
mover; and flocking round him, as vernal airs the springs 
tend and wait ou him, as ministering spirits, till heaTen 
I infuses all divine things into one I 

I Luc/ had tact enou^, however, to conceal har know* 
I ledge, and to hide it in her heart, as prophets the 
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rule tliey guide their souls by. Still she was deeply 
moved, and kneeling down, as Mary sat to rest at the 
foot of the bed, buried her face upon the lady's lap. 

" What can I do, what can I do for you in return?" she 
reiterated. 

"Nothing," replied Mary, as she folded the seam- 
stress's hands within her own, "only let you and I, 
in such several ways as belong to us, be truthful and 
serviceable to our own sex ; for they need it, they do 
indeed." 

When the needlewoman was calmer, they went down 
stairs together; and here Lucy spoke of her trouble about 
Peg, and her own sister, and added, that as regarded the 
small balance of money now needed, Mr. O' Flanagan's 
master would perhaps befriend her. 

" Though I am the last person to ask a favour for my- 
self," said Mary, "I am the best of supplicators for 
another ; and as I know Mr. Fortescue to be both a 
good, akindj and a very wealthy old man, I will call and 
ask to see him personally, if you like, and If you will 
ascertain from his servant if he admits strangers. Of 
this, you can send me word by letter to-morrow ; for I 
have no further means of assisting you. I am not rich ; 
I think I have already told yon so." 

With many grateful tears Lucy bade this little country 
home farewell, and hastened to the bird-fancier^s as soon 
as she reached town. As she expected O' Flanagan was 
there, taking " bird's-eggs," and leaning with his one 
elbow on the counter, before the large family-cage, before 
described, in which, as Brutus uad predicted, five newly 
fledged little Sweets were warm within the nest, Mr. and 
Mrs. Sweet roosting quietly by. 

"There didn't I tell you," exckimed Brutus, tri- 
umphantly, when his first greeting of Lucy was over, " aint 
I a man of my word, in saying that there would be five 
on'em, and there's that number on'em exactly, as'U have 
woices like Sweet, as I know by their chirp already; and 
won't that give one to me, and one to the counsellor, and 
one to that dear little woman, as Noseby and O* Flanagan 
here reverence so amazingly, and leave two to be reared 
for yon, so as in a far away land, what has been made 
dear to you by death, mayn't die quite out eh ? ain't 
this it ?" 

Lucy would only bend her head in answer to the old 
man's kind words, for though these things were trifles 
now, they would be much greater hereafter; but re- 
covering, she told O'Flanagan of Miss Austen's intention, 
and asked his opinion thereon. The counsellor's servant 
received the news, as men do that of forthcoming plea- 
sure or good fortune. 

" Of course, dear old master will be pleased," spoke 
the quaint, though trusty servant, " and help you for the 
sake of the character of such a lady, I am sure, much 
better than by any other means of asking, for he has been 
so taken in by begging letters, as to Yardlj even believe 
that one is genuine ; and as for me I've too many pen- 
sioners, up and down, to like to beg too much. So let 
her come — let me see — ^yes, the morning after next, at 
10 o'clock; and though I shan't say a word, depend upon 
it, master shall have on his best black coat, and one of his 
finest frilled shirts. God bless him." At this point, 
Mr. Brutus took up the conversation, which soon merged 
itself into an exciting history, relative to the five young 
nestlings, of much interest to those immediately con- 
cerned, but not. to ourselves. 

As arranged in the letter written and sent by Lucy, 
Mary, at ten o'clock on the appointed morning, entered 
the still and shady courts of the Temple, and in the 
stillest and shadiest found Mr. Fortescue's chambers. 
These were on the ground floor, and to be entered without 
knocking, for O'Flanagan himself stood respectfully in 
the open doorway, and led her into a dusky little ante- 
chamber, passing, as she did so, two old men in the hall, 
who bowed low, looked hard, clearly being amazed as 



they did so ; and whom the authoress, in her astonish- 
ment, took to be humble clients, and in nowise Noseby 
and Twiddlesing, her admirers ; she having never heard 
of either, or in the least imasined, that the one was 
rearing her a fledgling, which springing from the once 
raiserablo needlewoman's bird, would cheer her soUtary 
home, and by the gladness of its song, give her great 
heart, profound assurances (if such were needed), that 
poetry cannot die, to those whose cars are open to its 
great accords, by worship through the several forms of 
good, of truth, or beauty ; or that the other, though but 
a common newsman, wrapped up her printed thoughts in 
silver paper. But such is the power of genius; and such the 
power or truth when relative to truth. 

Ushered into a dull, though pleasant room, by reason 
of its book-lined walls, and its great table covered with 
many books and papers, an elderly man of shrewd, though 
kindly countenance, and with the manners of a cour- 
tier, accosted her, led her to a seat, and at once, with 
well-bred courtesy, made her at ease on several points. 

"Any business,'* he said, "relative to female emigia* 
tion, is at all times interesting to me, but particularly on 
the present occasion. That you may feel no reluctance to 
speak of this needy woman, of whom my servant O'Fla- 
nagan has said much, let me assure you that I will do 
what I can to serve her, either through your agency or 
his; and lastly, you need not hesitate at the presence 
of this gentleman, Mr. Minwaring, a member of the 
bar, who is himself going out to South Australia, probably 
to settle there, and his business here this very morn- 
ing bearing relation to the subject. Therefore his pre- 
sence is like my own." 

As Mr. Fortescue spoke, Mary looked and saw the 
stranger standing by the table, occupied with a large map 
stretched upon it; she therefore proceeded, and went 
rapidly through the short history of Lucy Dean and of 
her own intentions. "You can judge, Mr. Fortescue," she 
continued, " that I conceive colonization to be especially 
the function of Governments — ^the colonies furnishing 
the means — the mother-country the machinery. At 
present failing this, at least on any scale to warrant the 
name of systematic colonization, that is, the emigration 
of classes not of a class ; and seeing that all charitable 
aid for my own sex can be but a palliative, which covers 
over, but cannot heal, the monstrous social canker, of a 
condition so mournful and degrading; and whilst any 
mere charitable emigration fund raised in this country, 
can do little more than give temporary relief, it appears 
to me, that particular cases might be so made to operate, 
as ultimately to effect some able plan of Government in« 
tervention. This woman is from Cornwall, as I have 
said, and she is going to the mining districts of South 
Australia, where, as I understand, are large masses of 
male population, with but few women amongst them. 
Now my idea is, that as she is of good moral character, 
thrifty and clear-headed, she might, in thus going amongst 
these men, lead to a better state of things than what now 
exists ; and by inducing the miners to & small monthly 
self-taxation, raise annually a sum, which offered to such 
parochial boards of England, as might be willing to co- 
operate, the effects would be seen, on a small scale, 
of what colonial funds and Government system might be 
made to achieve. But more of this hereaiter." 

" Ay, Madam," spoke Mr. Minwarimg, " this is the 
true, if new, spirit of our times. If one fraction of our 
middle class women could but think as you do, oonld but 
only act up to the half of such thoughts, they might be 
thtf newer Ann Hutchinsons of this age, instead of being 
what Wakefield too truly calls them, 'our oountlese 
miserable nuns ;' and instead of wearing out a wretched 
existence here, as ill-paid governesses, musicians, artists, 
or else wasting hfe in the mean frivolities, ond half star- 
vation of ' gentility,' they would go forth with brave and 
fearless hearts to teach to sew, to cook, to be wivoi and 
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mot hen. and to be mighty examples to the less tatight of 
their sex. Oh ! sucli a crusade as ihU would carry its 
influences to a far time." 

" I think with you," replied Mary, ^'and I would pio- 
neer the courageous of my own class, if I could, but I 
am, unhappily, somewhat in the position of a Govern- 
ment, I can do more good by general action than I could 
by particular interference, and seeing this to be the case, 
I must remain content to be amongst the 'countless.' " 

"Ha! ha I" laughed Mr. Fortescue, merrily, "not 
so, dear lady. But let us set forth our needlewoman, 
and put the ehariot wheels thus in motion." So saying, 
the fine old gentleman would have written Mary a cheque 
upon Drummonds' fbr Lucy's use, but Mary stating that 
her time was much occupied, begged that all arrange- 
ments for the needlewoman's voyage might be intrusted 
to the honest care of OTlanagan. This being agreed 
to, she, after some further conyersation, withdrew, leaving 
both gentlemen in unrestrained admiration of her, and 
O'Flanagan to expatiate at astounding length when called 
into the library, particularly, as he had the matter of 
the primula, Mr. and Mrs. Sweet, and family, and 
Koseby, and the silk paper to digress upon, and then to 
travel back to the main road. 

CTo b$ eo m i i mu t d te mw nnt.J 



LABOUR. 

Labour is haalth ! lo* tb« hnsbandmaa reaping, 
How through hb veins foes the life-current leaping. 
How his strong arm, in its stalwart pride sweeping, 

Trae as a sunbeam the swift sickle guides ! 
Labour is wealth I In the sea the pearl gloweth, 
Rich the queen's robe fropi the frail cocoon floweth, 
From the small acorn the broad forest bloweth. 

Temple and statue the marble block hides. 

Droop not, though shame, sin, and anguish, are lomid thee, 
Bravelj fling off the cold chain that hath bound thee, 
Look to yon pure Heaven smiling beyond thee. 

Rest not content in thy darkness, a dod 1 
Work for some good, be it ever so ilowly, 
Cherish some flower, be it ever so lowly, 
Labour, all labour, it noble and holy ; 

liCt thy good deeds be thy prayer to thy Gtod I 

Ojuolb. 



THE RATTLESNAKE HUNTER. 

« 

During a delightful excursion in the Ytcinity of the 
Green Mountains, a few years since, I had the good for- 
tune to meet a singular character, known in many parte 
of Vermont as the rattlesnake hunter. It was a warm, 
clear day of sunshine, in the middle of June, I saw him 
for the first time while engaged in a mineralogical 
ramble among the hills. His head was bald, and his 
forehead was furrowed with the deep lines of care and 
age. His form was wasted and meagre ; but for the fiery 
vigour of his eye, he might have been supposed incapaci- 
tated by age and infirmities for even a slight exertion. 
Yet he hurried over the huge ledges of rock with a quick 
and almost youthful tread, and seemed earnestly searching 
among the crevicee, and loose crags, and stunted bushes 
around him. All at once he started suddenly, drew him- 
self back with a sort of shuddering recoil, and then smote 
fiercely with his staff upon the rock before him. Another 
and anotiier blow, and he lifted the lifeless form of a large 
rattlesnake upon the end of his rod. 

The old man's eyes glistened, but his lip trembled as 
he looked steadfastly upon his yet writhing victim. 
" Another of the accorsed race ! " he muttered between 
his denched teeth, apparently unconscious of my presence. 

I was now ntisfied that the person before me was 



none other than the famous rattlesnake hunter. H« 
known throughout the neighbourhood as an outcast 
a wanderer, obtaining a miserable subsistence from tlie 
casual charities of the people around him. ^ His tzuM 
was mostly spent among the rocks and rude liills, vbexv 
his only object seemed to be the hunting out mod de- 
stroying of the rattlesnake. I immediately determined 
to satisfy my curiosity, which had been strongly erntel 
by the remarkable appearance of the stranger; and for 
this purpose I approached him. 

" Are there many of these reptiles in this vicuuty ?*' 
I inquired, pointing to the crushed serpent. 

" They are getting to be scarce,** said the old man 
lifting his slouched hat and wiping his bald brow ; " I 
have known the time when you could hardly stir ten rods 
from your own door in this part of the State, without 
hearing their low, quick rattle at your nde, or seeing 
their many-coloured bodies coiled up in your path. But 
as I said, they are getting scarce, the infernal race will 
be extinct in a few years, and, thank God 1 I have my- 
self been a considerable cause of their exterminatkm.'' 

" Ton must, of course, know the nature of those crea- 
tures perfectly well," said I. " Do you believe In their 
power of fascination or charming ?" 

The old man's countenance felL There was a visible 
struggle of feeling within him; his lip quivers^ and he 
dash^ his brown hand suddenly across liis eyes as if ta 
conceal a tear ; but quickly recovering himself, he an- 
swered in the low, deep voice of one that was abovt to 
reveal some horrible secret :~- 

" I believe in the rattlesnake's power of bsdnation as 
firmly as I believe in my own existence." 

" Surely," said I, " you do not believe that they have 
power over human beings." 

" I do, I know it to be so 1" and the old man trem- 
bled as he spoke. "You are a stranger to me," he said 
slowly, after scrutinizing my features for a moment* 
" but if you will go with me to the foot of this rock. In 
the shade there," and he pointed to a group of leaning 
oaks that hung over the declivity, "Xwiil tell you a 
strange and sad story of my own experience." 

It may be supposed that I readily assented to this 
proposaL Bestowing one more blow upon the rattle- 
snake, as if to be certain of its death, the old man de- 
scended the rocks with a rapidity that would have endan- 
gered the neck of a less practised hunter. After reach- 
ing the place which he pointed out, the rattlesnake 
hunter commenced his story, in a manner which con- 
firmed what I had previously heard of his education and 
intellectual strength. 

" I was among the earliest settlors in this part of the 
country. I had just finished my education at Harvard, 
when I was induced by the flattering representations of 
some of the earliest pioneers into the wild larids beyond 
the Connecticut, to seek my fortune in the new settle- 
ment. My wife" — the old man's eye glistened for an 
instant, and then a tear crossed his brown cheek — " my 
wife accompanied me, young and delicate and beautiful 
as she was, to this wild and rude country. I never shall 
forgive myself for bringing her hither I never. Young 
man," continued he, "you look like one who could pity. 
You shall see the image of the giri who followed me to 
the new country." And he unbound as he spoke a 
ribbon firom his neck, with a small miniature attached 
to it. 

It was that of /i beautiful female, but there was an 
almost childish expression in her countenance, a softness, 
a delicacy, and a sweetness of smile, which I have seldom 
seen in the features of those who have tasted even 
slightly the bitter waters of existence. The old man 
watched my countenance intently, as I surveyed tho 
image of his early love. 

" She must have been very beautiful," I nid, as I !•• 
turned the picture* 



!i 



I 



1 1 



ELIZA COOK'S JOURNAL. 



345 



«« 



Beantifnl!" he repeated, "you may well say so. 
But this avails nothing. I have a fearful story to tell — 
would to God I had not attempted it; but I will go on. 
My heart has been too often stretched on the rack of me- 
mory to suffer any new pang. 

'* We had resided in the new country nearly a year. 
Our settlement had increased rapidly, and the comforts 
and delicacies of life were beginning to be felt, after 
the w**ary privations and severe trials to which we had 
been subjected. The red men were few and feeble, and 
did not molest us. The beasts of the forest and moun- 
tain were ferocious, but we suffered little from them. 
The only immediate danj^er to which we were exposed re- 
sulted from tho rattlesnakes which infested our neigh- 
bourhood. Three or four of our settlers were bitten by 
them, and died in terrible agonies. The Indians often 
told us frightful stories of this snake, and its powers of 
fascination, and although they were generally believed, 
yet for myself, I confess I was rather amused than con- 
vinced by their marvellous legends. 

" In one of my hunting excursions abroad, on a fine 
morning, it was just at this time of the year, I was ac- 
companied by my wife. 'Twas a beautiful morning. The 
sunshine was warm, but the atmosphere was perfectly 
clear ; and a fine breeze from the north-west shook the 
bright green leaves which clothed to profusion the wreath- 
ing branches over us. I had left my companion for a 
short time in tho pursuit of game ; and in climbing a 
ragged ledge of rocks, interspersed with shrubs and 
dwarfish trees, I was startled by a quick, grating rattle. 
I looked forward. On the edge of a loosened rock lay a 
large rattlesnake, coiling himself as if for the deadly 
spring. He was within a few feet of me, and I paused 
for an instant to survey him. I know not why, but I 
stood still, and looked at the deadly serpent with a strange 
feeling of curiosity. Suddenly he unwound his coil, as 
if relenting from his purpose of hostility, and raising 
his head, he fixed his bright fiery eye directly on my 
own. A chilling and indescribable sensation, totally dif- 
fbrcut from anything I had ever before experienced, 
followed this movement of the serpent ; but I stood still, 
and gazed steadily and earnestly, for at that moment 
there was a visible change in the reptile. His form 
seemed to grow larger and his colours brighter. His 
body moved with a slow, almost imperceptible motion 
towards mc, and a low hum of music came from him, or 
at least it sounded in my ear a strange sweet melody, 
faint as that which melts from the throat of a humming- 
bird. Then the tints of his body deepencti, and changed j 
and glowed, like the changes of a beautiful kaleidoscope; 
green, purple, and gold, until I lost sight of the serpent 
entirely, and saw only a wild and curiously woven circle 
of strange colours, quivering around me, like an atmo- 
sphere of rainbows. I seemed in the centre of a great 
prism, a world of mysterious colours, and tints varied and 
darkened and lighted up again around me ; and the low 
music went on without ceasing until my brain reeled : 
and fear, for the first time, came over me. Tiie new sen- 
sation gained upon me rapidly, and I could feel the (X)ld 
sweat gushing from my brow. I had no certainty of 
danger in my mind, no definite ideas of peril, all was 
vague and clouded, like the unaccountable terrors of a 
dream, and yet my limbs shook, and I fancied I could 
feel the blood stiffening with cold as it passed along my 
veins. I would have given worlds to have been able to 
tear myself from the spot — I even attempted to do so, 
but the body obeyed not the impulse of the mind, not a 
muscle stirred ; and I stood still as if my feet had grown 
to the solid rock, with the infernal music of the tempter 
in my ear, and the baleful colourings of his enchantment 
before me. 

" Suddenly a new sound came on my ear. It was a 
httmin voice, but it seemed strange and awful. Again, 
9igun, bat I stirred not ; and then a white form plunged 



before me, and grasped my arm. The horrible spell 
was at once broken. The strange colours passed from 
before my vision. The rattlesnake was coiling at my 
very feet, with glowing eyes and uplifted fangs ; and my 
wife was clinging in terror upon me. The next instant 
the seq>ent threw himself ujion us. My wife was the 
victim ! Tlie fangs pierced deeply into her handj ; and 
her scream of agony, as she staggered backwards from mc,- 
told me the dreadful truth. 

" Then it was that a feeling of madness came upon 
mc ; and when I saw the foul serpent stealing away from 
his work, reckless of danger, I sprang forward and 
crushed him under my feet, grinding him upon the ragged 
rock. The groans of my wife now recalled me to her 
side, and to the horrible reality of her situation. There 
was a dark livid spot on her hand ; and it deepened into 
blackness as I led her away. We were at a considerable 
distance from any dwelling; and after wandering for a 
short time, the pain of her wound became insupportable 
to my wife, and she swooned away in my arms. Weak 
and exhausted as I was, I yet had strength enough left 
to carry her to the nearest rivulet, and bathe her brow 
in the cool water. She partially recovered, and sat down 
upon the bank, while I supported her head upon my 
bosom. Hour after hour passed away, and none camo 
near us, and there, alone in the great wilderness, I 
watched over her, and prayed with her, and she died ! " 

The old man groaned audibly as he uttered these 
words, and as he closed his long bony hands over his 
eyes, I could see the tears falling thickly through his 
gaunt fingers. After a momentary struggle with his 
feelings, he lifted his head once more, and there was * 
fierce light in his eyes as he spoke : — 

" But I have had my revenge. From that fatal mo- 
ment I have felt myself fitted and set apart, by the ter- 
rible ordeal of affliction, to rid the place of my abode of 
its foulest curse. And I have well nigh succeeded. 
The fascinating demons are already few and powerless." 

Years have passed since my interview witli the rattle- 
snake hunter ; th^ place of his abode has changed— a 
beautiful village rises near the spot of conference, and 
the grass of the church-yard is green over the grave of 
the old hunter. Bat his story is fixed upon my mvoA, 
and Time, like enamel, only burns deeper the first im- 
pression. It comes up before me like a vividly remem- 
bered dream, whose features are too horrible for reality. 

J. G. Whittxbe. 



POLITE UNTRUTHS. 

When you have put yourself a little out of the way to 
accommodate a friend, in replying to his expressions of 
regret at giving you trouble, it is not necessary to say, 
" Oh, it is not the slightest trouhle at all — ^it was per- 
fectly convenient." It is quite as polite to answer, " I 
am most happy to have been able to render yoa any 
assistance," as you ought to be if you felt right upon 
such matters. A little tact and discretion, nnited with 
that kindly feeling to all around you, which constitutes 
the basis of sound morality, as well as true politeness, 
will always enable you to avoid giving offence, withoat 
compromising your conscience. 



THE CHILD MUST OBEY. 

It is a fixed rule under all drcumstanoes that tho 
child must learn to obey. Obedience is the first step in 
education. The child must be submissive to a higher 
will and a more matured knowledge. By degrees he 
will soon find out the reason why. Take heed, however, 
that you do not forbid or command anything, if you can- 
not or will not strictly and inflexibly enforce obedience ; 
otherwise you introduce a laxity of principle into your 
action, which nothing can retrieve. Never give a com- 
mand or a prohibition excepting from your determined 
purpose or your matured judgment. — Btrthold Auerback, 
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SIXTEEN AND SIXTY. 

SIXTEEN. 

Hek form— ob, you might mu»c till night 
And never image aught so bright^ 
So sweet — so delicately slight — 

As that h«lf-gtrlish form ; 
Wliich soem*d just bora for summer hours, 
For love and kindness, smiles and flowers ; 

Unfit for cloud or storm I 

Her forehead fair, as moonlight fair, 
Half glancing 'ncath her graceful hair, 
Look*d like a shrine some angel there 

For holy thought had won : 
Her cheeks, where sixteen summers played, 
Seem'd lilies that had lived in shade« 

And never seen the sun : 

And yet not pale — a lingering ray 
Of day-break in the month of May, — 
Or rose leaf that had lost its way — 

Flushed through that snowy skin ; 
And. as each hue would nectar sip, 
Rati dimpling to the cherry lip. 

That closed the heaven within I 

SIXTV. 

Her form— 'twas like a wintry day, 
liut cheerful still, as if a ray 
Of heaven lit those temples grey, 

NVherc change would still encroach 
Yet even Age had touched her face 
With something of a tender grace, 

And soften'd Tiaie's approach ! 

Her brow— the spirit was not there 
That erst illumed her forehead fair, 
Dut sontcthing yet, one could not spare. 

Like beauty did remain ; 
And could a kindred charm impart, 
As dear, as sacred to the heart, 

As in her beauty's reign 1 

For oh, let but the heart be kind, 
liCt beauty linger in the mind. 
And even Age appears refined — 

Age even can delight ! 
Till I^tfe, like day's departing ray, 
Die* on the breast of heaven away. 

And takes on Angel'a flight I 

Charlies Swain. 



MIND AND BODY. 

What is mind ? A puzzling question truly ; and if you 
were to pounce with it upon the most acute and learned 
of your acquaintances, the chances are, they would give 
you credit for a small portion of insanity for your trouble. 
Inquire of the busy, prosperous man, who lives a life 
of golden realities, adding wealth to wealth, house to 
house, and field to field, and you will find that although 
pretty well acquainted with the price of stock, the value 
of railway shai'es, the best opening for enterprise, or the 
most advantageous market for produce, he neither thinks, 
knows, nor cares anything for that which of, or through, or 
within him, enables him to pursue his trains of thought. 
His mind is immersed in matter, and it would be a subtle 
alchemy which could separate the one from the other. 
it is not to the man of the world we must look for any 
revelations upon the subject. We must not blame him 
that his attention does not turn into that channel, 
but lay the responsibility to the account of the mode, 
and the circumstances in and by which he has been edu- 
oated. 

Push your investigations among other classes, and 
although, of course, here and there you will find partarl 



exceptions, it will be apparent that the same state of 
knowledge prevails. The voluptuary lives in the atmo- 
sphere of pleasure, the orator in the applause of the 
multitude, the vot4iry of ambition amid reveries of pen- 
sions, titles, stars, garters, and ribbons; tbe statc?«iiian 
is occupied in bahincing parties, overreaching diplotnarir 
wiles and craft, and piloting his devious and doobtful 
track throngh the rocks and quicksands of a poHf ical bfc. 
Each of them is immersed in his own particular xortez, 
forgetful of all else, using mind for his purposes, but 
ignorant of its nature. It is not here that the oracle 
will speak and reveal the secret. It is not among m<;s 
of action that we are to seek for the hidden know^iedgc. 

If we turn to the studious and thoughtful portions of 
humanity, shall we fare much better ? Ask the questior.. 
and you will find that though there is an ontpoiuing of 
words in answer to it, the substantial knowledge yon will 
gain will require a mental microscope of the Tery highest 
order to enable you to perceive it. The poet will tell of 
the secret workings of those feelings which are within the 
nature of every man, and appear to cause the brighte»-t 
moments which illumine our being, and the darkest eras 
which dim and blacken the pages of our personal history — 
which scatter flowers upon the path of some, and pare 
the way of others with the rough fragments of broken 
hopes and baflled desires — ^which glow forth in letters of 
glorious brightness upon the page of history, or darken 
its records with tales of murder, rapine, vengeance^ 
hate and woe. He tells yon in eloquent words, and 
musical tones, of the effects of mind ; but to the rdterated 
question, "What is it?" he has no answer. It is a 
stem reality not to be found in the limits of the domain 
of fancy, or imagination. We hang, with rapture, over 
the inspired pages of minstrel lore — minds made them, 
but they are like a vast and loYely river rolling along^ 
in crystal splendour, of which we cannot discern the 
source. 

Turn to the divine, the physician who ministers " to a 
soul diseased." Will you find greater success there ? 
Either you will meet a simple, earnest, straightforward^ 
follower of the Evangelists, who taking the inspired history 
for his guide, and looking forward to the practical reality 
of an eternity of happiness or misery, teaches his creed 
by reference to material images — ^and from him you have 
no answer to your question ; or you discover the subtle 
and learned theologian resid in all the writings of the 
ancient fathers — learned in the learning of those who 
lived and wrote when magic was almost a recognised por> 
tion of religion, and witchcraft was thought possible by a 
contract with the father of all evil. With him you are 
forthwith plunged into an ocean of mystery and absurdity 
as unintelligible as the Cabala of the Jews. With hitn 
you attempt to separate mind b'om matter; and without 
the knowledge of anything but matter and its properties — 
without a point of comparison or a landmark in the 
land of confusion and bewilderment — without a solitary 
light to look to in the general gloom — the more you 
grope, the more inextricably you find yourself lost. You 
may debate, through all time, whether angels, in passing 
from one point to another, pass through intermediate 
space without coming any nearer to the desired condu- 
sion. You live in a world of matter, and cannot compre- 
hend any thing distinct Irom it. It is not amid the lore 
of religious philosophy that a solution is to be found. 

If we ask the metaphysician for an explanation, our 
position will be still worse. He, too, will go to thesige of 
occult philosophy and quote writers, both sacred and pro> 
fane, besides calling in the aid of the abstract minds of 
6re;^ce, and the dim, misty, and undefined theorists of the 
German school. We shall find that we have escaped Scylla 
only to fall into Charybdis ; and that among theories of 
innate ideas, and external objects of sensation. Judgment, 
Imagiiuition, Will, Consciousness, &c., confusion vriU 
only become worse confounded. 
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Iiook to the adminstraton of law, and take their 
opimou. They will not help you through the difficulty. 
They, it is true, are often allied upon to decide that a 
man is sane or insane, but all their decisions are founded 
upon evidence of what the body has performed — of words 
spoken or deeds done by the individuals under considera- 
tion. They consider the effects of the action of mind, 
and, guided and governed by medical testimony, they often 
refer Insanity to a disease or lesion of the brain, or to 
some bodily injury ; thus in effect making the healthy 
action of mind a property of matter, an error as great 
as that which metaphysicians fall into on the opposite 
side. Besides the dicta of the sages of the law are so 
conflicting and contradictory, that supposing we could 
adopt the physical or material hypotheses upon which 
they often rest, they furnish no sure guidance. 

As a last resource we may ask the physiologist and the 
anatomist. They are the followers of inductive and ex- 
perimental sciences ; they live in the investigation of man 
and his nature ; but they are unable to furnish us with 
the required information. They scrutinize merely the 
external appearance, noticing the distinctions which se- 
parate race from race, peculiarities of form, structure, 
and temperament, which, if they do not cause, are inti- 
mately connected with the mental aptitudes and disposi- 
tions of men ; but still all their investigations are 
founded upon matter and its properties. They plunge 
the dissecting-knife into the frame, explain the form and 
functions of the viscera, divide the muscles which were 
once the agents of power, tear up the nerves which were 
once the channels of sensation, and the conductors of the 
current of will, anatomiie the lungs where vital heat 
was once generated, trace all the ramifications of the 
vascular system, through which, from that powerful 
fountain, the heart, flowed the stream of life. But, 
in all this there is nothing but matter and its operations ; 
we lay hold of no trace of mind. But the brain still 
remains, and, in connection with mind, that is the most 
important of all the organs. After ages of disputation, 
during which the feelings and intelligence of men have 
been placed in the heart and other organs, all men 
worthy of scientific reputation have concurred in recog- 
nising the brain as the seat of the mind ; and modem 
science, if it has not already recognised, has a tendency 
to hold to the theory, that, from the form of the brain 
may be inferred the mental powers and their specific 
direction. Gro then to the brain ; let the keen edge of 
I the anatomist's blade separate ita fibres and dive into ita 
, deepest recesses ; notice ita grey matter, ita white matter, 
I and ita cellular tissue ; observe how ita convolutions are 
I disposed ; mark how the nerves all tend here as to a 
! common centre ; those nerves, it is settled, are the chan- 
I nels of those sensations which come to, and those voli- 
tions which go from the brain ; everything announces 
that this is the temple of intellect — the seat of the mind ; 
but the structure is vacant — ^the occupant has fled ; with 
life fled mind — ^with mind intelligence. We have here the 
mere physical organization which, wedded to life, pro- 
duced thought; here the highest conceptions of the 
poets, the most benevolent aspirations of the philan- 
thropist, the profoundest theories of the philosopher had 
their rise, and first became embodied as ideas, — ^now we 
sec a mass of inert matter, which does not bear upon it 
a trace of the noble uses which it has subserved. Ho, as 
a parallel, we may fancy with Hamlet, " Alexander's 
dust coming to stop a bung-hole." The anatomist must 
tell you, that all his researches end in the investiga- 
tion of matter, fh)m the most gross to the most delicate 
of all tissues, from the massive muscles to the attenuated 
nerves, from the firm unyielding bones to the soft pulpy 
bndn, all is matter still ; the subtle essence, mind, 
which once pervaded it and made it the instrument of 
will, eludea idl research and baiBes all inTestigation. 
Studies, such ■• theie^ hay^ in a ficat measure, tended 



to produce a class of men, who fismed for their scientific 
acquirementa and deep knowledge of natural operations^, 
have come to the conclusion that this world of beauty 
and order, with all ita myriads of life, is only a combina- 
tion of matter, destitute of an essentially distinct guiding 
and controlling principle ; and finding, amid all or- 
ganized mu. iv :-, no i9Mi/«ria/ traces of mind, they attribute 
all the operations of intellect to physicid organization. 

It seems strange, how men, so acute as they are, could 
suppose the possibility of an etherial essence, such as 
their opponenta assert mind to be, leaving material traces 
behind it. Were such to be found, the mind would at 
once be proved to be material. 

We do not, of course, mean it to be inferred, that all 
anatomists belong to this materialist school ; there are 
many of the highest of the profession who start with the 
postulate of an infinite mind, of which all organization is 
to them the evidence, and are therefore prepared to ad- 
mit, and hold the belief of finite minds, without finding 
their traces in physical organization. 

What shall we do amid all these conflicting opinions ? 
They, none of them, furnish any real answer to the ques- 
tion with which we started ; the conclusions of all are 
most lame and impotent, so far as practical application ia 
concerned. We are as far off from a knowledge of the 
abstract nature of mind as ever, and are obliged to rest 
satisfied with the impression^ that that which has eluded 
the most powerful and best cultivated intellecta of all time 
is beyond our reach. 

There is, it is true, an almost occult science, called Mes- 
merism, which bids fair further to enlighten us. Although 
ita practice has been bound up with, and disfigured by 
much of imposture and trickery — although ita conscien- 
tious advocates have been rash in theorizing on imperfect 
data, and predicting effecta without sufficient knowledge, 
yet tiiose who have patiently and impartially investigated 
ita pretensioosy must admit that it has a foundation of 
truth, and that marvels have been worked by it, through 
means incomprehensible to those devoted to physical 
science. This system, in the hands of competent ope- 
rators, fhows in a new light the action of mind upon 
mind, and ita partial independence of material agencies. 
But yet, even this is only in connection with physical or- 
ganizations which also claim some share of the effecta, 
and the whole is as yet so wrapt in mystery, is so un- 
certain, and appears so little subject to the known ope- 
ration of fixed laws, that it must be long before it can 
become a trustworthy guide. 

Yet it is essential that some understanding (rather than 
settlement) should be at once come to upon this vexed 
question. Unless that be done, we shall never have a 
really scientific and consistent system of education. We 
may trace many, if not all of our educational blunders, to 
the hd that, the highest intellecta have been busy in con- 
testing the abstract question of what it was that was to 
be educated, instead of pointing out the course that educa- 
tion should take ; and thus the work of training mind has 
been left in comparatively inferior and incapable hands. 
We habitually entrust the education of children to persons 
with far less of scientific knowledge, and who proceed in 
their operations far less systematically than the surgeon 
to whom we confide our Ufe, or the lawyer to whom we 
commit the safety of our estates. The systems are al- 
most as many as the establishmenta in which education is 
conducted, and in most of them it would be difficult to 
discover a trace of a truly scientific foundation. The 
common object, however, seems to be, to stuff youthful 
minds with as many facta as can be crammed into them, 
without much reference to their powers to digest those 
facta, or to draw from them really useful knowledge i and 
worst of all, without any great regard to the prejudicial 
action of the overloaded mind upon the body, or the re- 
action of the enfeebled or diseased body upon the weak- 
ened mind. It would appear, that if any theory at all 
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has been adhcrod to, it has been tbc purely metapliysical 
one ; and, although it is tnie that we can find many ex- 
amples of men with feeble bodies, and powerful minds, 
yet the question must be'osked, — would not their in- 
tellocts have been of a higher order if their physical 
framps had been more perfect ? And the other question, 
of how far the over cultivation, or rather the over strain- 
ing of their mental powers, conduced to the degradation 
of their frames is worthy of investigation ? 

We must not be thought in this to do aught else than 
contend for an almost self-evident truism, that taking 
any particular man, his mind will be most active and 
powerful, and its manifestations most perfect, when his 
body, the instrument of his mind, is best littrd to per- 
form its natural functions. 

An article by Dr. Bush, in the second volume of 
"Dr. Winslow's Journal of Psychological Medicine," 
to which we recently referred in our article upon 
"Education," in No. 41, shows upon the one hand 
how mental action influences the frame, and on the 
other, how the diseased body acts upon the intellect. 
There will bo found the observations of an eminently 
scientific mind, practised in the treatment of mental 
diseases, leading to what appears the necessary con- 
clusion, that want of capacity in mature years, and 
even moral guilt, are too often the consequences of un- 
scientific education. Dr. Bush shows that precocity — 
the exhibition of those early talents which inspire the 
relatives of children with pride and admiration, and lead 
so often to future bitter disappointment, is itself often the 
manifestation of physical disease ; and that the over- 
strained brain, possessing rather activity than strength, 
While putting forth buds of promise, is never to produce 
mature fruit : that its activity is sowing the seeds of dis- 
ease destined to expand either into nervous disorder or 
mental imbecility. That such children, instead of being 
urged forward in the career of knowledge, should be 
sedulously and systematically restrained, till their physical 
organisation has gathered sufficient vigour and strength 
to form a sure basis for mental action. While, on the 
other hand, those dull, heavy children, displapng at 
once so many early traits of obstinacy and stupidity, 
often present to the eye of the practised physician the 
latent traces of lethargic disorder, only to be obviated or 
oounteracted by medical treatment and skilful mental 
training ; and that the punishment to which they are too 
often subjected for their presumed faults, and inaptitude, 
only increases the evils it is intended to remove. 

We do not intend this paper to take the form of a me- 
dical essay, or we might copy and dilate upon the long 
list of moral, mental, and physical diseases which Dr. 
Bush specifies in his article, as the result of want of know- 
ledge of what education really is, and how it should be pro- 
n&oted; but with such considerations and facts before us 
we must, in calling attention to the subject, advocate 
ai essentially necessary, the union in the work of training 
youth, of tiie physician with the mere teacher. We 
must, after the experience of ages, and with all our 
boasted knowledge, return to the wisdom of the ancients, 
who looked for the desideratum of a sound mind in a 
sound body. While the nature of mind is unsettled by 
the contending parties, we must allow both the meta- 
physician and the mere studier of organbation to be 
consulted, — the one to lead on the mind as fast as it can 
safely go, the other to see that the body is not injuriously 
affected by its over-exertion ; because, whatever else 
we are ignorant of, this at all events we' know, that they 
mutually affect each other, for good or evil. In short, 
we are entitled to ask, that man shall be treated as a com- 
pound of the spiritu^ and material, and to require that 
whatever the capacity or the value of his more ethereal 
portion, the laws which govern that physical structure 
through which alone his mental power can be manifested, 
•hall not be violated. 



With a system of medical supervision and control we 
should never see the nervous and the lethar^gic, the dever 
and the obtuse, the weak and the strong, bearing the 
same yoke, subjected to the same rule^ Btimnlated l^ the 
same rewards, urged forward by the same puttiakntente. 
The powers of each would then be estimiit<Kl, not by sa 
arbitrary standard of requirement, but by the talectts 
and powers inherent in his natural constitatkm ; we 
should then be in the high-road to a system nf teaeb- 
inof, adapted to the various tendencies and aptitiides of 
different clashes of minds. Education wouM become, 
instead of a chaos, a just and scientific system ; mnrii 
bodily disease would be avoided ; much mental deprsvity 
would be kept undeveloped ; a higher range of intellect, 
in its various phases, would be obtained ; and, as men 
became what they might be, and as a property directed 
education w?nld make them, both wiser and better, we 
might hereafter arrive at a consistent answer to tliai in- 
portant question — What is Mind ? 



iioticti of j)rtD eSSoriu^ 



Volcanic Phenomena** 

Thb phenomena in connection with volcanos, while 
furnishing evidence as to the interior ecooomy of nature* 
have given rise to numerous theories by which they might 
be explained. Of these there are two, which, at i\\e 
present time, most command attention — the mechanical, 
and the chemical. Some philosophers have regarded 
them as effects of the contraction of the earth's cra?t 
upon an igneous fluid mass in the interior; others refer 
them to chemical action, induced at unknown depths by 
the combined force of heat, moisture, and pressure. 
Among the advocates of the latter theory is Dr. Daubenj, 
a second edition of whoso work is now before us, and 
whose views on the subject appear sufficiently intereitfing 
for a little wider diffusion. Without pretending to a posit ixe 
decision of the question, this writer considers the chemical 
theory as the one most calculated to lead to minute study 
and investigation of volcanic action, as the mere con. 
traction of the earth upon a fluid centre, fails to expl:uQ 
many minor effects which chemistry regards as essentially 
important. It has sometimes t>een thought that the 
operations of volcanos at the present day are altogether 
different from those of the past ; but repeated observa- 
tions have led to the conclusion that they are precisely 
the same, only, that formerly they may have been on a 
more gigantic scale than now. Geologists, as is pretty 
well known, are agreed in not referring certain natural 
effects — the grouping of hills, scattering of blocks, exca- 
vation of valleys, &c., to one general convulsion or deluge, 
but rather to a series of causes, which they eadeavonr to 
exemplify by something actually going on. In this way 
the past suggests the present, and the present confirms 
the past. 

According to the popular notion, all burning mountains 
are volcanos, but the flame and exlialations of gas and 
steam which rise in various places^ are very different firom 
the cniptions which burst from such mountains as Ueda 
and Etna. Volcanic action often exists apart from extra- 
ordinary effects, as in Auvergne, where lava and scoriae 
remain to prove the existence of volcanos, at a period 
long anterior to that in which the surface of the country 
received its present conformation. " We have no right,** 
observes Dr. Daubeny, " to assume an entire extinction 
of the processes throughout the district; for the fre* 
quency of thermal and of acidulated springs — the copious 
evolution of carbonic acid which takes place in the mines 
of Pont Gibaod. as well as in other localities — the ipringa 

* A DeMription of Active and Extinct Volcanot, &c By C 
Daubeay, M.D., F.R.S. Londoo, R. and J. E. Taylor. 
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of bitonwn alao met witb««nd the abnndant deposition 
of trsTerdn now taking place near Clenaont, where it 
has stretched across a ri?alet, forming a natural bridge 
over it, cannot but be viewed as indications of a languid 
action of volcanic forces still continuing underneath. In 
other parts of the same province the remains of animals, 
different from any of the existing species, have been 
found imbedded in the materials ejected from volcanos — 
an important evidence of eruption, were there no other, 
at an early era of the earth's history. In the pumice 
and sand that fell on Pompeii, infusoria of fresh-water 
origin were discovered by Ehrenberg, indicating cither 
that the material from which the pumice was derived had 
b^ien produced by successive generations of these minute 
animalcules, or had for a long time constituted a suitable 
mdut for their growth. It shows also that any degree of 
heat, below that productive of absolute liquidity, and 
consequently of a state of actual vitrification in the vol- 
canic material, is compatible with the preservation of the 
organic forms of these bodies." 

It is generally among the older formations that volcanos 
break out ; at all events, the action is evidence of the 
prodigious depth from which the materials must be 
ejected. These materials —pumice, lava, scoriie, gases, 
are said to be all produced from trachyte. This rock 
consequently is supposed to constitute the chief part of 
the underground mass, or to be made up from the fusion 
of others. An interesting example of the mode in which 
ejections of basaltic lava have contributed to the forma- 
tion of natural caverns is seen near Bertrich, in one of 
the volcanic districts of Germany. This is described as 
" a natural grotto, in the midst of the lava, about six feet 
high, three broad, and twelve or fifteen long, open at both 
extremities, and thus making part of a foot-path which 
overlooks the ravine containing the torrent of the Issbach. 
The walls of this grotto are composed of basalt, slightly 
cellular, and forming a number of concentric lameliiu* 
concretions, piled one upon the other, and, in general, 
somewhat compressed, so that the interstices between 
the balls are filled up. The grotto itself has obtained 
the name of the cheese-cellar (Kiise-keller), from the 
resemblance which the configuration of the basalt bears 
to an assemblage of Dutch cheeses ; it beautifully illus- 
trates the origin of the jointed columnar structure which 
this rock so often assumes, since a little more compres- 
sion would have reduced these globular concretions into 
a prismatic form, each ball constituting a separate joint 
in the basaltic mass. The most probable way of account- 
ing for the existence of this natural grotto is, to suppose 
the lava which forms its walls to have cooled near the 
surface, before the mass had ceased to flow in its interior ; 
hence a hollow would be left, in which the basalt had 
room freely to assume the form most natural to it, and 
the concretions being but little compressed on account of 
the cavity within, retain their original globular figure. 
I If it be asked, why the same appearances are not pre- 
sented in Fingal's Cave, and in others of the same kind, 
it may be replied, that the two cases differ, the Kase- 
kellcr being a hollow existing from the first, whereas the 
basalt at Staffa, probably, constituted a continuous bed, 
until undermineid and eaten into by the sea." 

Warm springs may be regarded, as before explained, as 
evidence of a still-existing languid volcanic action ; they 
throw off the same kinds of gases as those which rise from 
volcanos ; and it is a remarkable fact, that large tracts of 
country which exhibit no volcanic appearances, ve 
equally destitute of warm springs. Sir Roderick Mur- 
cbisou, during his late researches in Russia, satisfactorily 
verified this fact; warm springs were found only at the 
foot of mountains ; they were altogether wanting in the 
immense level regions of the empire. In mountainous 
countries it is no uncommon occurrence to see hot-springs 
gnsliing from rocks which seem built up of ice. 

Tbo gases most commonly emitted from volcanos are 



carbonic, muriatic, and sulphurous add; sulphuretted 
hydrogen, and nitrogen. The inconceivable quantity of 
hydrogen exhaled in past times is shown by the sulphur 
mines of Sicily, which sometimes yield 400,000 cwt. of 
the mineral in a year. The amount of gas required for 
the production of this deposit defies calcuUtion. Boussin- 
gault mentions a case of a spring in New Grenada, which 
gives out every twenty-four hours nearly two hundred 
pounds of muriatic acid gas, and sulphuretted hydrogen 
in nearly equal quantities. At the eruption of Etna in 
1842, a curious circumstance happened: the stream of 
lava was seen by the alarmed inhabitants of the district to 
flow into a small lake. They retired to a distance, ex- 
pecting the usual shock from the contact of heated ma- 
terials with water, but none took place. A few of the 
number ventured back to watch what was going on, when 
the lake blew up with a frightful concussion, and many 
persons were injured by the falling fnigments of lava. 
Much discussion was excited as to the cause of the acci- 
dent; the explanation has, however, been furnished by 
M. Boutigny's experiments, showing the repulsion be- 
tween intensely heated substances and water. On enter- 
ing the lake, the temperature of the lava was such as to 
repel the surrounding fluid, and it was only after being 
cooled down that the explosion occurred. 

A dissertation on volcanic action necessarily involves 
the phenomena of earthquakes ; according to mathema- 
ticians, the shock to produce one of these convulsions 
must " move with such an immense velocity, as to dis- 
place bodies by their inertia — have a horizontal, alternate 
motion, cither much quicker in one direction than in an- 
other, or different in its effects — and be accompanied by 
an upward and downward motion at the same time." 
Rigid as the earth may appear, it is certain that waves of 
motion pass through it as through water. If, as is some- 
times the case, a shock begins somewhere under the bed 
of the ocean, three waves are transmitted, one through 
the land ; a second through the air, producing the noise 
usually taken for thunder ; and the last, through the sea 
itself, which rolls in upon the shore long after the earth- 
shock has passed ; as at Lisbon, where a great wave 40 
feet high rushed in and swept 3,000 persons from the 
quay to which they had fled, to be out of the way of falling 
buildings. The difference of shocks is accounted for by 
the difference of strata through which they pass, a hard 
substance suddenly intervening will deflect a shock into 
a new direction. The greatest mischief is found to occur 
where hard and soft materials meet. From observations 
on the elasticity of different substances, it is calculated, 
that the speed of a wave passing through limestone would 
be forty miles a minute, sandstone fifty-seven, marble 
seventy-three, clay slate one hundred gLud forty. The 
focus of the Lisbon shock was sixty miles from the 
land. 

The upheaval of land in the north of Europ'e, and in 
South America, where aline of coast 3,000 miles in extent 
was elevated, has been ascribed to slow volcanic agency. 
The effect of shocks is most rapidly propagated in a 
loose soil ; in the hard primary rocks it is much less de- 
structive. Messina is built on a foundation, one half 
granite, tho other alluvial rocks. At the time of the 
earthquake, that portion of the city erected on the 
granite, escaped comparatively uninjured, the other was 
nearly all thrown down. Certain localities in South 
America which are never affected are called bridges, 
from the belief that some very miyielding material is de- 
posited beneath, which prevent^ the shock from passing. 
Hollows in tho ground are considered a protection ; the 
Romans dug deep excavations under the Capitol to ensure 
its safety. And the deep wells of Capua, and large natural 
caverns under Naples, are supposed to account for the little 
injury whioh those two places have sustained from earth* 
quakes. 

As far as the question has hitherto been investi^ted^ 
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the difltribntion of volcanos appears to be rcg:nlated by a 
certain law. Some are central to others grouped around 
them, and many range in lines. Vrauvius, Lipari, and 
Etna, are said to be the points of greatest intensity in a 
volcanic belt stretching lengthwise over the peninsula. A 
belt passes through the Ionian islands, and through 
Mexico. It has been observed, that with rare exception, 
Tolcanos are found near the sea : a belt commences on 
the coast of the Bay of Bengal, crosses to Sumatra, Java, 
the Philippine and Kurile islands, and t^minates in Kam- 
tschatka. A line of active volcanos extends along the 
American continent from the fifth to the forty-fifth degree 
of latitude. It is in eruptions among the latter that the 
ejection of boiling water and mud most frequently occurs, 
mingled, according to Humboldt, with fishes. The 
presence of these animals has led to the conclusion, that 
large lakes, fitted for their abode, exist in the ca- 
vernous hollows of the mountains. The existence of 
large hollows is rendered probable, by the falling in of 
the enormous mountain Papandayang, in Java, a catas- 
trophe whicli involved the subsidence of a district 15 
miles long by 6 broad, with 40 villages and a great num- 
ber of the inhabitants. Professor Hopkins estimates 
the thickness of the earth's crust at 400 to 1,000 miles ; 
and taking into view the comparatively slight depth to 
which excavations have been made, does not consider the 
fact, as established, that the internal heat must necessa- 
rily increase with the descent. 

Dr. Daubeny suggests that volcanic action may have 
originated, in sea-water finding its way through fissures to 
the interior of the earth, and refers to the purposes which 
volcanos may serve in tlie economy of nature, not the 
least important of which is the evolution of ammonia for 
the support of vegetation. In this point of view they 
lose much of their terrific character^ and may be regarded 
as safety-valves by which the burning materials of the 
interior, by whatever cause produced, force themselves 
to the surface with the least mischief. Earthquakes are 
most destructive where there are no volcanos ; but for 
these vents, how awfully tremendous would have been 
the efiects of confined heat. And what would the earth 
have been without them ? Australia, which has few or no 
mountains, is, in the interior, a howling desert, no rivers, 
no vegetation, or undulating scenery. But let a chain of 
mountains be upheaved, and the land becomes physically 
beautiful, fertile, with beneficial modifications of climate. 
Volcanos supply carbonic acid to vegetation, and the 
immense growths of former ages are not, according to the 
work under notice, due to the presence of a supera- 
bundant quantity of this gas at one time, but to have 
been maintained by a supply gradually evolved. " Whilst 
coral animals" pursues the Doctor, *'and mollusca of 
various kinds are continually adding to the amount of 
carbonate of lime at the bottom of what is now the sea, 
which will one day doubtless form dry land ; volcanos on 
the other hand, are employed in redressing the balance, 
by expelling the carbonic acid from limestones of older 
date, and forming rocks of silicate of lime in the place of 
those composed of carbonate." In the same way, it is 
shown, the supply of ammonia and nitrogen is kept up : — 
*' Granting," observes the writer, " that these have been 
produced, not by processes of animal decay, but by such 
as were proceeding within the globe prior to the creation 
of living beings, the notice of a slow and continuous dis- 
engagement of both compounds, from the earliest period 
to the present time, wiU be received, perhaps, as at 
least the most probable mode of accounting for then* un- 
failing supply." 

Without a proper supply of material, every way fitted 
for it, organic life could not go on. To ensure healthful 
vegetation we must have potass, soda, certain earthy 
phosphntos, lirae, and magnesia. Some of these are in- 
solublo in water, while the others, if unmixed with 
other substances, would be washed away with every 



rain. But volcanos furnish a provision against hath 
contingencies. In the lava and trachyte thixpwzi op *.- 
the surface, the alkalies — ^lime and magnesiA — exist is s 
dormant condition ; but which, acted opon hy the car- 
bonic acid continually evolved, are seiMrated, the rod 
disintegrates, and in process of time, becomes hir^'n 
productive soil. "Thus every volcanic," writes Dr. 
Daubeny, '* as well as every granite rock, contains a 
store-house of alkali for the future exigencies of the ve^*- 
table world, whilst the former is also charged with th:-^ 
principles which are often wanting in gnmite, but whkk 
are no less essential to many plants — ^lime and tr:^- 
nesia. Had the alkalies been present in the ground k 
beds or isolated masses, they would have been speedHj 
washed away, and the vegetables that require thtm 
would by this time have been restricted to the imjLe^ 
diate vicinity of the ocean." 

This suggests to us sublime and interesting views of 
the arrangements of the Deity, in thus having made all 
things subservient to one common end ; and having or- 
dained that the mighty agents of destmctlon, which 
exist in the bowels of the earth should minister, like 
the malignant Genii of some eastern fable, to the wants 
and necessities of the living beings which He has placed 
upon its surface. 



THE HAPPINESS OF HOME. 

The happiness of man oouaista in oontmuoms and 
able feeling, arising from the sense of pleasure with 
which he regards objects suirottndiflg him. Those 
objects are merely relative. One man ia happy, where 
another is miserable. One has the highest deUgfat to 
poetry, paintings sculpture, and mnmei the other would 
sacrifice them all to the figures of arithmetic, the columns 
of the ledger, and the melodioui vdoe of the customs. 
Therefore, as the objects are identical in each histance, 
they merely act a relative part in theprodttction of human 
happiness. 

Happiness is the true condition of the soul, aa virtue 
is the true condition of character. The soul is not con- 
stituted to be miserable. Its desSies ne««r tend tovpards 
wretchedness, nor its longings to unhspplBeBs. 'We all 
wish to be happy — ^we all try to be happy. The aim of 
life — the struggles of emulation — the darings of ambition 
— the emotions of pity — ^the communion of souls — all 
derive their origin and support in the denre of happiness. 
Man would not rouse his latent energies, or discover the 
existence of his faculties, were he not absolutely driven 
by the cravings of his soul fbr sublunary pleasure. As this 
desire is a component power of the mind, happiness h 
plainly one of its states or conditions. This state or con- 
dition invariably has its origin in love — ^in affection. This 
is the sole cause of happiness. Without this, it could 
never exist ; it would be unkfiown. 

But, As the sum of human happiness. In its units and 
its total, has its universal origin in affection, and, as 
affection is an Active power of the mind, it follows that 
there must be some person or thing on which it must be 
exercised. These become objects of affection fiom causes 
varying as widely as the characters of individuals, and 
the features of their countenances. They are pleasant or 
painful, according to the natural disposition, training, 
cultivation, or taste, which constitute or form elements in 
their characters. We possess certain powers of percep- 
tion, and the cultivation thereof widens the range and t 
improves the character of these perceptions, which, t 
whether natural or acquired, enable us instinctively to j 
know what is lovely, and what is unpleasant, both in the.' 
cliarart^s of persons, and in the form or appearance ot^ 
matter. The delight is intuitive — the pleasure ixrcsiatible. 
Whether it be occasioned by the solution of a problem, 
or the composition of a waltz, the brilliancy of oratorv, 




or the acumen of logic, we instantly perceive what is de- 
lightful and what is unpleasant, and are accordingly happy 
or miserable. 

We have thus traced the source of happiness to affec- 
tion, or admiration, which is a synonymous term, applied 
to the same power of the mind; varying a little in shade, 
but not in colour. We have also noticed, that this active 
power of affection, like all the faculties of the mind, de- 
rives its vitality ft*om its communication with the world 
of matter and outward being. Now, as there is a standard 
of virtue in the world of morals, so there is a standard of 
affection in the world of happiness. There are objects 
universally acknowledged to be the relative causes of 
happiness. No man will deny that there is a noble delight 
in philanthropy — in universal love. The miser never feels 
it, but he dare not deny the proposition. He sees its 
truth beaming in the eyes, and he hears it from the lips 
of others ; aye, and he envies them ; and could he but 
have the hated fang of avarice torn up by the roots ; could 
he but overcome the stronger love of money, he would 
himself feel that '* to bless is to be blest." 

Objects of affection are natural or artificial. We pre- 
sume there can be no question as to which is the most 
pure, or the most attractive. Money, rank, and power 
are artificial pleasures. Adam knew no rank — he pos- 
sessed no money — he exercised no dominion over his 
fellow-creatures. These, then, are artificial objects. 
They have been created by the ambition of the soul — the 
manners of the world, and the customs of ages. We 
must not, however, forget that they are often desired, 
not as objects of pleasure, but as affording means to ob- 
tain such objects. No man loves poverty. lie works 
for competence ; but, the mere income b not the object 
of his exertions. He sees that that is the sole agent 
which can accomplish his purposes of hajipiness ; and, 
therefore, he seeks and employs it. But we must bear 
in mind that this is the agent only, and not the cause of 
his labour, or the origin of his prospective joy. It is the 
mere instrument in obtaining his hopes and realizing 
his expectations. 

Now, it is our firm opinion, that the highest state of 

happiness man can attain is in communion of spirits — 

unity of feeling — kindred desires — and, above all, in 

mutual acts of love and tender solicitations. Thomson 

sings — 

" Thrice happr they I the happiest of their kind ! 
Whom gentler stars unite, and in one fate 
Their heart*, their fortunes, and their beings blend." 

There Is something essentially spiritual, and devoid of 
earthly consideration and selfishness, when two beings 
enter into a solemn bond of conjugal love and fidelity. 
Sordid lucre destroys its lustre at once. Anything touch- 
ing on the selfish breaks the bond of unity, although the 
marriage -vow be still warm upon the lips. We would 
not, however, deprecate a due consideration of the means 
required for its accomplishment. Let all things be done 
properly and in order. Let no one rush madly into do- 
mestic existence, without preparing for its demands, and 
considering the various claims it has upon his exertions 
and his purse: but, if these be sufficient, the man who 
seeks domestic happine.«is, seeks happiness in its brightest 
and loveliest form — in its most enduring character — in its 
most independent and influential position. 

Milton pourtrays most beautifully the liappiness of our 
first parents in the garden of Eden. That man's soul 
must be dead to all emotion, who can listen to the inimi- 
table, the heavenly strains, in which he sings of their 
conjugal feUcity, without feehng their truth. Their 
addresses to each other are as fragrant with beauty of 
thought, as Uiey are rich with the costliest emblems of 
language. We cannot conclude that they are only to be 
found in the imagination of the poet. Surely, allowing 
for his exuberance, there are some delights remaining as 
living realities. 



One would think Cowper had just read those glorious 
lines when he exclaimed — 

" Domestic happiness, then oolj bliss 
Of Pandise, that has survived the fall I " 

Again, there is an independence of feeling, a manliness 
of character, in assuming the position of the head of a 
household : the station intended by Heaven for every 
man, in which alone he can apply all the powers of £is 
mind, and fulfil all the capabilities he possesses. Here, 
he exerts new influences, and acquires a more steady po- 
sition in society. He obtains greater respect, and his 
conduct and character exercise a far wider and more 
important sway upon the conduct and character of others. 
Then, look at the position of a husband and a father. 
Can you find happier relationships in the whole realm of 
society ? Look at your home — not the cold habitation 
of a recluse, but the abode of feeling— the temple of 
love. Is there anything in the vride world more blessed 
than loving confidence ? No one should be ashamed to 
open the treasures of domestic happiness, and show them 
to others. Delicacy becomes morbid and unworthy, when 
it prevents the action of moral good. 

I had just returned from visiting a friend, suffering in 
the agonies of pain. He was reclining upon a couch, 
and there, at the head, was his young and lovely wife, 
watching every throb, smoothing his pillow, and sharing 
his pains ! Is that a scene to be passed over lightly ? As 
I passed along the road the other day, I nearly ran over 
a merry little fellow who was in eager haste running to 
meet his father returning home in the evening. I watched 
the intense delight with which that father clasped his 
darling in his arms, and pressed the kiss upon his little 
rosy lips. I thought of the happy home that man pos- 
sessed, of the blessed comfort he must enjoy, in retiring 
after the toils of business to a little world of his own ; 
where he would find the cheerful light of a warm fireside, 
and the more cheerful looks of affection from her, who 
stirred up the glowing coals when she heard his well- 
known foot-tread. Are these scenes to be trifled with 
or ridiculed ? Not long ago, I looked in upon a venerable 
friend of mine, and of my father before me. I was de- 
lighted with his calm and solid joy in the evening of life. 
He sat by the side of one who had been his companion 
in life for forty years, who had mingled his sorrows with 
her own, and shared in all his comforts ; and now, in the 
sunset of existence, they were calmly declining together 
pn the verge of the horizon. 

Domestic happiness is enviable in every period of ex- 
istence. It is highly honourable in early manhood, where 
a man has been compelled to use extraordinary means to 
obtain it : it is solid and lasting through the vexations 
and cares of life : it is peaceful and happy in old 
age. Ita pleasures are really the offspring of spiritual 
unity — of 

** Thought meeting thought, and will preventing will 
With boundless confidence.*' 

It derives lustre from its constancy, and loveliness from 
its purity. It increases by its possession. It fades not 
with the smiles of friends — it shrinks not at the cold 
frost of adversity. The more it is crushed by the press- 
ing hand of misfortune, the more balmy is its fragrance, 
the more sweet are its enjoyments. As the stars in the 
firmament, it shines most brightly on the darkest night. 

EDUCATION. 

Some suppose that every learned man is an educated 
man. No such thing. That man is educated who knows | 
himself, and takes accurate common sense views of men 
and things around him. Some very learned men are the 
great^est fools in the world ; the reason is they are not 
educated men. Learning is only {he means, not the end ; 
its value consists in giving the means of acquiring, the 
use of wliich properly managed enhghtens the mind. 
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"TUEN AGAIN WHITTINGTON." 

Bb it bUe or trath, about liniittiiigton's youth, 

WUch tlie uUe of the magical ding*doiig imparta, 
Tet the atoiy that tells of the boy and the bell^ 

Has a might and a meaning for many sad hearts. 
That boy sat him down* and looked bade on the town, 

'Where merchants, and honours, and money were rife, 
With his wallet and stick, little fortuneless Dick 

Was desptmding, till fairy chimes gave him new life, 

Saying, " Turn again ^\'hittiDgton ! " 

And up roee the K)oy, with the impulse of joy, 

And a vision that saw not the dust at his feet, 
And retracing his road, he was found with his load. 

In the city that gave him its loftiest scat. 
Hope, Patience, and Will, made him bravely fulfil 

What the eloquent tone oi the chimes had foretold. 
And that echo still came, breathing light on bis name. 

When by chance his hard fortune seemed raylcse and cold. 
Saying, " Turn again Whittington ! '* 

And say, is there not, in the gifted one's lot, 

A fairy peal ringing for erer and aye 7 
Would not Genius stoop 'neath its burden, and droop 

If it ne*cr heard a mystical chime on its way ? 
Oh I full often the soul hath been turned from the goal. 

Where Glory and Triumph were weaving its meed. 
Till some angel-tongued voice, bade it rise and rejoice. 

Like the Bow-bells that spoke in the wanderer's need. 
Saying, *' Turn again Whittington ! " 

Oh ! many bright wings would be motionless things. 

If some echo of Faith did not bear them above, 
For the world wUl oft try to coop those who can fly. 

But God sendeth a whisper in Mercy and Love. 
The breast that Is fraught with the great prophet-thought, 

May encounter all troubles that ves and destroy. 
But a fairy peal still gives it hope, strength, and will. 

Like the chimes in our legend that guided the boy, 

Saying, " Turn again Whittington ! " 

Eliza Cook. 



MENTAL TRAINING. 

In training clerks for intellectual offices, it is advisable 
not to give them too many instructions with regard to 
minnte details. They should be taught to think for 
themselves. A man's talents are never brought out un- 
til he is thrown, to some extent, upon his own resources. 
If, in every difficulty, he has only to run to his principd, 
and then implicitly obey the directions he may receive, 
he will never acquire that aptitude of perception, and 
that promptness of decbion, and that firmness of pur- 
pose, whidi are essentially necessary to those who hold 
important and responsible offices. Young men, who are 
backward in this respect, should be entrusted at first with 
■ome inferior matters, with permission to act according 
to their discretion. If they act rightly, they should be 
commended ; if otherwise, tLey should not be censured, 
but instructed. A fear of incurring censure — a dread of 
responsibility — has a very depressing effect upon the ex- 
ercise of the mental fiiculties. A certain degree of inde- 
pendent feeling is essential to the full development of 
the intellectual character. It should be the object of a 
banker to encourage this feeling in his superior officers. 
Those bankers who extend their commands to the mi- 
nutest details of the office, exacting the most rigid obe- 
dience in matters the most trivial, harshly censuring their 
clerks when they do wrong, and never commending them 
when they do rights may themselves be clever men, but 
they do not go the way to get dever assistants. At the 
same time, they exhaust their own physical and mental 
powers by attending to njatters which could be managed 
equally by men of inferior talent. — J. W. Gilbart's Prac- 
fieal IWfttitt on Banking, 



DIAMOND DUST. 

A man should live with his friends on snch 
no change of fortune may oblige him to alter his eosdncr 
towards them. 

Four good mothers have given birth to foiur b«d 
daughters. Truth has produced hatred ; auocesa, pride; 
security, danger ; and familiarity, contempt ; and, on t^ 
contrary, four bad mothers have produced as uanj gook 
daughters, for astronomy is the offspring of maltrfAc^ \ 
chemistry of alchemy ; freedom of oppreaaion ; patieoce 
of long suffering. 

Paupkrism is the hot-bed of crime, and good circum- 
stances are the best security for good condnct. 

Goon-NATURB, like a bee, collects honey from ever? 
herb. Ill-nature, like a spider, lucks poison from the 
sweetest flower. 

Candour in some people may be compared to bairleT 
sugar drops, in which the add prepoadcntae over the 
sweetness. 

Enlighten conscience by awakening eiitlxusiastk 
admiration of virtue, and the effort to resemble what we 
admire will follow, as surely as light follows the rising of 
the sun. 

Pity all who err, and endeavour to enlighten sis many 
as you can. 

In our attempt to deceive the world, those are ntosi 
likely to detect us who are sailing on the sune tack. 

Friendship is like a debt of honour : the moment it is 
talked of it loses its real name and assumes the marc mt- 
grateful form of obligation. 

The regrets of a feeling heart may harmonize with a 
contemplation of nature and an enjoyment of the fine arts ; 
but frivolity, under whatever form it appearsi, deprives 
attention of its power, thought of its originality, and sen- 
timent of its depth. 

A great passion has no partner. 

He alone is an acute observer who can observe withont 
being observed. 

The most reasoning charaetefs are often the easiest 
abashed. The giddy embarrass sad over-awa the con- 
templative ; and the being who calls Idmsdf happy appears 
wiser than he who suffers. 

Reason and faith are coeval with the nature of man, 
and were designed to dwell in his heart together. 

Blessed are the hands that prepare a pleasure for a 
child. 

How entrancing that first beam of intelligence between 
one's self and the being we adore I There is in the first 
hours of love some indefinite and mysterious charm, more 
fleeting, but more heavenly, than even happiness itself. 

Persons become endeared to each other while partid^ 
pating in the admiration of works whidi speak to the soul 
by their grandeur. 

Melancholy ideas have many charms when we are 
not deeply miserable. 

Experience to most men is like the stem-lights of a 
ship, illumining the space gone over. 

The great source of pleasure is variety. We love to 
expect, and when expectation is disappointed, or gratified, 
we want to be again expecting. 

A MAN without desire and without want is without 
invention and without reason. 
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•' WHAT WILL MES. GEUNDY BAT ? " 

" Hm. Qbcndt," in the pUj, ii an inip«noD>tion of 

the coDTOntioiuliim of t]i« world : eiutom, Lalnt, bibioo, 

uid w*nt, are bU repntantad in h^. Sha intj be 

I aTGr7Tul|arutdcommon-pUeap«»ouge,bntlUTpc«sr 

I b THrrnrthnlfn prodigtaiii. We copy lod imitata Iter in 

I all thing!. W* are pinned to bar qnon-Btnng. We are 

I obedient at har bidding are indolent and complaiunt, 

and feai to provoke her ill-word. " What will Mrs. 

Gmndy mj}" qorile mmj a noble impulse, and deatmya 

many a germ of self-dependent action. 

Men tUnk within drdea, act in lectioDi, belong to 

eertain ranki and cUuff, each of which hat iu own 

oonventional atindard. Thii man belonga to Ibis wet, 

another to (hat party; and ao on Ihronghont aodety. 

Tell me in what clan a man U bom, and I will, in nine 

wa ont of ten, tall yon what hie ofHniona are, — not Aii 

iR opinione, for few men work out Iheir own,— but the 

inioM of hia elaia reflected in him. When young, 

I are not trained lune to think, but leAat to think. 

Thia hold* thrvnghont lodety. There aeemi to be a 

i ganeral, though uncomrious, conapiraey amongst men 

I againtt the indindnatity and manhood of each other. Wa 

' diacoorage aelf-i«lianee, and demand conformity. Each 

' must see with othen' «yea, and think throo^ otben' 

mjndj. We are idolaton of cnitoma and abiervaneei, 

looking iMfaind, not fbrwarda and npwarda. Pinned down 

and hrid back by our ignonnee and our wealmeai, we are 

afraid of itanding alone, and eipToring for onrselTes. 

We think of the world's opinion, and sink paralyzed 

We may be disposed to take a self-reliant part — to 
strika into a patii which we see to be right — to adTocate 
a cause which we feel to be true — to embrace new opinions 
which approve thenital*ea to our judgments. We do not, 
1 howerer, aah oniaelTe* on neb oceaaiona, what wiU Duty 
•ay, or what wiUTmtli aay, bat a mnch meaner question, 
what win People aay, or " what will Hn. Gniudy 
•ay i" for already we are a part of some cUbs, lect, or 
party, each one of which has its "Mrs. Grundy." Bom 
and Immured within the circle drawn by her, we dare nut 
Overie^ it ; our mind haa been moolded to her coniea- 
tionaliBai, prejndices, antipathies, likings and dieiikinga, 
atereotyped opinions and phrases ; she lieeps the luys of 



Uiat great Baatil*, and we have not the courage— parfaapa 
not the powv— to break out of it. The moral cowardioe 
we haTe imbibed holds as fMt. 

There is not any more iDgeaiotu method of •elt-tortnra 
wliich man can derise than thie " fear of the folk," as 
tiiey call it in Scotland. We are no leai ready to scourge 
onraalTea lathis way than othan are to sconifens. We 
retoaa to rely upon our own sense of what ii right, o 
repose apon our o<m individuality, but ding to other* In 
the hope of theii good opinion ; as if a man's worth w 
not in himself, in his own aonl-free, sovateign action. 
Thni do we reduce oonelTea to the portion of cyp 
in the world ; peep and skulk about with the air of ii 
lopers; become mere weather- vanes, to indiata which 
way the opinion of others is blowing. Thus are error, 
baud and iujuatioe, perpetuated from one age to another ; 
and thus are the most formldahle of all barrlen ii 
posed in the way of human progress. Our free acHon 
is circumscribed j we dare not look beyond our s 
we must not quit our party ; we cannot venture an opinion 
contrary to that of our claai. Convendonalism rules 
and we ore afraid to step ont into the free air of inde; 
dent thought and action. We refuse to plant onrsetvee 
upon onr own inatinots, and to vindicate our own splritoal 
freedom. We are content to bear others' frait, not our < 

In private concerns, the same spirit is equally dele- 
tariona in result. We live as society directs, each a 
cording to the standard of onr daas. We have a npar- 

our honses, conformably to the " Grundy" law. We i 
conform, thoogh the order were to flatten our heads, as 
certain Indians do, or cramp oar toen, aa the Ciiinesi 
" Mrs. Grundy" directa. So long as we do all tUs wi 
are raspectable, according to ou dais notions. Tfana 
many msh open-eyed upon mlsary, for no better can 
than a foolish fear of " the world." They are less n 
gardless of their own happiness than of the fear of what 
others will say of them ; and, in nine cases out of ten, 
those who might probably raise the voice of eentor 
disapproval, are not the wise or tba £u-seeing, but br 
oftener the fboKsh, the vain, and the short-sighted. 

We are ready enough to admit the propriety of paying 
a doe respect to the opinions of others, and a due regirid l< 
pnblic decorum. But in the cases to which we rtfer, tUi 
may be, and often is, carried to an extent which il moat 
injorions, and productiv« only of constant turmoil a 
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misery. Bj enltiTating this over-seDAthre&eM to the 
opixdoni of othen, we laj ounelTes at the mercy of 
tatlert and IraBybodiefl of all sorts, set ourselTes up as 
marks for the shafts of coxcombs and witlings, which are 
the destruction of erery really generous and heartfelt 
■entimeott springing iq> in man's nature ; and especially 
do we-glre an increased power to that little-worth dass of 
people^ who are so ready to sneer at ererything sare im- 
padent Tioe and successful crime. 

Where too great deference to the opinions of others Is 
regarded as of high importance^ attention will necessa- 
rily be drawn away from the practice of upright, consistent 
conduct, and the ties of morality wUl incur a risk of being 
in every way loosened. If we pay attention too exdusiirely 
to "what people will say," in our pursuit of happiness, 
there is yery little hope of our erer reaching it. It will 
only be to realize the &ble of "TheOldBian, theBoy, 
and the Ass." Veer and change as we may, to suit the 
notions of others, there will always be found some ready 
to complain, most probably persons to whom we owe 
nothing, and from whom, in our time of difficulty and 
trial, we have to expect nothing. Were the time and the 
thought that are spent in conjecturing "what the world 
will say," and endeayouring to adapt our ways to its 
opinion, bestowed upon regulating our liyes according 
to oonsdence, and cultiyating our own minds and hearts, 
how many practical erils would be abated I how many 
self-tortures avoided ! how many lofty pleasures created 
and increased 1 

The author of " Essays written in the intenrals of 
Business," well observes that — " A great deal of discom- 
fort arises fnm over-sensitiveness about what people may 
say of you or your actions. This requires to be blunted. 
Consider whetiier anything that yon can do viill have 
much connection with what they will say. And besides, 
it may be doubted whether they will say anything at all 
about you. Many unhappy persons seem to imagine that 
they are always in an amphitheatre, with the assembled 
world as spectators ; whereas all the while they are play- 
ing to empty benches. They fimcy too, that they form 
the particular theme of every passer-by. If, however, 
they must listen to imaginary conversations about them- 
selves, they might, at any rate, defy the proverb, and 
insist upon hearing themselves well spoken of. 

" Well, but suppose that it is no fkncy ; and that you 
really are the object of unmerited obloquy. What then? 
It has been well said, that in that case the abuse does not 
touch vou ; that if you are guiltless it ought not to hurt 
your feelings any more thui if it were said of another 
person, with whom you are not even acquainted. Ton 
may answer, that this false description of you is often be- 
lieved in by those whose good opinion is of impoHance to 
your welfrm. That certainly is m palpable injury } and 
the best mode of bearing up against it is to endeavour to 
form some just estimate of its nature and extent. Measure 
it by the worldly harm which is done to you. Do not let 
your imagination conjure up all manner of apparitions of 
seom, and contempt, and universal hissing. It is partly 
your own fisnlt if the calumny is believed in by those 
who ought to know you, and in whose affections you live. 
That should be a drde within which no poisoned dart 
can reach you. And for the rest, for the injury done 
you in the world's estimation, it is simply a piece of ill- 
fortune, about whiolr it is neither wise nor decorous to 
make much moaning." 

It must be confessed to be a very pitiful sight, to see 
a strong-minded man — one who is capable of fulfilling a 
noble destiny— enslave himself to the fidse opinion of 
" the world," ardently desirous of freedom, yet con- 
fining himself within a miserable strait -waistcoat ; 
eager to advance, yet hugging the chains which he has 
bound about himself, and rattling them, as if in triumph, 
in the train of " Mrs. Grundy." He will not dare to. 
violate an established rule in ceremony, to neglect a new 



freak of fitfhion, to withstand tlie encroachment of ip»> 
able vices, or to lift up a finger against the absardi&ax 
his dass ; for he fears the pointed finger of tliat cm^ 
which, perhaps, in his heart he despises ; aod he bo«i 
down before i^ abjuring his very manhood. Xot jm 
long ago> duelling was a fashion to which " men of b- 
tkow^* were compdled to succumb. The man who k^* 
to accept a challenge, would have been " out"— aad f U 
man of fashion would venture to brave the fitduos^li 
world's sentence? Now, however, thanks to Ur 
Campbdl's law, the duellist takes no higher a postk-t c 
the dock than the felon ; and duelling is now put an cl 
to as one of our social practiora, — not so mnch )iecsst 
the tone of feshionable morality is improved, ts becs» 
the legalist has succeeded in bringing the doeUul dor. 
to the level of the Mannings and tiie Greenacres. Tb& 
are, however, other social practices equally bad, to vludi 
men yet submit to be enslaved ; and, raUker than \sv-: 
and defy them, tiiey will succumb and conform. Tkr 
have not the moral oounge to stem the tide of " tb 
world's " contumely, and to walk erect through the hioes 
spit out at them by those who are, periiaps, toolovu 
the scale of virtue to respect it ia any shape. 

We still want an infusion of greater moral cooni^ 
throughout sodety. We want honester porposes, hipte 
aims, truer impulses. We want emandpatkm of indi* 
viduaUty. Let eachmanbeAiiiiMjf, notretfeettbeheuig, 
the opinion, the will of another. QuUkb ma/ be edu- 
cated into such seLf-ralisnoe, and earij tiained to the 
development of their free* spiritual, sod moral natiire. 
The inrisible fetters, the moral tyranny, which now bind 
up and restrain the best impulses m onr h&n^ osa 
broken and destroyed, then fhrewell to the biightis; 
influence, to the slavish dominion of the now-formidabk 
" Mrs. Orundy.' 
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SUPERSTITIONS CONNECTED WITH PLANTS. 

Mas is a reflex of the Univetse« There is one all-per- 
vading soul in the human family. That is the principk 
by which all are bound and knit together in a holy ai:. 
eternal brotherhood. This everlasting spirit ebbs ani 
flows within itself, like the waters of a great sea. bet' 
vidual minds, with their hopea and tm^ uA joys a&d 
sorrows^ are but the ever-shifting waves upon the surfaee of 
this unfathomed deep. The great thoughts and aspin^ 
tions by which men are moved to and fro, and whic- 
constitute the prevailing features of every period o: 
history, are but the tidal waves which ever flow ani 
recede upon each other, and thereby accomplish a cy^ 
of their own. The soul goes oat into the sh(^ 
eternity to commune with the common iDin4i *Dd t« 
seek i^mpathies in ita own etherial world, and to ctrc& 
glimpses of the ebbing and flowing of that mighty »• i 
as the dove went out from the ark on the fourth dsT. t^ 
see if the waters were abated. All history is a fblfiliQa< 
of the law of cyclean change. The great tide roUs e^ 
forward, and there is a point where it is ever high«t for 
the time. It is obedient to the influence of superior toita 
and higher impulses, as the tide-waves of the sea u* 
obedient to the attraction of the moon. 

For this reason, one common idea pervades the worV 
human family. And as the waves of the ooeaa ^^ 
melt, and coalesce with each other» so all thonghts v« 
and mdt in the great common mind of hamamtr, so^ 
are the property of all individual men. The emaoatioa 
of one mind may become the thought and purpose v 
every other. So it is, that as all men are of the sszn^ 
self-existing mind, that they have identical thoughts »i 
purposes, and identical modes of expreasioD, *f^ ?"| 
great and common destiny. Men can act only in ^ 
dienoe to the laws of their being } and every great ers ^ 
the human mind, whether of struggle and striflBf ot 



BLIZA COOK'S JOURNAL, 



356 



peace end intelligenoe^ is but an endeavour of the one 
great law for ita own fnllUment; as the lashing surges 
thrown np by the howling storm are but the straggles of 
the water to maintain a leveL 

The savage who kneels npon the burning sands, and 
who poors forth his soul in the worship of the noon-day 
Sim, is moved by the self-same inflnence as that which 
prompts the more refined, bnt less fervent piety, of his 
civilised brother. The native of the solitary wilds and 
luxuriant forests of the south, looks for another world 
teeming with fruits and stocked with deer, beyond those 
blue mountains where he sees the sun go down in majesty 
•t night ; and that burning desire in his breast, is but a 
parallel for theyeamingin us, for a bright world of glory 
and joy beyond the aiure brink of those eternal shores. 
Then why this outcry against superstition and idolatry ? 
All men worship the same God. Is it not a sacred thing 
to see those fierce and barbarous men kneeling fervently 
and humbly like little children* and imploring the bless- 
ing of God upon their endeavours ? What it they make 
their orisons to the rising sun, or to the sentinel stars 
that keep watch over them by night, or to the flowers 
that bloom on their own native wilds, and which breathe a 
holy language to their hearts j if their souls lare truly 
uplifted, and inspired with reverence and awe ? What 
marvel if the people of Bgypt should become imbued 
with lofty aspirations, when they saw their broad rivers 
covered with magnificent flowers ? When the waters 
were skirted by gorgeous beds of white water-lilies, 
aometimes edging the shores with a deep waving border 
of flowers and foliage, heaving with every undnUtion of 
the stream ; sometimes running up in broad aUeys, be- 
tween the flags and reeds, and making the sacred river 
a fit abode far its presiding deities ? They dedicated these 
glorious flowers to the moon. They were emblems of 
purity and chastity. The bands of virgin priestesses who 
ministered ,in the temples, wore them wreathed in their 
hair, on solemn and fostive occasions, as their most iq)- 
propriate ornament. The blossoms of the lotua * were 
gathered with great solemnity by the Egyptian priests, 
and the altan of the temples adorned therewith. The 
flower was made the resting place of Gods. Pictures 
were painted, in which the deities were represented sitting 
on the lotua flowers; and theie were held over the dying 
to animate their souls with the hopes of heaven. The 
priest ministered to the inward intuitions of the expiring 
suflbrer, and so became to him an angel. The Bgyptians 
were imbued with the poetry of the beautiful, and mingled 
the objects of external nature with their superstitions and 
religious observances. So were the ancient Britons. 
They worshipped God within the vaulted avenuee of his 
own wide-stretching forests, beneath the shadows of his 
own trees. What a glorious temple for human worship 
— with the giants of the forest, the mighty oaks and 
beeches, for its walls ; and the blue dome of the sky for a 
loof ; and the winds making solemn music among the 
high tree-tops, in harmony with their hymns of praise. 
T^ not to me of temples made with bands ; if the well 
of thy heart is not yet dry, go out into nature and seek 
her sacred impulses, and like Adam in Paradise thou 
shalt hear the voice of God among the trees. 

It is an interesting foct, that the word Druid was de- 
rived from the Greek Bfvs " oak," from the custom 
of the Druids teaching in forests. This is supported by 
Pliny, Salmasius, and Vigenere. Bovet obtains the 
word from the old British or Celtic dena, " oak," whence 
he takes 9^s to be derived. It matters Uttle now 
which language should have the priority. The Druids 
considered the oak a sacred plant ; it was the emblem and 
token of the Almighty's presence, and all that grew upon 



' * TbB Ngnmkma ndmmb^, doMly «Bied to Nymphma iMa, or 
white wmter luy of BiiUin, !• the loraa of the But ; the theme of 
legend and eong in erery tigt of oriental literature. 



it was hallowed, and considered as coming direct from 
heaven. They adorned their heads with chaplets of ita 
leaves and fruit, and the altars were strewed with it and 
encircled with its boughs. The misletoe, which grew upon 
the oak, was consideriBd the most sacred gift of heaven | 
it gave fertility to man and beast, and was a spedflo 
against all kinds of poison. It was solemnly sought on 
the sixth day of the moon, and when found, was hailed 
with the most rapturous joy. Then preparations were 
made for performing the sacrifice. Two white bulls 
were brought and fostened to the tree by the horns, and 
the Arch-Druid, robed in white, and attended by a great 
concourse of people, ascended the tree to crop tiie n^ole' 
toe with a golden pruning-hook, while the people shouted 
their joyful acclamations. Having secured the sacred 
plant, he descended the tree, and the bulls were sacri- 
ficed, and the Deity invoked to bless his benign gift, and 
render it efficacious in those distempers in whidi it should 
be administered. The people of Gaul and Britain de- 
volved the care of their health on the Druids, and these 
priests were gifted with the power of curing all diseases; 
and in such high esteem were they held, that the most 
implicit faith was reposed in them to accomplish things 
utterly impossible. It was the prevailing opinion of the 
nations of antiquity, that all internal diraases proceeded 
from the anger of the gods ; and that the oidy way of 
obtaining relief, was by applying to the priests to appease 
their anger by religious rites, and propitiatory sacrifices. 
Indeed, the Gauls and Britons frequently sacrificed one 
man as the most effectual means of curing another. "No- 
body doubts," says Pliny, "that magic derived its origin 
firom medicine, and that by its flattering and delusive 
promisee, it came to be r^;arded as the most sublime and 
sacred part of the art of healing." 

The well known plant, the vervain, was a Druidical 
plant. By certain mystical performances with it, they 
were enabled to predict friture events. After libations of 
honey had been poured forth, it was gathered with 
solemn ceremony at the rising of the dog-star, on a 
moonless night ; for its virtue could not be obtained if 
gathered when either the sun or moon looked upon it. 
In digging it up, the left hand only was used. It was 
then waved aloft, and the leaves, stalk, and root, dried 
separately in the shade. It is described in their writings, 
as "cheerfol, placid vervain, which has been borne 
aloft, and kept apart from the moon." 

From it they prepared an ointment, which was effica- 
cious not only in curing all diseases, but in conciliating 
firiendships, and procuring the accomplishment of every 
wish. 

" Yea, wrapped in the veil of thy lowly flower, 
Tber say that a powerful influence dwdU, 
And tnat, duly culled in the star-bright hour, 
Thou hindeat the heart by thy powerful apeUa." 

The kyperteum, or common St. John's wort, was an- 
other Druidical plant; and is still looked upon with 
superstitious reverence in many rural districts, as pecu- 
liarly fitted for a speU or charm. Many curious cere- 
monies are still performed in villages on Midsummer-eve, 
and the succeeding momini^, distinguished as the day 
dedicated to St. John. These performances have a 
peculiar interest to young maidens and bachelors, and 
like those of Halloween, in Scotland, are believed by the 
superstitious observers, to lift the veil of foturity for the 
coming year, and enable the inquirers to prognosticate 
their lot for married or single life. These practices still 
prevail in many parts of the continent. In Lower 
Saxony, the young girls gather sprigs of St. John's wort, 
on the eve of St. John, and secretly suspend them on the 
walls of their chambers, with certain mysterious cere- - 
monies. The state of the plant on the following morning 
indicates their foture fate. If fresh and undrooping, it 
foretells a prosperous marriage ; if fading and dymg, the 
reverse. The plant is influenced by the condition in 
which it is placed, and those who have damp walls are 
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tbe more likd/to nave prosperous marrUges than those 
whose walls are as dry as thej should be. There is 
wisdom in this, the sooner the former are married and 
comfortably housed, the safer are they from attacks of 
rheumatism. There is a pretty German legend of this 
eaperstition, of which we present a translation — 



fi 



The young mud stole throogh tbe cottage door, 
And bliuhed aa ihe aoaght the plant of power. 
" Thou aiWer gIow*worm, oh lend me tbj light 1 
I muat gather the myitic St. John's wort to-night ; 
The wonderful herb whoae leaf will decide 
If the coming year ehall make me a bride." 

And the glow worm came 
With iU tilTery flame, 
Aud aparkled and ahone 
Through the night of St. John s 
1 1 And soon aa the young maid her lore-knot tied, 

I ' With noiideaa tread 

' I To her chamber ahe sped 

Where the lorely moon her white beama ahed. 
' \ " Bloom here, bloom here, thou plant of power, 

I To deck the young maid in her bridal hour !" 

I But it drooped its head, that plant of power, 

I And died the mute death of the voiceleaa flower : 

And a withered wreath on the ground it lay, 
] More meet for a burial than a bridal-day 

And when a year waa paaaed away. 

All pale on her bier the young maid lay I 

And the glow-worm came 

With iU ailvery flame 

And aparkled and ahone 

Through the night of St. John 
Aa they cloaed the cold graTC o'er the maid'a cold day." 

A very large class of superstitions have had their origin 
in the love of analogy, which forms so prominent a cha- 
racteristic of the human mind. The leaves of the lung- 
wort are spotted like the animal lungs ; hence its name 
and the faith in its curative powers in pulmonary com- 
plaints. The lichen, called oak lungs, has been so called 
from the same supposed resemblance to the structuro of 
the lungs. It is remarkable how many plants were in- 
cluded among the remedies for bites of scorpions and 
snakes in the old treatises on Herbs. The Echium mU» 
pare was formerly known by the name of " viper^s bu- 
gloss." The spotted stem resembles the skin of a snake, 
and the seeds are each like a viper's head ; and our 
forefathers, who looked upon these marks as signs of 
corresponding virtues, infeired that the plant must prove 
the best remedy for the bite of a viper. Gerarde says, 
the sight of the viper^s bugloss would drive vipers away 
from tiie spot, and the seed of the larkspur had a still 
more powerful influence. " Its vertues are so forcible, 
that the herbe only thrown before the scorpion, or any 
other venomous beast, causeth them to be without force 
and strength to hurt; insomuch that they cannot move 
or stir until the herbe be taken away." In old times it 
waa universally believed that King Solomon had im- 
pressed his seal upon a plant, known to botanists as the 
Convaliarta tnulii/tora, and hence the plant was called 
Solomon's Seal; and of course possessed innumerable 
virtues. From these exalted opinions of the qualities of 
many plants have arisen the many strange names by 
which they are kaown — as holy herb, honour and praise, 
Paul's betony, fluellin, scorpion grass, palsy wort, saint- 
foin, holy-hay, wicked herb, &c. 

Not the least interesting are those methods resorted 
to by cur ancestors to keep evil spirits at bay. The moun- 
tain ash, or rowan of the rock, was a famous plant for 
this purpose ; it was planted near to houses, and, together 
with the admirable plan of nailing a horse-shoe over tbe 
door, would certainly preserve the inmates from witches. 
It is still believed by the Highland peasantry, that a 
bimnch of the rowan carried in the hand will defend the 
bearer from charms of witchcraft. The dairymaid, as 
she drives her cows to the pasture, carries a branch of 
this tree to preserve them from danger, for witches are 
mightily fond of tormenting cows and spoiling the milk ; 
but venly they turn pale, and tremble from head to foo^ 
when they behold the rowan-tree. Do you know, reader. 
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that at Midsummer-night the witchee hold 

on the Hartz mountains, and that they oome 

of the earth to meet together at that festtvi 

is their chorus : — 

*Tke atnbble ia yellow, Che cornia grem. 
Now to the Brocken the wit^ea go ; 
The mighty mnltttude here may be aeea 

Gathering, wiiard and witch, below. 
Sir Urean, be aitteth aloft in the air ; 
Hey over atock I and heir over atone . 
'Twixt witchea and incubi what aliall be doae f 
TeU it who date i teU it who dare 1" 

Go 



If thou fearest the witches, reader, go and find the 
fern-seed, and render thyaelf invisible. Nmf, do not 
smile, there are witches now tormenting the widced and 
the idle. Man's very heart is torn asunder by tliem, 
when he forgets to do his duty. Bovet tells of one who 
went to gaUier fern-seed, and the evil-spirits whisked 
about his ears like bullets, and sometimes stmciE his hat 
and other parts of his body. And, although he beUeved be 
had secured a quantity in papen, and a box fall besides, 
he found all empty. If he had gone with a tme faesit» 
and walking upright in God's sunshine, they could no 
more have dared to check him, than to assail an sngeL 
That this power of invisibility may be obtained by means 
of fern-seed, we have the authority of the gireat po^ 
himself, through whose mighty heart the Universe rolled 
its everlasting tide, and who knew all the mystattes oi 
heaven and earth. " We have the recipe of fern-seed — 
we walk invisible." A similar illustration occurs in Beau- 
mont and Fletcher — " Why, did you think thai yon had 
Gyges* ring, or the herb that gives invisibility ^ And 
Ben Jonson says — " I had no medicine^ Sir, to go in- 
visible; no fern-seed in my pocket." If the Heni was 
gathered on the night of St. John, no end of mysteries 
might be performed by it ; diaeasea might be omred, evil 
influences prevented ; witches utteriy quashed* and the 
future destiny of the individual rendered most certain. 
Diosoorides esteems it the best of all charms against 
witchcraft, and Bovet expresses his firm conviction that 
these " are of the devil's own contriving; that hawing 
once ensnared men to an obedieooe to his rales* he mnj 
with more facility oblige them to a stricter visealage/' 
Pliny tells us, in a mysterious manner, that it must be 
extremely valuable against the bites of serpents, for those 
creatures are seldom, if ever, found beneath iL One 
species of fern, Polipodium vuigare, was considered by 
the old writers on herbs, as a certain specific against me- 
lancholy ; and children placed upon a bed of green font 
would certainly be cured of the rickets. 

Beautifol indeed, and teeming with rich poetry, are 
those superstitions of the East, by whidi lovers hold 
unseen communion with each other by means of flowen. 
They breathe a lofty spirituality, and flow direct from 
the fresh and inexhaustible springs of the human heart. 
Maidens, whose lovers are &r away, gather certain fdants, 
and cast them upon the surface of a flowing river, with 
various mysterious ceremonies. They believe that they 
thus convey their remembrances to those distant friendis 
whom they hold most dear. And by watdiing tiie plants 
as they float away, they obtain an omen of the foitnne 
which has befiiUen the adventurer, and a prescience of his 
destiny. Thomas Moore (God bless him) has given a 
graphic account of one of these ceremonies. 

" As they passed along a sequestered river after sun- 
set, they saw a young Hindoo girl upon the bank, whaee 
employment seemed to them so strange, that they stopped 
their palanquins to observe her. She had lighted a small 
lamp, filled with oil of cocoa, and placing it in an earthen 
dish, adorned tciih a wreath qf flowers, had committed it 
with a trembling hand to the stream, and was nowanxioosly 
watching its progreaa down the current, heedless of the 
gay cavalcade which had drawn up beside her. 1«a la 
RooKH was all curiosity; — ^when one of her attendants^ 
who had lived upon the banks of the Ganges ^where this 
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ceremony is so preralent, that often in the dnsk of the 
eveningly the river is eeen glittering all over with lights, 
like the Oton-tala, or Sea of Stars), informed the princess 
that it wM the usual way in which the friends of those 
who had gone on dangerous voyages offered up their 
Towa for their safe return. If the lamp sunk imme- 
diately, the omen was disastrous ; but if it went shining 
down the stream, and continued burning till entirely out 
of sight, the return of the beloved object was considered 
as certain." — ^Lalla Rookb. 

" One aendi a vow to him ftfAr— 
Oh 1 never csn the heart 
Know half the love it cherishea 
Until it oomea to part. 

A thooaand thinga are then reealled, 

Though acaroely marked at ilrat ; 
But lingering thoughta In after hoara 

Betray how they were nuraed. 

Ahl lore takea many ahapes ; at first 

It comea aa ilaahea fly 
That bear the lightnbiga on their winga, 

AaA then in darkneaa die. 

Bnt after eomea a iteadier light, 

A long and lasting dream i 
like the fttU heaven which the tun 

Flinga down on life's dark stream. 

There's a lore that in the aool 

Bums silent and alone, 
Though all of earthly hapi^ness 

Haa long, too long been flown. 

And she, amid her gladder friends. 

Seems pensiTe on the strand, 
And keeps her fidry bark unlaunched 

Beaide her trembling hand." 

Ijm E. MJm 

If any mortal man could become a participator in the 
prayers and soul-breathings of these Hindoo girU, when 
about to commit their flowers to the stream, he would be 
incomparably blessed. The same superstition prevails 
in Russia. There they collect certain plants, and watch 
their decay, to obtain omens of the safe return of absent 
friends. Von Teitz tells us, that, after the feast of Whit- 
suntide, the young Russian maidens seek the banks of 
the Neva, and fling in its waters wreaths of flowers. 
These are tokens of affection to absent friends. Our own 
modem Anacreon thus addresses the river in which hi$ 
supposed wreaths are cast : — 

" Flow on, thou shining river ; 
But ere thou reach the sea 
Seek Ella's bow'r, and give her 
The wreaths I fling o'er thee, 
And tell her thiu ;— If she'll be mine, 
The current of our lives shall be, 
•With joys along their course to shine 
Like those sweec flowers on thee." 

And who shall say that there are not kind angels 
ever hovering above us to bear these missives, and to 
breathe our hopes and wishes, and dearest aspirations 
' into the souU of those we love, and surrounding them 
with sweet images and recollections ; and bringing in re- 
turn the sighs they heave, and the tears they shed for us. 
Truly, the visions that sometimes surround us, and 
ihe voices that sometimes whisper in our ears, would 
leem to be wafted from afar, and to come to us laden 
with sweet odours, and holy breathings of love and af- 
fection. 

Faith is the prevailing idea of all superstitions. Faith, 
implicit faith. And who shall dare to say that these 
charms are of no avail ? Who shall dare to put aside 
tbepower of faith? Let a man have foith, and bolts, 
and bars, and granite hearts, and stubborn wills, shall 
yield before him 1 He shall possess a charm ; a mighty 
unseen influence to work miracles. Where is the hero, 
the patriot, the reformer, the conqueror, who has been 
suocesaful without faith ? It is the soil in which laurels 
most be grown for victors. Oh 1 so dark and dread are 
lome of tiiese superstitions, that I have not dared to tell 
fhem ! Bnt God so willed it when he made the world, 
that the soul of man should pass through many phases 



ere this light should dawn upon it. Then let us look on 
these mysteries with all humility, and thank God that 
there is philosophy at the bottom of them. Better for 
men to have faith in oracles and miracles, if that faith 
lead them into green fields, where they may hear the voice 
of Nature. Better to be cured of their ills by faith, than 
to become the victims of villanous quacks and howling 
empirics, for man, after all, is but a bundle of prejudices. 
Go thou into the sweet solitudes of nature, where the 
trees wave in the golden sunshine, and the earth is ena- 
melled with flowers of every dye, and where there is 
gkul music to soothe the heart ; go and gather fern seed, 
or holy herb, or whatsoever thou wilt, if it but lead thee 
to commune with nature in her own temple, — the ever- 
lasting cathedral of the living God ; and thou shalt be- 
come the possessor of unknown joys and glorious impulses. 
For these are truly medicines for the soul. Yes, if the 
pressure on the mind has been more than its strength, if 
the frame is wasted by disease or anxiety, the "joy that 
bringeth no sorrow," the balm for the wounded mind, 
are only to be found in the sunny glades, the green cano- 
pies, and the life-imparting breeses of nature. When 
the joys of youth are fled, and life is waning in its course, 
let the sufferer but gladden his heart with a sight of the 
wooded hills, and the dread magnificence of heaven, then 
a new lustre comes upon the eye, and a young perception 
on all the senses, and the flame of life, that was withering 
and expiring in the socket, bursts forth again in glory 
and joy, under the holy impulses which flow from na- 
ture's teeming bosom. 

Why is man the inheritor of thoughts which encom- 
pass the universe? Why is he gifted with a God-like 
majesty and strength, and with power to drag nature, 
time, space, and eternity, into his vassalage ? The out- 
ward fact and the inward idea correspond. The roots 
of all things are in man. All the outward appear- 
ances of nature are solid facts in the human soul. 
There are spiritualities in astronomy, botany, chem- 
istry, and geology, for the material and the spiritual, 
when rightly understood, are one. And truly there is 
a mighty influence in tliis, struggling to bring us, by 
imperceptible means, into higher -views of our life and 
destiny. Are we not admonished in all this out-lying 
eternity, that all time and space are entombed in man's 
living heart ? That the universe rolls its everlasting tide 
through his throbbing bosom. That to be men, we 
must live in this life. That we must grasp the everlasting 
pretentf — the granite fact which stands palpably before 
our eyes. That we must tread upon the cursed materi- 
alities by which we are surrounded, and which, ever 
and anon, keep tugging at our heart-strings ; for every 
light flashed out of the abyss of God is sent for a 
wise and holy purpose. The laws of the earth and the 
sky are the laws of the soul. Let us greet the inflooding 
of God and stand uncovered in his sunlight! — Thb 
FUTURR ! Reader, wouldst thou seek to know the future? 
Wouldst thou unravel the mysterious web of fate to 
find the chord on which thy existence is suspended ? 
Wouldst thou go forward into the unknown and un- 
existing to know it and to feel it ? Wouldst thou stretch 
forth thy arm to grasp that shadow, even at the peril of 
thy soul ? Oh ! go not to gather mistletoe or St. John's 
wort; thou mayest work thine own enchantment without 
their aid. I will tell thee how to know thy future des- 
tinv, and I will tell thee how to make it a glorious future 
of happiness and joy. This yearning to grasp the future 
is the great characteristic of all superstitions. Tou and 
I are eqtuilly weak here. Eveir man has a" prescience of 
his destiny in his own heart. Good to yield to the in- 
spiration of the time, when we are prompted from within. 
To-morrow cannot come till to-day is past; aU that is 
produces that which it to be. Let us perceive that our 
true mission on this rolling orb is to cast our light upon 
its darkness, and to urge forward, by shoulder Mid brain* 
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the slow revolving cydes of progresdon. Let vi not 
forget that the present is ; that the past and the fatore 
are equally dreams of imagination, the present is the 
only hct to as. Let us then no longer ait moping as 
doomed slaves, as shadows on the wall, or as straws bfown 
about by the wind. But hoping and loving like pious 
souls, and knowing that we are men, let us gird np 
our loins, and dash forward with manly hearts to accom- 
plish the cycle of this everlasting now — the destiny 
of to-day, tiie eternal present by which we are enwrapped 
and surrounded, and which alone ever can eidst. 

W« thoald coont life by heart thiobe. He moet Uvea 
Who thinks moat, fceb die noblaat, aeta the beat. 



HEALTH. 

Wao ehan tcU the worth of Health T 
Who ean prise the valued blearing 7 

Bettor than the untold wealth, 
All the miMr'a aoul poeeewinf . 

Wealth will bring Ua weight of oare, 

]>oubts and dangers ue ita eharet 
On the weary spirit pressing. 

Oh I how priceless b the boon I 
Nothing its delight can measure. 

Let it be denied — how soon 
Man will tire of scenes of pleasure 1 

1. alth alone can give them sest, 

An who feel its power are blest, 
lis itMlf, the heart's one treasure. 

Look at him who toila for Fame ! 

Ere ita time hia head is hoary. 
That, through future yeais, his name 

Bright may gild hia eonatiy's story i 
Yet, when all his toils are o'er, 
Health and Peaee he knows no more, 

Such, alas I ia Human Glory. 

When the light of Health has fled, 
And no more its hues are glowing ; 

When around Life's slender thread 
Dark Disease its spell is throwing. 

Then it ii, and then alona, 

Tliat its value ean be known. 
Choicest gift of Heaven's bestowing I 

When in sickness we have pined. 
Still to Heslth our hopes were clinging, 

Oh 1 how often to the mind 
We its scenes snd joys were bringing I 

All but us enjoyed the day, 

All around seemed bright and gay. 
And we heard glad voices ringing. 

Where the slow and lingering ehiaw 
O'er the spirit sends a diiI(Besa, 

Aa we marie the sands of Time 
Villing in the hours of illneas i 

Oh I how sweet upon our eara 

Cone the sounds of hapirfer yeara. 
Breaking on the midnight stillness I 



B. J. Hows. 



FILIAL WORTH REWARDED. 



" If y tale is simple, and of humble birth, 
A tribute of respect to real worth." 



I* 



** Ton are too psrsinionions, Henry," said If r. Delancy to 
one of his clerks, as they wefe together in the oonnting- 
house one morning. " Give me leave to say that yon 
do not dress sufficiently genteel to appear as a derk in a 
fikshionable honse." 



I 



Henry's iaoe was suflnsed with a deep blush* and a 
tear trembled on his manly cheek. 

'* Did I not know that your salary was luffiriant to 
provide more genteel habilimentsi," continoad Mr I>.« ** I 
would increase it." 

" My salary is sufficient, amply sufficient* 8ir/' replied 
Henry, in a voice choked with tliat proud i n d e pe o dence 
of feeling, which poverty had not been able to divest him 
of. His employer noticed the agitation, and immfediatcly 
changed the subject. 

Blr. D. was a man of immense wealth and ample 
volence, he was a widower, and had but one 
daughter — ^who was the pride of his declining yaars. 
was not as beautiful as an angel, or as perfect ■■ Tenns, 
but the goodness, the innocence, the intaUigenoe of her 
mind, shone in her countenance, and yoa bad bat to 
become acquainted with her to admire and love 
Such was Caroline Delancy, when Henry became 
inmate of her fiather's abode. 

No wonder then, that he loved her with that 
and devoted afiectlon— end, reader, had yoa known 
him you would not have wondered that thi^ love was 
soon returned, for their souls were congenial ;- they weie 
cast in virtue's purest mould — and, although their toagoes 
never gave utterance to what they felt, yet the langoa^ 
of their eyes told it too plainly to be mistaken. Henry 
was the very soul of honour, and although he perceived 
that he was not indifferent to Caroline, be Btin felt that 
he must conquer at once the pasAon that glowed in his 
bosom. " I must not endeavour to win her yoong and 
artless heart," thought he, '*I am penniless, and can- 
not expect that her father would over consent to oar 
union — he has ever treated me with Irindnesa, and I 
will not be ungrateful." Thus he reasoned, and he 
heroically endeavoured to subdue what he considered an 
ill-foted passion. Caroline had many saltan, and some 
who were fully worthy of her ; but she refused all their 
overtures with a gentle but decisive firmness. Her father 
wondered at her conduct, yet would not thwart her indi- 
nations. 

He was in the decline of life, and wished to see her 
happily settled before he quitted the stage of existence. 
It was long ere he suspected that young Henry was the 
cause of her indifference to others. The evident pleaanre 
she took in hearing him praised, the blush that over> 
spread her cheek whenever their eyes met, all served 
to convince the old gentleman, who had not forgotten 
that he was once young himself, that they took moie 
than a common interest in each other^s welfere. 

Thus satisfied, he forbore making any remarks upon 
the subject, but was not as displeased at the supposition 
as the penniless Henry would have imagined. 

Henry had now been about a year in his employ. Mr. 
Delancy knew nothing of Henry's femily ; but his strict 
integrity, his ineproachable morals, his pleasing manners, 
all conspired to make him esteem him highly. He was 
proud of Henry, and wished bun to appear, in dress as 
well as manners, as respectable as any one. He had 
often wondered at the scantiness of his wardrobe, for 
though he dressed with the most scrupulous regard to 
neatness, his clothes were almost threadbare. Mr. D. did 
not think this proceeded from a niggardly disposition, 
and he determine to broach the subject, and, if possible, 
ascertain the real cause ; this he did in the manner we 
have related. 

Soon after this conversation took plao^ Ifr. Ddancy 
left home on business. As he was returning, and riding 
through a beautiful village, he alighted at the door of a 
cottage, and requested a drink. The mistress with aa 
ease and politeness that convinced him that she had not 
always been the humble cottager, invited him to walk in. 
He accepted her invitation — and here a scene of poverty 
and neatness presented itself, such as he had nefcr b^ 
fore witnessed. The ftonitore^ which oonsistid of m 
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more than was •baolately necessary* was so exquisitely 
clean that it gave charms to poverty, and cast an air of 
comfort all around. A venerable looking old man, who 
had not seemed to notice the entrance of Mr. D.» sat 
leaning on his staff; his clothes were clean and whole, but 
so patched, that you could have scarcely told which had 
been the original piece. 

" That is your &ther, I presume/' said Mr. D., ad- 
dreesinff the lady. 



" It 18, Sir. 



f* 



** He seems to be quite aged.' 

" He is in his eighty-thud year — ^he lias survived aU 
his children but myself." 

" You have seen better days." 

" I have ; my husband was wealthy, but false friends 
ruined him ; he endorsed notes to a great amount, which 
stripped us of nearly all our property, and one misfortune 
followed another until we were reduced to poverty. My 
husband did not long survive his losses, and two of my 
children soon followed him." 

" Have you any remaining children ?" 

** I have one, and he is my only support. My health 
is so feeble I cannot do much, and my father being blind, 
needs great attention. My son conceals from me the 
amount of his salary, but I am convinced he sends me 
nearly all, if not the whole amount of it." 

" Then he is not at home with you ?" 

" No, Sir, he is clerk for a wealthy merchant in Phila- 
delphia." 

" Pray what is your son's name ?" 

" Henry W ." 

" Henry W 1" exclaimed Mr. Delancy; "why, 

he is my clerk ! I left him at my house not a fortnight 
since." 

Here followed a succession of inquiries, which evinced 
an anxiety and a solicitude that a mother alone can feel, 
to all of which Mr. D. replied to her perfect satisfaction. 

" You know our Henry," said the old man, raising his 
head from his staff; " well. Sir, then you know as worthy 
a lad as ever lived; God bless him. He will bless him 
for his goodness to his poor old grandfather," he added, 
in a tremulous voice, while the tears chased each other 
down his cheeks. 

" He is a worthy fellow, to be sure," said Mr. D., 
rising and placing a well-filled purse in the hands of the 
old man. " He is a worthy young man, and shall not 
want friends, be assured." 

He left the cottage. 

"Noble boy," said he, mentally, as he was riding lei- 
surely along, ruminating on his interview, " noble boy, 
he shall not want wealth to enable him to distribute hap- 
piness. I believe he loves my girl, and if he does he 
shall have her, and all my property in the bareain." 

Filled with this project, and determined, if possible, to 
ascertain the true state of their hearts, he entered the 
breakfast room next morning after his arrival home. Ca- 
roline was alone. 

" So Henry is about to leave us to go to England and 
try his fortune," he carelessly observed. 

" Henry about to leave us 1" said Caroline, dropping 
the work she held in her hand, " about to leave us, and 
going to England 1 " she added, in a tone which evinced 
the deepest interest. 

To be sure ; but what if he is, my child ? " 

" Nothing Sir, nothing — only I thought we should be 
rather lonesome,'* she replied, turning away to hide the 
tears she could not suppress. 

" Tell me, Caroline," said Mr. D., tenderly embracing 
her, " tell me, do you not love Henry ? You know I 
wish you happiness, my child. I have ever treated you 
with kindness, and yon have never, until now hid any 
thing from your father." 

" Neither will I now," she replied, hiding her face 
in his bosom. " I do most sincerely esteem him, but do 



not for the world tell him so, he has never said it was 
returned." 

The daughter was left alone. 

** Henry," said he, entering the counting-h<nue>, "yoa 
expect to visit the country shortly, do you— I believe you 
told me so ?*' 

"Yes Sir, in about four weeks." 

" If it would not be too inconvenient/' njoined Miw 
D., " I should like to have you defer it a week or two 
longer, at the least." 

" It will be no inconvenience. Sir, and if it would 
oblige you, I wiU do so with pleasure." 

" It will most certainly oblige me, for Caroline is to be 
married in about six weeks^ and I would not miM having 
you attend tlie wedding." 

" I cannot stay Sii^-^indeed I cannot !" replied Henry, 
forgetting what he had previously said. 

" You cannot stay ?" replied Mr. D., " why you just 
now said you could." 

" Yes Sir, but business requires mj presence in the 
country, and I must go." 

" But you said it would not put you to any incon- 
venience, and that vou would wait with pleasure." 

" Command me m any thing else. Sir, but in that re- 
quest 1 cannot oblige you," said Henry, rising and walk- 
ing the floor with rapid strides. 

Poor fellow, he had thought his passion subdued ; but 
when he found that Caroline was so soon, so irrevocably 
to become another's, the latent spark burst forth into an 
inextinguishable flame, and he found it in vain to endea- 
vour to conceal his emotion. 

The old gentleman regarded him with a look of earnest- 
ness. 

" Henry, tell me frankly, do you love my girl ?" 

" I will be candid with you. Sir," replied Henry, un- 
conscious that his agitation had betrayed him. " Had I 
a fortune such as she merits, and as yon. Sir, have a right 
to expect, I should esteem myself the hiqppiest of men, 
could I gain her love." 

"Then she is yours," cried the delighted old man; 
" say not a word about property, my boy — ^true worth is 
better than riches. I was only trying you, Henry, 
and Caroline will never be married to any one but 
yourself." 

The transition from despair to happiness was great. 
For a moment Henry remained silent, but his looks spoke 
volumes# At last he said, — 

" I scorn to deceive you. Sir, — I am poorer than what 
you suppose — I have a feeble mother and an aged grand- 
father who are — " 

" I know it — I know it all Henry," said Mr. D., in- 
terrupting him. " I know the reason of your parsimony, 
as I caUed it, and I honour you for it — it was that which 
first put it into my head to give you Caroline— so she 
shall be yours, and may God bless you both." 

They separated. 

Shortly after this conversation, Henry avowed hif 
love to Caroline, and solicited her hand, and it is need- 
less to say that he did not solicit in vain. Caroline 
would have deferred their union until the ensuing spring;, 
but her father was inexorable. He supposed he would 
have to own a falsehood, he said, and they would will- 
ingly have him shoulder two ; but it was too much — en- 
tirely too much — as he had only told Henry that she was 
going to be married in six weeks, and he could not for- 
feit his word. 

"But, perhaps," added he, apparently reoollectiiig 
himself, and turning to Henry, "we shall have to defer 
it after all, for you haye important business in the country 
about that time." 

" Be merciful. Sir," said Henry, smiling, " I did not 
wish to witness the sacrifice of my own happiness." 

"I am merciful. Sir, and for that reason would not 
put you to the inoonyenience of staying. You siid 
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you would willingly oblige me, but you could not— indeed 
you oonld not." 

"You hare once been young. Sir/' add Henry 
"I know it— I know it," replied be, Uugbing beartily, 
"but I am afraid too many of us old folks forget it ; how- 
•rer, if you can postpone your jonmey, I suppose we 
must baTe a wedding." 

We bare only to add, tbat the friends of Henry were 
lent for, and the noptials solemnised at the appointed 
time— and that, blessed with the filial lore of Henry and 
Caroline, the old people passed the r em ai n d er of thenr 
days in peace and happiness. 



COMB WHAT MAY I 

A LOTS aONO. 

If jou *11 join your hewt to mine, love. 

In sffection't noble creed, 
And let me eTcrmore be thine, lore, 

In yoor thonght, md word, snd deed ; 
If jon 11 joumej forth with me, love, 

Throoffh Llfe*s foraet, dim and grejr ; 
We '11 pick the bloom of rammer weigher. 
And gather «ntumn leaves together. 

On our way I 

I ehall take thee from a home, lore, 

That ii richer far than mine, ,. 
But together we will roam, lo?e. 

Though we must on th<»ni recline. 
Life may bring ita woee and aorrows. 

Clouding all our onward way ; 
But my strongest, best endeavour 
Shall be to make thee love me ever, 

Come what may I 

There 'a affection that will fade, love, 

When 'tis tried and tempest tost, 
And endearmenta that are made, love. 

For an instant, and then lost ; 
But that alone is Ood-like loving 

Which sees a life beyond to>day. 
Where toil and trouble ful to sever. 
And heart cleaves unto heart for ever, 

Come what may I 

Johnson Baukkr. 



LUCY DEAN; 
THE NOBLE NEEDLEWOMAN. 

VT SIlTBRnK. 
{C&mtiftutdjirom pmg§ 844.) 

Matters thus put in train, proceeded rapidly, for the 
counsellor's servant had mounted his hobby. The sum 
Mr. Fortescue so kindly added to her savings, afforded 
Lucy an additional outfit ; the parish was generous to 
Peg, and gave her a small sum for the same purpose ; 
and in less than a week the ship would leave the London 
Docks. As this time of departure rapidly approached, 
for most of her outfit was already on board, Lucy's desire 
to see her sister Nelly grew the more intense ; but though 
for seferal days she had traversed the town in all direc- 
tions, and been assisted in her inquiries by the police, 
she could hear nothing of the unhappy girl ; though from 
drcnmstances, it was presumed that she still worked 
for Mrs. Moss. 

On this particular erening, the one before the eve of 
her departure, she sat expecting Mary, who had written 
to say, that being in town, she might possibly call and 
bid her fia«well ; but as the neighbouring clocks had 
now for some time struck nine, Lucy began to think that 
the promised visit had been unaToidably postponed till 
next day, and in this opinion Mr. Fortescue's old servant, 
who had just entered, concurred. 



" But you mustn't take on, and be iH, snd viA 
a deal before you," spoke O'FUnagan, mistakiiis tkeRsi 
fountain ot the needlewoman's tears, " for that dor Eltis 
lady'll be here to-morrow, I am sure. And as Ibr the 
rest, think what a deal o*friends you have got; Iss^ 
there dear old master, as is a host in himself, isa't 
there this dear young lady wlio baa been 
of you in so many ways; isn't poor Peg 
as can be ; isn't thm old Brutus, who hsui 
of Sweet, and reared little ones, and built them a gntf 
' sea cage,' as he calls it, with store enough of seed. 
sugar, and ladies' fingers, fi)r a voyage three times io»i 
the world. Isn't there all these, and isn't IIm9« b^ 
though a very humble person. Dear me, dear me 1 yoi 
wouldn't cry so if you would only think how hmufaeds, 
ay, thousands, have to go forth to battle hardly with 
life, and with no resource but honest hearts and wU&g 
hands." 

" Those are not ungrateftil tears, Mr, CyFlmagaB.'* 
still wept the woman, " as I am sure time will prove, bst 
those of anguish for the miserable and the lUIen, wham 
I must leave without the power to save by earnest words. 
The dead I have bidden fitfewell, the Uving I may not." 
She wept unrestrainedly; and the old man snowed 
those tears to flow, for he vras casuist enough to know 
that therein lay consolation. 

As she thus sat, her &ce buried in her hands;, the door 
was cast suddenly open by Peg, who tottering; pale as 
death, and nearly speechless, came towards her mistress 
with something in her arms, and half-kneeling, laid it 
upon her lap. Before she oonld gasp out what she had 
to say, the movement of what was thtis placed on Ijocy's 
knees, a low, short cry. and her own quick ear, and 
quicker heart, made Lucy comprehend the whole in a mo- 
ment ; and looking down, and pulling rapidly aside the 
ragged shawl wound round it, she saw it was an infisntv 
Nelly's infant, for it had the same golden hair, the same 
delicate features, the same promise of beauty which had 
made Nelly the flower of her home. But for many 
minutes she was unconscious to all around, though so 
tenaciously grasping the baby, as to make it impossible 
for either Peg or O' Flanagan to take it from her arms. 
As she slowly recovered, and began to comprehend her 
new position, and this new claim upon her love and doty, 
it would have been difficult, even for a profound master 
of the passions to tell, whether grief or joy were pan- 
mount, for she laughed and cried by turns, though never 
for a moment, even whilst the tears rained down, did she 
cease to press her own lips to the baby's face. As this 
half incoherent, half impulsive passion waned down, she 
was glad to find herself alone with little Peg, who, weep- 
ing too, was kneeling by her side. 

" Won't we be g(x>d to it, mum," she sobbed, "won't 
I nurse it, and tske care of it, and do the best I csn 
for it; as I'm sure Miss Nelly would " 

At this name of the unhappy mother, Lucy rose as if 
to move to the door, but the girl, guessing her intentions, 
restrained her. 

" It's no use you going, missis," she said, " for when 
the poor cretur put the baby in my arms to bring, she 
said it would be no use your trying to find her." 

"How, when, where ** and the woman's voioe 

was again stayed by incoherent sobs and caresses. 

" Why, ye see, mum," spoke Peg, *' that poor cretur 
had been sitting on a door-step nigh here for seveial 
nights, as I passed her more than once not knowing 
who she was. But to-night when she had looked 
round and found* no one to be nigh, she hurried i^ 
to me and asked if I was the girl fiCrs. Moss told her 
about, and when I said so, she put this dear little cietui 
in my arms, and bid me bear it safely to you, and to t^ 
you to love it for her sake ; and to fancy, its name being 
Nelly, that it's her again, young, and pure, and good ; and 
here she couldn't say more about it, she cried so, poor 
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tiling. Bat bj-and*by, after kissing the baby again and 
agaiiif she came back to say« that yon mustn't try to find 
her cat, as she had taken her path that night and must 
follow it, and then she bid me go in, and I did not see 
her again, though I know she went down the street cry- 
ing a deal, mum." 

In a few minutes, O'Flanagan came in again, having 
at the first mention of Nelly's name, gone in search of 
her, and now he sat down to share the counsel of the 
weeping woman. 

" I cannot go now," said Lucy, " I cannot take this 
baby across the ocean, I must remain to keep it from 

the parish, I " She stopped, for even in her grief, 

nature prompted her to what was fine and tender- 
Bouled. 

O'Flanagan coughed several times, was silent for an 
instant or two; and then, after taking the baby in his 
arms, smoothing the ringlets round its forehead, kissing 
its slewing eyes, and the pink sea-shell lining of its little 
hand, he said, " It MhaU go, sich little souls as these, 
liucy, wasn't made for parishes and workhouses. No 1 
so if it be a bit more money to pay, it shall go ; for 
though I shouldn't like to ask too much from dear old 
master, as looking like a liberty taken with one of his 
dignity, IVe got a few pounds by me, and I'll spare 
enough to plant this little flower in a new soil. And 
there's to*morrow to settle everything." 

It was late that night before the kind old man with- 
drew, and later still when Lucy, with this new claim upon 
her lore and care, sunk to rest. The early morning 
brought a hurried note firom Miss Austen, to say that 
Lucy must embark, bear herself through all her cares with 
fortitude, and that she should be at Gravesend to bid her 
farewell at the proper time. From this, Lucy concluded 
that Miss Austen knew something of Nelly and the 
baby. 

As weU she might. For coming late that same night 
in a cab to see Lucy, and alighting at the comer of the 
narrow street, there approached her, as she came along 
the pavement, a woman, who after turning to look back 
several times in a supplicating attitude, hurried past 
Mary a step or two, and then, still with swifter step, 
crossed the street towards a narrow lane, which led di- 
rectly to the broad and flowing river. Her momentary 
glance, joined with the woman's manner, and the neigh- 
bourhofld to Lucy's home, led Mary to rightly guess that 
this was Nelly Dean ; and the more convinced of this, 
as the woman s steps led onward to the river, she hastened 
after her. This narrow lane or guUey led on to a sort of 
open wharf or quay, deserted fbr the night by bargemen 
and labourers, though still the heavy-laden steamers and 
the smaller craft paraed city-ward on the far-off shore, or 
in the middle of the stream. It was just that space of 
time too where evening sinks duskly into night; and 
little more light was seen than that cast from the steamers 
on the eddies of the tide, or anv sound more loud was 
heard than the gurgle of the waves upon the wharf bank. 
Reaching this lonely place unperceived, as she fancied in 
her mad wildness, the desperate woman cast off her tat- 
tered bonnet, and waiting for the instant till a heavy-laden 
steamer passed by, and whose lights cast in a flash upon 
her, for the instant showed the rich golden colour of her 
hair, as it swept down anfisstened on her shoulders, as 
well as the chalky pallor of her face, she attempted to 
spring forward as far into the rapid waters as she could, 
but her step between life and death vras stayed, and 
some one, one of her own sex, stood courageously be- 
tween her and the surging waters. 

" Woman," spoke the stem and earnest voice of troth, 
"the sins of this world need reparation here. What 
would you do?" 

For a moment, the wretched girl, with a sort of blind 
ferocity, strove to elude the restraining arms, and in the 
Itniggle, griped them as a vice its wedge or nail ; then 



as the voice entreated once again, crouched like a hound 
beneath the keeper's lash ; and then at last, all woman, 
fell weeping down before the feet of her, who of all 
women, most could save and most could pity ! 

" My poor one, my unhappy, one," spoke Mary, half 
kneeling too in the fervency of her extreme pity, " I 
know you, and those you love, and I must save you if I 
can — come on — ** 

"Not to Lucy, not to Lncy," wept the girl, "her arms 
are fitted for my baby, not for me." 

" No I by no means that, but you are weak and ill, 
and must come with me." So saying, she raised up the 
girl, and led her firom the wharf, up the narrow street, 
and so on till she could call a cab, into which she helped 
her, and then entered too. But Nelly did not speak 
another word, or move, except when Mary's ungloved 
hand touched her drooping hafr, her face, or fingers ; 
then, hastily looking up, she took, more than once, the 
comer of her tattered shawl, and wiped them, as a sculp- 
tor wipes a precious piece of alabaster. 

Knowing 4 poor, though respectable person, who let 
her house to humble lodgers, Mary drove there, procured 
a roon^ and had the wretched, half-starved, drooping girl 
put to bed, and some tea made and given to her. When 
rerived by this, she went in alone and knelt down be- 
side her. 

"Though I hope you will think over your rash at- 
tempt, and see it so far in its trae light as to feel it to 
be one you cannot make again," said Mary, after a little 
pause, " though you must live, you must not see Lucy 
before she saik. It might weaken her resolves, it would 
possibly do no good, as she vrill have care enough in 
taking, and in succouring your infant. Neither could I, as 
a woman, holding large duties to society, sanction your 
accompanying your sister, even if circumstances per- 
mitted it. But if, after a time, as you are now five from 
the burden of your child, if when better, and you leave 
this, you will go for a few months' probation into an 
asylum, which at my request will instantly receive you ; 
if through this probation yon go steadily and well, and 
diligently improve yourself in such duties as may be 
needful, you shall come to me, and be my servant ; and 
from every human creature I will conceal the past. Thus 
giving you fullest power to redeem that pa8i ; and fittingly, 
and womanly in that newer land, take your child, and by 
that very act of reparation, more nobly and more truly, 
to your heart. This is it, but faith and love to me 
must go before." 

The girl raised herself feebly on her pillow, not answer- 
ing for some minutes, only looking on the kneeling figure, 
as the sculptor in the precious alabaster before him sees 
the figure of an angel, till grasping Mary's hands in both 
her fevered ones, she said, " Madam, can you help me 
to a future by believing — eh ?" 

" I can most certainly, my poor one." 

"Then Madam, believe thus much," and the girl 
spoke as energetically as a proud, strong man, " that all 
this sorrow first came about, not through an evil dispo- 
sition, or a love of finery, but because I who loved all 
within our poor home as dearly as human creature could, 
wished to lift them out of the sordid, abject, debasing 
misery of the needlewoman's life ; a life than which London 
city holds none more dreadful. And in going away with 
Lawrence's friend, the son of a wealthy organ-builder, 
under a promise of marriage, I thought to go back, as it 
was promised, a happy young wife, willing and able to 
assist them through my husband's goodness. You must 
believe this, lady — ^you must believe," she continued^ ve- 
hemently, " or else leave me to my fate.'' 

" I do believe you," replied Mary, with the firmest 
voice, "in my inmost soul I believe you, for I know 
too well, and, in the coming age, men will accredit 
thus much of mercy to us, that woman's failings spring 
too often from her nobler self, her weakness from her 
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fUBoeromiy ', and [herefore I bebare jou in my jerj 
woman's sonl." 

The girl did not answer, but «bending down, kissed 
fbrrenUy Mary's hand, just as some penitent the gar- 
ment of the priest, who has said absolving prayers. 

Mary presently rose, and laid Nelly's head gently on 
the pillow, " now you must rest," she said, " for 1 must 
go and leave you to the friendly care of this good woman 
of the house. The day alter to-morrow I will see you, 
and your child, and Lucy, and tell the latter she shall 
hear good news of you. Now rest, and strive to be 
contented." 

" I am already," whispered Nelly. And, soothed by 
Mary's words of charity and mercy, the girl nestled to the 
pillow, like an infant to its rest. 

On the morrow but one, the great dty river bounded 
out freshly to the mightier sea, with flowing tide, and 
Dathed in golden light. And, as if impatient to be on- 
ward, the stately emigrant ship, crowded by its living 
freight, bent its sails seaward. Amongst the boats which 
left the shore, filled with the leave-taking friends of emi- 
grants, was one containing Mary Austen and O' F lan aga n, 
who had walked over to Uie litde village the night before 
and offered her his escort ; whilst Brutus Twiddlesing, 
entrusting his shop to a neighbour, preferred sailing down 
the river so far, to see, as he said, how " the young* uns 
bore the woyage." 

So there, when she had climbed the ship's ladder, 
Mary Austen beheld on a spare space of the deck, Lucy 
Dean, the old bird-fancier, and the " great sea-cage, ' 
and Peg with the baby, holding its &ce seaward to catch 
the genial freshness of the summer air, whilst in an old 
basket, placed so as to catch full air and light, stood the 
primula, full of life for another year, though its stalks and 
leaves were now sere and drooping. 

For some minutes the women stood side by side inca- 
pable of speech, leaving old Brutus to deliver much good 
advice concerning the treatment of the little feathered 
family, and to say his honest parting adieus ; and for O' Fla- 
nagan to repeat what Mr. Fortescue has last said, and to 
falter out the farewell he could not speak. Then Mary 
Austen, womanly and noble in the end, as at the be- 
ginning, forgot aU differences of class, of rank, of breed- 
ing; and true to the mighty hand of Nature set upon 
her, and whilst folding the weeping needlewoman to her 
heart, whispered, "of Nelly, you will hear good and 
hopeful words," and, then pressing her lips to the baby's 
face, retreated eye-blind and drooping till led by O* Fla- 
nagan. But all was not grief, for as she trod the ^last 
step of the ship's ladder, Mr. and Mrs. Sweet gave out 
in unison their sweetest carol, whilst the summer wind 
blew sweeping from the shore; and on the shore, she 
turned, and saw Lucy, though still bending like a Niobe, 
waving fiurewell, as some angel to a spirit of higher and 
diviner mould, returning on its mission of high and holy 
purpose ! 

A happy and prosperous voyage was made, with fair 
winds and flowing sails ; and that day four months Lucy 
landed in Southern Australia. 

Although Lucy bore no recommendatory letters, and 
paying for her own passage, did not come within the class 
of free emigrants, she was most generously and kindly re- 
ceived by those resident ladies of Adelaide, who, since 
1847, have been formed into a Committee, for the noble 
purpose of welcoming strangers of their own sex to their 
shores, and securing them honourable treatment till situa- 
tions can be obtained, or their journeys to the settled 
inland districts commenced. But better than recom- 
mendatory letters was the noble and unprompted cha- 
racter given of her by both the captain, surgeon, and 
steward of the emigrant ship, and also by the several 
emigrant women who came before the ladies. '* It wasn't 
00 much that she was good to the sick, or gave a helping- 
hand to the doctor, times and often," spoke the captain. 



with all the fervoinr of bis honai hMrt» in bit tini^ 
man's speech, "as lifting the women's hearts 
board when a bit downcast, and keeping 'en& to duty ani 
regular watches. Why, with that woman at my eBMnv, 
and our surgeon as good as he is, I'd sail roand the voiU 
with a ship-load of termagants, and be bouzui to 
'em all, with frur-weather tempers into port. An 
without offence to you ladies, is saying much." Hut bxtte 
did that brave seaman dream, little thought these adnai- 
rable ladies, what it was that had moved and wnimat^^ff 
this stern woman's will ; or that across the broadest ocean 
of the world, in the quaintest, the smallest, tha asmfdcat 
of country parlours, was the guileless, child-like atemtsn, 
who had brought this stem power into finoe, and thii 
dirinely through humanity, through charity, and through 
womanly sympathy. But then, as I have mid, G^Edus » 
divine, and what it gives birth to, eternal in actian ; iar 
as it were, nature receives at once into her aool what thoi 
is spoken through the bleaaed inspiratioii of her own 
matchless priesthood. 

One sorrow however there was, and that was a aad oa^ 
for though Mr. and Mrs. Sweet chirped inunensdj, and 
clearly liked the new land, and their little-onea were now 
dothed with the most golden and downy of feathers, tiny 
Nelly, the little bud and flower, drooped from day to day, 
particularly from the time the ship had entered warmer 
latitudes. But even here a little seed-corn set npoo the 
ocean brought a harvest on the land ; for a poor Jiish 
girl, to whom Lucy had been very kind on shipboard, 
came to her on the ^pcond evening after landing, bzinsing 
a fine sturdy young Irishwoman with her. 

"And isn't it that you've been kind to me tistber 
Kitty here, mistress," spoke the woman, after a multi- 
plicity of Irish curtseys, "for bad luck to the IriiJi 
parish as sint us, they put us in different ships, and isn't 
I in good health now I've rested three weeks on land, and 
isn't me little Pathric (the Lord be wid 'm) a hearty babe 
as can be, be sparing a drop ; and isn't my own husband 
got a good masther in the very fiur-away hills ye'r going 
to ; so give me the babe, by our Blessed Mother I'U 
make it like my little Pathric, as hale as an Irish sham- 
rock, and leave the reckoning till the saints make it." So 
saying then and there, she took the almost dying baby 
from Lucy's lap, bared her breast, fed it, and from that 
hour, it so gradually revived, as to enable the little band 
of emigrants to set forth on their journey by the return 
bullock-drays, which had brought copper ore from the 
distant hills to the port of Adelaide. 

Nothing could have been, or was more propitious than 
the season to the emigrants. They had left their own land 
in the prime of summer, and now the same season^ or 
rather earlier summer, though a degree hotter and drier 
than their own, met them on the beautiful park-like 
plains and sheep-runs which lie to the north and east of 
Adelaide. These plains, overspread with grass, and lightly 
i timbered with the beautiful mimosa* gum, and acacia 
trees, soon led to the cooler regions of that chain of hills 
which, stretching from the extreme southern point of 
Cape Jervis on the south, and extending as far north as 
has yet been explored, contain those vast mineral re- 
sources, which will yet make Australia not only a wonder 
amongst nations, but will give, through the power of 
using metals in architecture, an impetus to a new and 
forthcoming era in the arts, unseen yet but by the few 
who have a ken into the coming ages. These hilh, more 
sterile than the plains, though often covered by what is 
locally called " scrub," or low bushes, were yet generally 
clothed with beautifid evergreen forests, and the stringy- 
bark tree and pine, enclosed valleys and plains of sor- 
passing beauty, and where the streams and creeks flowed | 
on, unaffected from their situation by the summer heats. ■ 

There were about forty bullock-drays in all; some 
piled up with merchandise for the miners, and the others 
devoted to the emigrants and their scanty goods; the 
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moat comfortable one, temporarily coyered with eanyns, 
•8 a guard againat the sun, and famished with seats, 
being devoted to Lucy's little company, and the Irish 
womAn and her sister. Beyond these women and the 
two children, there were not more than three females 
in the whole band that thus made its way to the hills ; 
the rest, consisting of the dray-drivers, five or six miners 
returning to their work after a week's leave of absence, 
and such able-bodied male emigrants as the mine-owners 
and OTerseera had secured on the agreement of tribute 
and tut-work, as in the Cornish mines, or as labourers at 
yearly wages and weekly rations, as given to stockmen 
and shepherds. Lucy Dean, as it might be said, was, 
with the eioeption of a male emigrant or two, going forth 
idone into the wilderness, with nothing but her own stem 
will, her womanly resolves, and the words of that sweet 
soul across the widest ocean in the world, to encourage 
and nerve her heart; all the rest had a prop to lean 
uponj'—Peg called her mistress — and the baby nestled 
to her heart. The first motive which had influenced 
her choice of seeking work in these remote mining dis- 
tricts was, that many miners of her own native Corn- 
wall worked there, particularly one of the name of 
Benjamin Holdon, who had been bred in her native 
Tillage,andwasweU known to her parents. From this man's 
family she had heard aome weeks before she sailed, and 
thus furnished with the exact locality of his work, bore 
with her the humble letters and presents of his far-off 
friends, and in the full assurance, while honest Ben had 
a penny, he would befriend her with the whole might 
of his strong Cornish arms. But another cause made 
her journey still more definite. The agent in Adelaide, 
to whom she bore Mr. Minwaring's kind letter of recom- 
mendation, had immediately hired her as a sort of house- 
keeper and general superintendent to a mining overseer 
and north-countryman, named Elliott, who, with a body 
of expert miners, chiefly Welsh and Cornish, was now 
working a copper mine of unexampled richness, in a point 
still further north than the Burra Burra mines. To this 
place the chief of the bullock-drays belonged, and the 
chief portion of the emigrants were destined. 

Whilst yet upon the plains (for a somewhat lengthened 
route was taken, in order to make the journey less &- 
tiguing to the women), they found the heartiest welcome 
at the homesteads of the outlying colonists, whose vast 
extent of grazing-Iand, corn-fields, and orchards, gave the 
once-starving woman a true idea of this glorious land. 
The first night of the journey that she sat down to one 
of those hospitable tables, and saw set forth as common 
fare, the primest joints of beef and mutton, poultry, 
wildfowl, pastry, and delicious fruit, of which all present 
might partake in the spirit which nature destined, and 
saw scraps sent forth, and petted dogs fed with what, in 
her own land, human creatures, though they worked eter- 
nally, could never earn, nor see, nor taste, the most iron 
tears of her hard, earnest life, stole down, and only nerved 
her, by the blessing of the more prodigal bread she tasted, 
to strive that the sad life of many of her sex might, for 
the reward of labour done, eat and enjoy, and no longer 
curse the privilege which made them human mothers. 
Beyond the boundB of cultivation, there was still the same 
power to welcome, though with coarser fare. In the 
stockman's hut was always abundance of damper (the 
local name for the bread in common use), mutton, bioef, 
and tea, and a good wood fire if they were cold, whilst 
often was added to the meal a wild turkey ahot down 
on the a4jaoent plains. 

At length after a aomawhat toilaome aacent through the 
forests of stringy-bark and other trees, and the brush 
which covers many of the hills, the party passed the 
mining settlement of Burra Creek, and entered at sunset 
through a gorge in the hills, one of those rich valleys 
which lie round Mount Bryan. Some of Mr. Blliot^s 
ninan^ who had heard of the approach of the draya 



from a passing stockman, had set forth to meet the little 
party, and now encountered them as the rich undulating 
valley opened to their sight. Few of those who have 
lived an entire life in old populated countries can foney 
the hearty zeal with which the remote colonist greets a 
stranger; and iliij was the case at present. After the 
miners had hailed their comrades, and welcomed the male 
emigrants on foot by a hearty shake of the hand all 
round, the foremost of them approached the tilted dray 
which sheltered Lucy, for the arrival of women in these 
remote districts is a rare event, and one always of in- 
terest. But when the first stalwart miner, who raised the 
tilt, cried out with much emotion — " Here is not only 
women here, but one of the traest and oest, out of 
our dear old Cormsh land;" the excitement of some 
eight or ten of the men knew no bounds, and Lucy ma 
forced to descend firom the dray, in order to receive their 
welcomings, and to really let them see that she was no 
mere Cornish sprite, but a real living Cornish woman. 
At this instant, as most always, the little budding Nelly 
?ras in her arms, as beautiful as health and nature can 
make a baby, and on its little dimpled, lovely hand, the 
deeply-moved miner laid his finger. The trivial move- 
ment asked a question which his lips could not. 

" No Ben, no," spoke Lucy at once, and with a 
firmness not to be mistaken, for she well knew that all 
power over these men, lawless as perhaps they might be, 
depended on the sense they would have of her moral 
worth, " not mine, I am unmarried, but my sister Nelly's 
child, and she being poor, I've brought it as a Cornish 
winter-rose to rear. No, I have come as Mr. Elliott's 
superintendent and servant, and the letters I have for 
him will testify to my character, for this is my little 
niece." She said these latter words loud enough for all 
to hear. 

" Nelly, Nelly's baby ;" and a change stole over the 
face of the great-limbed miner, which even the hue of 
his sun-dyed face could not hide ; but he said no more, 
only taking the baby into his arms, as lightly as if it were 
a feather, bore it down the rich swarded mountain-side, 
wonderousiy gazing on the beauty of its Infant face. 

The valley was such a one as few could see unmoved, 
for from it stretched, both east and west, through low 
breaks in the hills, almost limitless ranges of the finest 
agricultural soil, psfticularly towards the east ; whilst this 
valley itself, of considerable surface area, was threaded 
by several creeks of fine water, which were not only of 
large service to the miners for washing the ore, but, fall- 
ing together into one pool, added to the beauty and value 
of the settlement. The hills, mostiy of small elevation, 
were clothed with the greenest sward, only varied by belts 
of forest trees, above which invariably cropped out their 
rocky summits. The ore of the few mines yet worked 
lay so near the surface, as to have yet scarcely needed 
the sinking of shafts of any depth, and these being situ- 
ated on the finest acclivity of the valley, amidst low scrub 
and protrading rock, their metallic treasures heaped up, 
and their riches exposed wherever a lode had been struck 
through, gave, as the setting sun fell on the ore, the vision 
of a magician's palace, wrought out of porphyry and 
gold. 

In a line with the mines, and sheltered by a lovely 
grove of mimosa and she-oak trees which sloped to the 
pool, were raised the miners' tents — ^the only buildings yet 
erected being aome wooden sheds for the bullocks, and a 
long, low, but roomy house, built of a aort of quarti 
picked out in forming the mine-shafts. Thu houae 
fronted the lake, and a rude garden had ahready been 
formed at the rear. The ainking sun but faintly tinged 
the rocky summits of the highest hills, when the draya 
reached this place, and a tdl, reserved4ooking man, of 
thirty-eight or forty years of age, came out» and weloom* 
ing Lucy and her Uttle company with a few brief wordsv 
invited her in, and ordered one of the minera» vho evi- 
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dently performed the office of cook, to put fresh damper 
on the embers, fry tome beef in the ever-useful article 
of the colonists — the frying-pan, and brew some tea, 
which is invariably done in a large tin kettle — for tea in 
the Australian colonies usurps the place of all other 
ordinary beverages. 

(To it eontuut^d in Mtr next. J 



THE FUTURE. 

Taxas an coming tp e cd them onward I 
When the world thall gather nut, 

And the helmet, lance, and falchion 
Sleep in diknt dust 1 

Earth has heard too long of battle. 
Heard the tnunpet'a voiee too long ) 

But another age advancea, 
Seen foretold in aoi^. 

In the paat— the age of iron— 

Thoee who ilaughtcring met their kind. 
Have too often won the ehaplet 

Bonoi]r*a hand haa twined. 

But the heroes of the fatnre 

Shall be men whose hefrts are etrong. 
Men whose words and acts shall only 

War against the wrong. 

But the sabre, in their coateata. 
Shall no part, no honour own ; 

War's dread art shall be forgotten, 
Carnage all unknown. 

Tcara are coming, when for ever 
War's dread banner shall be furled, 

And the Angel Peace be welcomed 
Regent of the world I 

H^ with song that glorions era. 
When the sword shall gather nut, 

And the helmet, lance, and falchion 
Sleep in silent dost 



EeM0tuf Car littlt OneiT. 



Sofwcrs ^f 



THE FAIRY SMELLING-BOTTLE. 

Tbs orphan sat alone and unnoticed in a comer of a 
splendid apartment. Of all the large party assembled to 
celebrate the birthday of her eldest cousin, none looked 
as if they had ever known an unhappy hour ; and Mary 
Jamieson's soft blue eyes were suffused with tears, as she 
watched her little cousins gaily dancing with their youth- 
ful partners, and thought how different was her own lot 
from that of these children of indulgence and luxury. 
They had fond and proud parents who loved them and 
were interested in their amusements ; while- she had no 
one left to whom it signified whether she laughed or 
cried, whether she danced or sat stiU, provided that she 
behaTed tolerably well and did not interfere with the en- 
joyment of the hour. As she thus mused, a light cloud 
appeared to descend from the gilded ceiling, while the 
music that was being played for the quadrilles burst into 
fuller harmony, as the filmy Tapour settled upon the 
bouquet that Mary held in her hand. Startled and half 
afraid, she attempted to shake it off, but a silvery voice, 
like the tinkling of a tiny bell, entreated her to desist ; 
and as the doud dispersed, she beheld a small and bean- 
tiM female figure clinging with both arms around the 
stem of the moss-rosebud that formed the principal orna- 
ment of the bouquet. 

My dear Httle girl," tinkled the fidry. "why to 
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cruel ? Can you not let me rest upon your 
a short time ? " 

Mary gazed upon her visitor with amaxemeat, 
softened into admiration, as she noticed her 
tures, her long auburn hair crowned with i 
ffowers that sparkled like diamonds, and tfaa 
brightness of her flowing robe. The Airy bun* into a 
peal of gentle laughter; and Mary, recovering from ha* 
stupefhction, looked around, wondering if anjr one sar? 
herself had seen or heard the phenomenon. 

" Ton need not do that," my dear, obaervvd the €bbv, 
** to you only am I sent, and you alone are eooeesoes of 
my presence. Speak without fear," continved tahe, aess- 
ing herself comfortably upon a sprig of myrtle^ ''end teH 
me why you sit here by yourself, with the tears in yov 
eyes. 

" Because I am an orphan," replied Mary, '* aad m 
one in all this large room cares whether I am ha^py cr 
not." 

" Do you care for any one's happiness ? " 

Mary opened wide her eyea, Md begged the ttarj to 
repeat her question. 

'* Are you less selfish than they ? Do yosi try to nakse 
any one happier?" 

" No-o, certainly not," said the little giil» neditetiiif . 
"But then," added she, "I could not do anything for 
any one. Nobody thinks it of any importance what a 
child like me does. Besides, it appears to me that aU 
here are as happy as they can be." 

" You think so," said the fairy. " Now behold.** And 
springing from her seat with an agility that left the 
myrtle sprig swinging like a pendulum, she drew forth 
from a small pocket in the skirt of her robe a tiny smeO- 
ing bottle, cut from a Mugle ruby, wfaidi diffesed aitKmd 
it a most delightful fragrance. 

"You are not going to leave me," cried Mary as the 
fairy onco more shrouded herself in vspoor and akmly 
floated away towards the ceiling. 

*' Fear not," tinkled the silvery voiee ; and in another 
moment the orphan beheld her beautiful visitor perched 
upon one of the branches of the magnificent chandelitf 
in the middle oC the room. She held the roby amelluig- 
bottle above the heads of tho dancers ; sand as its pecnliar 
odour gradually filled the apartment, a singular alteration 
passed over the countenances of those who inhaled it. 

Smiles changed into frowns or sneers; eyes befors 
sparkling with forced merrriment were now suffused with 
tears; the envious displayed their malice, the vain openly 
appealed to their parents and acquaintances for admire 
tion, the disappointed loudly lamented their mortifica- 
tions, the rudely disposed threw off their temponiT 
restraint. Save a few little boys and girls, too young 
and too innocent for dissimulation, all wove a changed 
aspect. Happy those who had no reason to be ashaned 
of their feelings amid this universal revelation of die resi 
condition of the heart and temper. At length, under the 
influence of the magic smelling-bottle, a young girl seated 
in a remote comer of the room, and whom Mary had not 
before observed, began to weep and sob bitterly. 

" No one notices me," she cried. " No one asks me 
to dance," and here I sit the whole evening trying not 
to look vexed when I see one and another of my neigh- 
bours led out by nice partners, whUe I am toteUy ne- 
glected. And I had this new frock made on porpese 
to come in, and mamma says I look so genteel in it 
And I am sure I can dance as well as most people. 
What will they think at home, when I tell them that I 
have never been asked to dance once during the whols 
evemng?" 

Mary looked pityingly upon the young girl, while two 
others who sat near b^n to speak rerj unkhidly. 

" How foolish of Miss Avery to display her feelings m 
that way t" said one. "'Everybody knows why no one 
will dance with her. Her fittther is a loir man vHio his 
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ri}f At* all his money in trade. I wonder why Mrs. Dude 

invited btf." 

" BecauM«" said the other^ " Mrs. Dude ia not very 
particular. She likes people that hare plenty of money, 
no matter where it comes from. But I would as soon 
■peak to— to— our music-master's daughter as to that 

girt." 

The whole room heard this dialogue, for the young 
ladies were impelled by the fauy soent-bottle to utter 
their thoughts as loudly as if they had been in their own 
apartment at home. The object of their scorn was 
almost overwhelmed by shame and mortification. 

"Act as your feelings prompt you/' tinkled the 
silvery voice in Mary's ear, as the speaker nestled 
herself into the middle of the little girl's bouquet. 
The guests resumed their well-bred masks, and all 
evidence of anything unusual had disappeared, when 
Mary boldly crossed the room, and seated herself beside 
Jessie Avery. 

" You look very lonely," she said to the poor girl. 
*' Should you like to dance ? Let us join the set that is 
now forming." 

Miss Avery looked at her with a grateful smile. *' 1 
do not remember having noticed you before," she said. 
" Are you one of the visitors, ur do you belong to the 
iamUy ? " 

" I am Mrs. Dude's niece," answered Mary, "and I 
live with her." 
" Always ?" 

" Yea, always, since my dear father and mother died." 
And a tear glistened in her eye. " But we shall be too late 
for the qiudrille," exclaimed she, recovering herself. 
" Xiet me see^ where can I place this predous bouquet 
in safety ? " 

"Behind that vase," tinkled the fairy's voice. "I 
will take care of it. But let me breathe on you before 
you go. There. Be amiable and unselfish, and you 
will no longer remain unnoticed." 

As the perfumed breath of the fairy passed over the 
young girFs brow, the traces of sorrow which had lin- 
gered Uiere disappeared, and her face beamed with 
youthful happiness. Her eyes grew bright and her 
cheeks assumed a rosier hue ; her hair recovered from 
its limp heaviness and waved in graceful curls. With a 
lighter heart than she had carried since her residence in 
the cold atmosphere of a rich relation's home, she joined 
in the danoo ; and entirely forgetting herself endeavoured 
to raise the spirits of her companion. Her efforts suc- 
ceeded perfectly ; and Jesde was dandng with as much 
ease and animation as any of the guests* when she un- 
fortunately slipped on the polished boards, and fell, drag- 
ging her partner with her, and totally disarranging t^ 
quadrille. 

When the two girls were raised from the floor, it was 
discovered that an extensive rent had been made in 
Mary's dress, the beautiful lace flounce of which was all 
in tatters. She was much disconcerted, for she knew 
that her aunt would be exceedingly displeased, and 
would contrive to throw all the blame upon her. But a 
gentle tinkling sounded in her ear, bidding her make 
light of the matter for poor Jessie's sake ; and when, as 
the vapourous appearance floated away again, she turned 
and beheld her partner covered with blushes, and the 
malicious Miss Dawsons pointing her out to the ridicule 
of thdr friends, and enjoying a laugh at her expense, she 
took the mortified girl's hand in hers, and begged her to 
think no more about it. 

Mary's good-nature and self-control had not passed 
unnotioed, and many of the party began to think her ex- 
ceedingly pretty, and to wonder that they had not 
remarked her before. But seeing that Jessie could not 
recover her self-possession, she resisted all importunities 
to dance again ; and resuming her bouquet by the way, 
led her companion to a small inner room, where a table 



was covered with books and engravings for those who 
did not choose to join the quadrilles. 

Miss Avery was soon intent on a beautiful Annual, 
and the fairy emerging from the blossoms under which 
she had remained concealed, settled herself comfortably 
in the lap of the moss rose-bud, which the heat of the 
room had expanded into a half-blown rose. 

"Well, my dear," said she to Mary, "do you stUl 
feel so useless and sorrowful as in the early part of the 
evening ? " 

" No," answered Mary, " I see things in a very differ- 
ent light now. " 

" Are you convinced that no one is so huuble as to be 
without a place or a duty among his fellows ? Do you 
perceive that all can do something, that the most insig- 
nificant being in the world can render his ndghbour hap- 
pier, and thereby ensure his own happiness?" 

" Yes, I beHeve aU this." 

" You cannot all work miracles nor change the condi- 
tion of kingdoms. But if each would honestly and ear- 
nestly do what feU to his share, according to his ability, 
seizing every opportunity of serving another, the smallest, 
weakest boy or girl would be surprised to find how 
much he could accomplish, how necessary he might ren- 
der himself to those around him. You cannot see the 
remote consequences of your kindness to poor Miss 
Avery this evening, but I am gifted to behold them, and 
upon the word of a fairy, you will never repent the 
notice you have bestowed upon her. Love all around 
thee, my dear little girl, and orphaned and friendless as 
thou seemest to be, thou shalt meet in the desert with 
loving hearts, who shall yield thee a rich return." 

As these last words tinkled in Msry's ears, the fairy 
enveloped herself in her chariot-doud, and was floating 
towards the gilded ceiling ere Mary could utter a word of 
entreaty or farewell. The orphan stretched out her arms 
as if to arrest the flight of her beautiful friend ; but the 
latter waved her tiny hand, and disappeared, as she had 
arrived, amid a burst of harmony from the orchestra 
below. 

He******* 

Mary was roused from the reverie into which she had 
fallen by the voice of Jessie Avery, who had exhausted 
the contents of the annuals and books of engravings. 

" My dear Miss Jamieson." she said, " have you been 
asleep ? I have spoken to you several times and could 
not make you hear." 

" Oh no 1 " replied Mary with a sigh, for she was still 
regretting her little visitor. She looked at her bouquet^ 
in the midst of which something glittered in the rays of 
the waxen tapers. It was the ruby smelling-bottle, 
which had dropped fix>m the fairy's robes as she ascended, 
and now lay in the snowy cup of a myrtle blossom like a 
drop of crimson dew. 

" Oh 1" exclaimed Jessy, coming to her side, " what a 
tiny beautiful thing !" 

" I have just found it in my bouquet," Mary replied, 
not liking to say more ; for she knew that Jessie would 
not easUy credit the wonderful tale she had to tell. " I 
believe it is a little bottle made of a ruby; and look; 
what a tiny stopper ! " 

The two young girls tried to extract the stopper, but 
fortunately could not succeed in doing so ; for it only 
properly belongs to a fairy to produce marvels, and com- 
pel people to speak without their wills. When Jessie 
had returned home with her papa, who came for her at 
an early hour, Mary ascended to her own little room, 
and carafully depodted her treasure along vrith the bou- 
quet in a small rosewood box of whidi sIm kept the key. 
The bouquet faded, yet marvellous to relate, the heart 
of the half-blown rose retained its hue and firagranoe; 
and after the lapse of years its rosy petab were just aa 
soft and fresh, as in the hour when the fairy redined 
upon them as upon the cushion of an easy chair. 
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NOTES ON THE MONTHS. 

THK COMING OF SPRING — APRIL. 

Again the Spring, shedding soft dews from her ethereal 
wings, sweeps over the earth, once more made beautiful. 
The skirts of the departing winter have disappeared, and 
•faready in fancj we feel the warm breath of summer 
in oar iisce. Tlie earth is putting on her garment of 
green; the meadows are thick with the bright young 
grass — ^that perfect mark of the beautiful season; the 
trees, the bushes, and the hedgerows, are spreading out 
their crisp fans of foliage; buds are leaping into flowers, 
which start up along the foot-paths, to beautify the feet 
of the wayfarer; and colours, gay and brilliant, every- 
where come out from the winter chambers, in which they 
have been sleeping, towards the glad light of the sun, 
which looks down upon them from a sky of blue, 
wooing them forth to meet him. 

The mornings are now clear, fresh, and joyous. Night 
melts suddenly into day, and the stars wane gladly 
before the light of the sun, as he comes dancing up the 
east, driying the fleecy clouds before him; all things 
aeoning to rejoice in the innocent brightness of the new- 
bom day. ^d towards evening, as the sun goes down, 
and the glowing clouds linger about his setting, — when 
the day's purple eye is closing with the flowers of the 
spring, — and the God-built sky, rising like a mighty 
dome» is sparkling with its millions of stars — the gems 
set by the Creator in the hour of night ; then does a 
silence seem to steal over the earth — a slumber so pro- 
found, so deep, so vast, that — 

*' Even the motion of an Bngel't wing 
Would interrupt the interne tranquillity 
Of ailent hills » and more than silent sky." 

The great charm of Spring is in its sunshine — whether as 
glinting down through the branches of lofty trees, whose 
leaves are still young and fresh, or peeping into the cool 
grots and caverns of the earth, or creeping in at latticed 
windows through a framework of roses and drooping 
woodlrine, or throwing its long line of beams upon the 
waters, making them to dance and sparkle witli delight, 
or shedding its magical radiance over hill and dale, over 
stream and meadow, which drink in the pure flood of 
li|^t. Beautiful sunshine 1 we can feel it as it beams 
upon us, and shines along our path. The lark flies up in 
in the early mom to hail it, and makes the heavens ring 
with her carol. It lays its glorious pencil on the mea- 
dows, and straightway primroses and ladysmocks, colum- 
bines and red peonies, violets and buttercups, come out to 
gild the season with their beauty. Even the April 
shower cannot pass without reading its beautiful lesson 
to us frtim the douds. How finely does that trae lover 
of nature, Leigh Hunt, remark — ^that there is a moral 
as well as a material beauty in colour, an inherent glad- 
ness, an intention on the part of nature to share with us 
ft pleasure felt by herself. Colourt art the smileM of 
mUure. When they are extremely smiling, and break 
forth into other beauty besides, they are her laughs, as 
ia the flowers. 

The mind of man is, in spring, more than at any other 
Mason, disposed to be gay and happy. The heart leaps 
with joy at the beautiful aspect of nature. The sense of 
joy passes into the soul at every inlet of feeling. Man 
can no longer be sad : to be so, would be out of harmony 
with nature — like a mourner at a marriage festival. 
Spring brings youthful and pleasant associations with 
it — iDAkos us to feel young, and live our early thoughts 
over again ; and the same spirit lives throughout universal 
nature ; it turns all creation to love — love, the universal 
feeling. To see the buds and leaves come forth, like 
light into the world — to hear the small birds singing to 
their happy mates — to watch the curling smoke rising up 
frvm a far-off valley — ^to view the gnats, thin dancers on 
the air, tripping it on a merry sunbeam— to admire the i 



silver-tipped douda as they float along in. flie 
axure — to walk along some secluded field-path or gne 
lane, decked with primroses and wild flower?, start^ 
the hare from her seat, and the partridge from her nes 
what can be more dc^htful than audi occapatkie* « 
leisure at this season, trivial though they maj ^<T«r 
to be. 

Now do troops of little children in the oountry heni 
themselves to the fields, and gather dairies and priiiim?x 
the elders filling their baskets to prepare tlie o^,- 
fashioned cowslip wine. Now do the follorwera cf Ik 
Walton drag out their fishing-rods, baskets, and »c- 
fit>m the doset, and dress up " killing^* Hies, in prepa- 
ration for the first fine morning following a afaower - 
rain. Now do the lovers of country in towns beth:£k 
themselves of a pic-nie in the woods, and the omuK^t:^ 
or car is bespoken for the first fine day. Bat» ah, fictk 
April ! a shower of rain or sleet, following theve brirt- 
sunshiny days, damps their hopes, and forbids their to 
sanguine expectations. April resembles the UrrcF — toe 
tears succeed the smiles, the clouds the snudnne. ia 
rapid alternation. But the rain passes, the wrjnd abtfe«. 
the rainbow spans the heavens, and spring ia in all her 
beauty again. 

The burds are now hsi returning from wanner dirae* 
to their summer-home in Engluid. The awallow xt* 
twittering in the eave?, or skims the river and the Mke in 
the evening, catching its food, or picking np from the 
banks the bits of clay and straw with which it builds its 
wonderful nest. The cuckoo now makes the woods 
resound with his notes; and the yellow wag-tall, ti» 
redstart, white-throat, wry-neck, and black-cap, have 
all returned. The blackbird's mellow, flute-like vmre 
rings in the covert. Who so gay as the hu-k now, whirk 
springs up to the heavens, singing its lore and joy with 
full-throated melody ? The less musical rook caws awsT 
among the lofty trees, on the topmost boughs €f which 
it builds its nest. The wren is busy forming its house 
in the stump of a decayed tree ; the sparrow is already 
laying her eggs in her nest, which she has constncted in 
the thickest part of a high hedge ; the bittern tits in ber 
seat among thick reeds and rushes ; the owl fies snug in 
the hollow of a ruined wall; wUle the linnet, a true 
lover of nature, has found a retreat in the midst of a 
snug green copse. 

Gaudy butterflies begin to appear, and ezdte the 
chase of the happy children, who thus begin the sport of 
life. Flowers are blooming everywhere, in the gvr. 
den, in the fields, on the waters. Tike water-hen sails 
about among primrose-coloured water-flags, and water- 
lilies in clusters, almost buried amid their large, shield- 
shaped leaves. Early and late is the cottage gardener at 
work among his flower-beds and his kitchen stuflls. He 
watches the growth of his star of Bethlehem, lady- 
smock, and virgin's bower, with an almost paternal soh- 
citude. He boasts of his violets and narcissuses, praises 
his anemones and lady's slippers, as if they were port of 
his family. He has an eye too, to " the substantials." 
He watches the blossoming of the fruit tree^ and gets in 
his cabbages, peas, and early potatoes. His soul is full 
of hope, he labours with joy, for the prospect of another 
abundant harvest is before him. 

The spring has in it a power, more than perhaps any 
other season, of attracting man from the mere material 
earth, to rise up to the enjoyment of the spiritual beautv 
in which the earth has been created. We feel a longing 
to be away from the stir and fret of the busy w^d. 
There is a thirst to be among the fidd-paths, a wish to 
have the wings of the bird to fly hr away from the fever- 
ish hum of the dty, to find refreshment with nature ia 
the silent woods, and under the shade of green and over 
arching trees, to muse and meditate till the spirit of 
peace and love flows into our soul like a gale from 
Heaven. Away, away, ye pent-up denixens of crowded 
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cities 1 Go oat aoiong the spring liaimts, and see how 
the earth and the sky are now holding jnbilee. There 
Tou will observe the evidences ot the perpetual youth and 
beauty of creation ; your hearts will be awakened to a 
sense of deep joy, and your minds influenced for years 
to come by a holy communion with nature. 



THB POBnCALLY MIBKaABLB. 

Bead their lugubrious ditties, and you would think that 
Ufe had utterly lost all charms for them before they hare 
crossed its tlueshold. The cause of such overwhelm- 
ing despondency it is in vain to discover; for none of 
them have the pluck, like Byron, to commit imaginary 
crimes, or to represent themselves as racked with re- 
morse for murders which they never perpetrated. If one 
of them would broadly accuse himself of having run his 
man through the vitals — of having, in an experimental 
fit, plucked up a rail, and so caused a terrific accident — 
or of having done some other deed of unreasonable turpi- 
tude and atrocity, we could understand what the fellow 
meant by his excessively unmirthful monologues. But 
we are not indulged with any foil-flavoured fictions of 
the kind. On the contrary, our bards affect the purity 
and innocence of the dove. They shrink from naughty 
phrases with instinctive horror — have an idea that the 
mildest kind of flirtation involves a deviation from virtue j 
and, in their more savage moments of wrath, none of 
them would injure a fly. How, then, can we account 
for that unhappy mist which floats between them and the 
azure heaven, so heavily as to cloud the whole tenor of 
their existence ? What makes them maunder so inces- 
santly about gloom, and graves, and misery ? Why 
confine themselves everlastingly to apple -blossoms, 
whereof the product in autumn will not amount to a 
single Ribston pipjHu ? What has society done to them, 
or what can they possibly have done to society, that the 
future tenor of their span must be one of unmitigated 
woe ? We rather suspect, that most of the poets would 
be puzzled to give satisfactory answers to such queries. 
They might, indeed, reply, that misery is the heritage of 
genius ; but that, we apprehend, would be arguing upon 
false premises, for we can discover very little genius to 
vindicate the existence of so vast a quantity of woe. We 
hope, for the sake of human nature, that the whole thing 
is a humbug ; nay we have not the least doubt of it ; for 
the experience of a good many years has convinced us, 
that a young poet in print is a very different person from 
the actual existing bard. The former has nerves of 
gossamer, and states that he is suckled with dew ; the 
latter is generally a fellow of his inches, and has no in- 
superable objection to gin and water. In the one capacity, 
he feebly implores an early death ; in the other, he shouts 
for broiled Iddneys long after midnight, when he ought 
to be snoring in his truckle. — Prqfeuor Wiiton. 

CULTTVATION 09 ACCOlfPLISBHBNTS. 

More large and general cultivation of music, of the fine 
arts, of manly and graceful exercises, of various minor 
branches of science and natural philosophy, will, I am 
persuaded, enhance greatly the pleasure of society, and 
mainly in this, that it will fill up that want of something 
to do besides talking, which is so grievously felt at pre- 
sent. A group of children, with their nursery chairs as 
playthings, are often able to make a better, pleasanter 
evening of it than an assembly of fine people in London, 
where nobody has anything to do, where nothing is going 
on but rapid conversation, where the ladies dare not move 
freely about, and where a good chorus, a childish game, 
or even the liberty to work or read, would be a perfect 
godsend to the whole assembly. This, however, is but 
a very soiall part of the advantage and aid to the art of 
living which would flow frt>m a greatly widened basis of 
education in accomplishments, and what are now deemed 
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minor studies. I am persuaded that the whole of life 
would be beautified and vivified by them ; and one great 
advantage which I do not fear to repeat, is, that from this 
variety of cultivation various excellences would be de- 
veloped, in persons whose natures, not being suitable for 
the few things cultivated and rewarded at plresent, are 
thick with thorns and briars, and present the appearance 
of waste land ; whereas if sown with the fit seed, and 
tended in a proper manner, they would come into some 
sort of cultivation, which would bring forth something 
good, perhaps something which is excellent of its kin<). 
Such people who now lie sunk in self-disrespect, would 
become useful, or ornamental, and therefore genial $ they 
would be an assistance to society instead of a weight upon 
it. — Friendt in CouncU, 

BZPANDIKO THE CBB8T. 

Those in wealthy drcumstanoes, or who pursue seden- 
tary employments within doors, generally use their lungs 
but very little, — ^breathe but very little air into the cheet ; 
and thus, independently of positions, contract a wretch- 
edly narrow, small chest, and lay the foundation for the 
loss of health and beauty. All this can be perfectly 
obviated by a little attention to the manner of breathing. 
Recollect, the lungs are like a bladder in their structure, 
and can be stretched open to double their ordinary size, 
with perfect safety, giving a noble chest, and a perfect 
immunity from consumption. The agent, and the only 
agent required, is the common air we breathe, supposing 
however, that no obstacle exists, external to the chest, 
such as ladng, or tying it around with stays, or tight 
dress, or have shoulder-straps upon it. On rising ft^m 
the bed in the morning, place yourself in an erect pos- 
ture, your head thrown back, and shoulders entirely off 
the chest ; now inhale or suck in all the air you am, so 
as to fill the chest to the very bottom of it, so as no more 
air can be got in ; now hold your breath, and throw your 
arms off behind, holding in your breath as long as pos- 
sible. Repeat these long breaths as many times as you 
please; when done in a cold room it is much better, because 
the air is much denber, and will act much more power- 
fully in expanding the chest. Kxercise the chest in this 
manner, it will become very flexible and expansible, and 
will enlarge the capacity and size of the lungs. — Common 
School Advocate. 

MORAL CHARACTER. 

There is nothing which adds so much to the beauty 
and power of man, as a good moral character. It is his 
wealth — his influence — his life. It dignifies him in 
every station, exalts him in every condition, and glorifies 
him at every period of life. Such a character is more to 
be desired than everything else on earth. It makes a 
man free and independent. No servile tool — ^no crouch- 
ing sycophant — no treacherous honour-seeker ever bore 
such a character. The pure joys of truth and righteous- 
' ness never spring in such a person. If young men but 
knew how much a good character would dignify and 
exalt them, now glorious it would make their prospects, 
even in this life ; never should we find them yielding to 
the grovelling and base-bom purposes of human nature. 

STARTING IN THE WORLD. 

Many an unwise parent labours hard and lives spa- 
ringly all his life for the purpose of leaving enough to 
give his children a start in the world, as it is cadled. 
Setting a young man afloat with money left him by his 
relatives is like tying bladders under the arms of one 
who cannot swim ; ten chances to one he will lose his 
bladders and go to the bottom. Teach him to swim, and 
he will never need the bladders. Give your child a sound 
education, and you have done enough for him. See to 
it that his morals are pure, his mind cultivated, and his 
whole nature made subservient to laws which govern 
man, and you have given what will be of more value than 
the wealth of the Indies. 
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THE SAILOR BOY'S GOSSIP. 

You nj, dear Mamma, it is good to ba talking 
With those who will kindly endeaTour to teach, 

And I think I haive leant iomething while I was waQung 
Ahmg with the laUor boy down on the beach. 

He told me of lands where he soon will be gobig. 
Where haaming'birda ■caioely are bigger than bees, 

Where the mace and the nntmeg together are growing, 
And cinnamon formeth the bark of the trees. 

He told me that islands &r out in the ocean 
Are mountains of coral that insects haTe made, 

And I freely confess I bad hardly a notion 
That insects could work in the way that he said. 

He spoke of wide deserts where sand-ckrods are flying, 
No shade for the brow, and no grass for the flset ; 

Where camels and travellers (rften tie dying, 
Gasping for water and aoorching with heat. 

He told me of places away in the Vast, 
Where topas, and ruby, and sapphLe are found j 

Where you nerer are safe from the snake and the beast. 
For the serpent, the tiger, and jackal abound. 

Be dedarad he had gaaed on a very High mountain, 
Spurting out Tolumes of sulphur and smoke. 

That bums day and night like a fiery fountain. 
Pouring forth ashes that blacken and choke. 

I thought our own Thames was a very great strsam. 
With its water so fresh and its current so strong ; 

But how tiny our largest of riven must seem 
To those he has sailed on, three thousand miles long 1 

He spoke, dear Mamma, of so many strange places 
With people who neither have cities nor kings, 

Who wear skins on their shoulders and paint on fheir faces, 
And Uto on the opmls whidi their hunting-field brings. 

He told me of waters, whose wonderful fslling 
Sends clouds of white foam and a thundering sound, 

With a voice that for ercr is loud and appalling, 
4jid roars like a lion for many leagues roundi 

Oh I X long, dear Mamma, to learn more of these stories 
From books that are written to please and to teach ; 

And I with I could see half the curious glories 
The sailor boy told me of down on the beach. 

Eliza Cook. 



ENGLISH LANDSCAPK. 

Hie dimato of England is the finest in the world for a 
landscape painter. We do not want the blue skies of 
Italy, or their bright burning sun, glaring over every- 
thing, causing distraction to the mind and eye. What 
we want we have in perfection — ^an atmosphere with 
doads and storms, and sunshine lighting up one object, 
whilst others are in shade. Onr country furnishes most 
romantic scenes, rocks and waterfalls, glens and moun- 
tains. The banks df our sparkling streams and andent 
rivers are the homes of the white-lMifed willow and dark- 
fotiaged aider ; on our rocky hills grow the fir and loftier 
pine ; in our old village churchyards are still found the 
oedar and tbe yew ; our old mansions are approached by 
avenues of chestnuts and sycamores; we have the twisted 
thorn, the stately elm ; that lovely Venus of trees, the 
towering ash ; tbe spreading beech ; the Hercules of the 
forest, the " unwedgeable and gnarled oak ;" with a host 
of others, too numerous to name— all studies for the 
painter, and ornamental to our country. 



DIAMOND DUST. 

Mbn only resemble eadi other when sophisticaled b; 
sordid or fiuhionable life; whatever is natnnS miaatsli 
variety. 

What maintains one vice would bring up two chilidia. 

A KOBLB heart, like the sun, ahows its greatest ckss* 
tenance in its lowest estate. 

Talent is an eye-sore to tyranny. In weakxiea 
tyranny fears it as a power; in power, it hates it hi 

liberty. 

The merit of our actions consists not in dobg extv 
ordinary actions, but in doing ordinary actions extnonS- 
narily well. 

Wherb danger is, firmness will find its rigbtfiil stilioBj 
and while men singly fear, they ceaae to feel jealnar. 

Tbebb is a refinement which even wit and knovb^ 
of the world cannot teach their votaries, who often vo8&f 
the heart without violating perfect politeness. 

Man feels himself so perishable that he bows be£» 
tbe presence of immutability. 

Wb do not arrive at the snblime by degrees, foria&uts 
distances separate it even firom the beentifnL 

SoMB desire is necessary to keep life in motioa, sad he 
whose real wants are supplied must admit those of hacj. 

Civilization — ^A consolatory progression, which oi^t 
to make us proud of the present, and to inspire o with 
confidence in the future. 

The fate of a man of genius and feeling is like ibat of 
a tuft of fiowers ; as an ornament, he may meant npaa 
the head of all, or go to decay in the wilderness. 

H08PITALITT is commanded to be exercised eveo to- 
wards an enemy when he oometh to thine house. Tbe 
tree doth not withdraw its shade even firom the wood- 
cutter. 

Labgb minds are rarely quick. 

The world is more apt to reward sppeaFsnces than 
deserts. 

In jealousy there is more love of teifihan of any oce 
else. 

It is an old saying, that " self-praise is oSennve." In 
regard to the breath of calumny, the public nose appears 
to be less delicate. 

Words are sometimes sigivi of ideas, and sometiinss of 
the want of them. 

Thbre was some philosophy in the hen-pecked hnt- 
band, who, being asked why he had placed bi msetf w 
completely under the government of his wifp, answered, 
'* To avoid the worse shivery of being under my own.' 

The public character of a man is the tinsel worn at 
Court ; bis private character is the service of gold kei't •> 
his banker's. 

Leaves seem light, and useless, and idle, and waver- 
ing, and changeable — they even dance; yet God htf 
made them part of the oak. In so doing. He has gi^ 
us a lesson, not to deny the stout-heartedness withiot 
because we see the lightsomeness without. 

Mock not the stranger guest, for thou knowest not wko 
be may be. 

Trials are moral ballast that often prevent out cb^ 
sizing. 

Poetry is to philosophy what the Sabbath is to tbs 
rest of the week. 

Glitter is the refuge of the mean. 

Printed and Published for the Proprietor, by Joan Owkk Cu^' 
(of No. g, Hemingford Terrace, East, in die Parish of ^^JSS! 
Islington, in tbe Ck)untT of AliddlcMz) at bis Printing O^S 
No. 3, Raquet Court, Fleet Street, in the Pariah of SC. W^ 
in the City of London, Saturday, April 0. 1860. 






SATURDAY, APRIL 13, 1950. 



[Prick iK 



MAKING THE WORST OP ITl 

WsiLK then li one wajr of making the beat of life, theni 
isetso motherwey of mailing the wont of it. We are 
bappf, or the contraij, Tery much u re ouiwlTes desire. 
It depnids chiefly aa our owa temper and ditposilion, 
whetlier we entract joy or misery from eiisteoco. Tbere 
it a habit af being happy, as there it a habit of beiog nn- 
bappy i and the habit may be cultivated either ^ay, like 
orery other. We can bring the power of the will to bear 
upon it, >o that life may be made cdlher a path of flowen 
or B bed of thorn*. There are ilmys two ridei of life at 
nbich we can look — the bright and the shady — aod it de- 
pends on onnelves mainly it which side ws shall look. 
'While there are some happy natnrea which gee the sunny 
' Vde of all things — eitract consolation front sorrow, 
gather strength from adtersity, and can smile even 
through their tears — there are others who see only the 
dood, but never its ailver lining— who moke even joy a 
tad afiir, converting gladness into poison, and caosing 
existence to be a very bitter thing to all who arc near and 
about them. It is the temper and disposition which does 
it alL A sweet temper and a happy dispoution is one of 
the most beautifol and lovable things in nature. It 
apresds gladneu around it ; and infects, with its genial 
iaOnonce, all within its reach. Mental qaalilies are cer- 
tainly ^admirable gUte in domestic life ; bnt while they 
may daule and delight, they will not eicite love and 
aflection to any thing like the same extent ai a warm and 
happy heart. They do not wcnr hair ao well, and da not 
please half ao much. And yet how little pains are gene- 
rally taken to cultivate the beautiful quaUty of good , 
temper and happy disposition! And how often is a life, 
which otherwise might have bceti blcisei:', C]ubittcrcd 
and soured by the encouragement of jiocviah and 
fretful habita, so totally dcslruclivo of everything like 
Bodal and domestio comfort ! How often bave we ' 
seen both men and women set themsckcs round as if 
with bristles, so that no one dared in approach them . 
without the fear of being pricked. For want of a little 
occMional command over one's temper, an amount of 
misery is occasioned in society which is positively fright- 
ful. Thus is enjoyment turned into bittcmess, and life 
becomes like a journey, barcfoated atnonget pricklea, 
thorns, and briars. 



Arthur Vining was a young man of good prospecti in 
life, well-connected, well-educated, and profitably em- 
ployed in a prosperous commercial concern. He was of 
social habita, fond of pleasure, like all young natures, and 
enjoyed life with a relish. He was intelligent too, and 
disposed to employ a portion of his leisure hourt in the 
cultivation of hia mind, aud in reading booka of rather a IB- 
perior order ; he even ocrauionally contributed papan 
and lectures to the Klecbanics' Institute, of his neighbour- 
hood. On the whole, he seemed to have in him the ele- 
ments of a aonnd manly character, bating hii want of 
decision and firmneai of purpose j for he too often gave 
way to impulse, on which he acted, rather than on rale 
and prindple. < 

At twenty-one, Arthur fell in love with a pretty face 
at a ball — flirted with it, dsnced with it, and went home 
to dream about !t. Ah, Arthur ! take care ! But no^ 
how few think of caution in such matters ? Waa not 
Fanny beautiful, charming, artless, graceful, and an ex- 
quiute dancer? Arthur did not reflect that grace in the 
danee, however attractive in its place, is a matter of but 
small moment in the business of home life; and lliot 
pretty features, though delightfulty attractive at first, be- 
come tiresome and monotonous, unless they have 
a cheerful disposition and a hnppy nature to keep them 
in play. In short, Arthur f<;ll in love, as young men da, 
without any serious thought ; bo give himself up to hii 
impulse — wrote sonnets to the pretty face, courted it, 
proposed to it, wnc accepted by it, and Hnally married It. 
Then Arthur took the pretty face home, and began to 
know something more about it. 

Itis aserious stcpthlsof marriage, after all. Oncetaken 
there is no looking back. Tlio irrevocable pledge ha* 
been given: the knot cannot be untied. If a mistake 
his been made, the cnnsequcncca of the mistake tell upon 
(.he rnliro artcr-Iifc. But if the lover bos wisely wed,and 
the union be one of heart, soul, and intelligence, as well 
as of passion, then is life mode happy indeed— its march 



I purposes are b 



I conaecraled 



and blessed. In such a 



:, marriage is 



There is a current maxim among us that marriage tl 
'a lottery." Weill it may boto, if we abjure Ilia («ach- 



370 



BLIZA CX)OK'8 JOURNAL. 



iiigs of pradencfr— if we refuse to examine, inquire, and 
tiiink — if we are content to choose a husband or a wife, 
with leas reflection than we bestow upon the hiring of a 
servant, whom we can discharge any day — ^if we merely 
i^ard attractions of face, of form, or of purse, and give 
way to temporary impulse or to greedy avarice — then in 
such cases, marriage does resemble a lottery, in which 
you may draw a prize, though there are a hundred chances 
to one that you only draw a blank. But we seriously 
deny that marriage has any necessary resemblance to a 
lottery. When girls are taught wisely how to love, and 
what qualities to esteem in a companion for life, instead 
of being left to gather their stock of information on the 
subject from the fictitious and generally false personations 
given to them in novels ; and when young men accustom 
themselves to think of the virtues, graoea» and solid 
aequireraents requisite in a wife, with whom they are to 
spend their daysj and on whose temper and good sense 
the whole happiness of their home is to depend, then 
will it be found that there is very little of the " lottery " in 
marriafe, and that» like any concern of business or of 
liftif the man or woman who judges and acts wisely, with 
proper foresight and discrimination, will reap the almost 
certain consequences in a happy and prosperous future. 
True, mistakes may be, and will be made, as in all things 
human, but nothing lUce the grievous mistake of those 
who stake their happiness on the venture of a lottery. 

B«t we return to our hero, and the pretty face which is 
now his wife. Beautiful and happy, all strewn with 
flowers and sweet endearments^ were the first four 
months of marriage. The charm of novelty was delight- 
fbl— the pair cooed like ring-doves — ^they could scarcely 
ooQoeal their fond endearmenta from tiie friend^ who 
dropped in to pay their visits of congratulation to the 
happy couple. " Give them time," said a grim old bache- 
lor, "we shall see less of that when they have discovered 
that they are tied." But all this passed by, the honey- 
moon was over, and the couple were left to their own 
means and resources. 

Most young married people require some time to settle 
quietly down together ; even those whose married life is 
the happiest, reach repose and peace through a period of 
little struggles and bewilderments. The husband does 
not all at once find his place, nor the wife hers. One of 
the very happiest women we know has told us, that the 
first year of her married life was the most uncomfortable 
of all. She had so much to learn — was so fearful of 
doing wrong — had not yet found her proper position. 
But, feeling their way, kind and loving natures have no 
difficulty in at last settling down comfortably and peace- 
ftiUy together. It was not so with our Arthur and his 
pretty wife. Both had entered upon this new life with 
exaggerated expectations of its unalloyed happiness ; 
they could not make allowances for the lover subsiding 
into the husband and the wife ; they were not prepared 
for the little ruffles and frettings of individual temper, and 
soon both felt disappointed. There was a relaxation in 
those little attentions and civilities which are so charming 
to lovers. Arthur saw his pretty wife descend to breakfast 
one morning in less tidy array than formerly. Fanny saw 
that her husband displayed less alacrity than before in 
running to her aid, to lift ^ dropt article, to hand the tea- 
kettle, and so on. Fretting arises from very trivial 
causes, unless we are prepared to make due allowances 
for them. Famiy was very fearful of those symptoms. 
"Arthur" she would say, " you do not lovo me as you 
used to do." " Nonsense," he would answer, " I love you 
dearly ; but you know we must each learn to help our- 
selves in small matters ; let us be ready to help each 
other in serious ones." " Small matters I And am I 
not to have ordinary dvility and attention?" "Come 
now, love, don't be fretted I I will try and do all that's 
right to please yon." And then he kissed the pouting 
lips into good humour. 



But these little firettings returned again and again, q 
they were remembered. If Arthur did not come in asi 
at the hour he said he would, he found his pretty ^' i 
tears when he did come. " Oh ! Arthur, how nu«tr.j 
you have made me ! Why did not you o>me skz::.] 
you said you would?" "I could not come s ..) 
dearest, business detained me, and I would be [n 
pleased if you received me dieerlully when 1 do &? . 
" Oh 1 how cruel, Arthur ; is that all your feeling ? ' i;^ 
there was another flow of tears. 

One day the husband came in dripping, and vv \ 
daring as to rub his feet on the room-mat. His p:\ 
wife could not stand this. " Oh ! nasty — for £bM 
Why don't you rub your feet on the door-mat?'' "i 
I did !" Well, but see how you have dirtiai *:J 
with your great wet feetl " " Weill is not iti&«i 
clean feet upon ? " " Not great wet feet such aj tb>^: 
" Come! let's have dinner then !" He was proT.kf^^ 
her abrupt assault, and she at his indilTerence, id)A 
grief found vent in tears. 

Tears again 1 There is nothing of which nea gh 
sooner, especiaUy when the tears are about trifles. Toa 
do not in such cases cause sympathy, ,bnt fkr c^ 
repulsion. They breed sourness, both on the om^^ 
and the other. Tears are dangerous weaponj to j^ 
with : were women to try kindness and cbeer^iisd 
instead, how infinitely would their power be inereuti^ 
But our pretty Fanny did not know this; ad U 
husband did not care to tell her. There vere Aciti 
on both sides. 

Such was the state of affidrs at the end of tk id 
year of married life; and things did not improre vitii tli^ 
lapse of time. Arthur began to stop out at night, ia^ 
of coming home to his own fireside. He disliked t^ 
cheerless face of his wife, and her talk of the Ma^ 
quencies and short-comings of servant-maids, bj «M 
she conceived herself to be specially rictimised. Tbt^ 
not unfrequently, Arthur found, sitting at home, foni 
one or more female fikvouritea of his wifti, to whom ^ 
would enlarge at no small length upon her small sorrel 
and her domestic miseries. This was ber Arourite thtmi 
which she embellished with tears as usual. Arthur coiq 
not stand such exhibitions, and fled on the pretence i 
" business appointments." Those busmess appointmeii 
were usually self-imposed, and invented fiofr the occaaiev 
" It was not likely," as his wife said to him one evenioi i\ 
he went out, " that Ae could have buriness at the Toll 
Uead, among those nasty sots, unless his business went* 
drink gin with them, and smoke tobacco, of whicb b 
came in smelling quite horribly." Arthur was off! 

It was a sudden course down«hill. There was no cow 
fort at home — only a succession of petty misery. Tkfl 
was cheerfulness on neither side — no disposition to aon^ 
roodate — to oblige — to synipathize; and love grwlmi< 
subsided on both sides. ** When poverty comes ia ai^ 
door, love flies out at the window," 'tis said. Bat tt^ 
not from poor men'a houses only that love flies. U ^ 
quite as often from the homes of the rich, when there ^ 
a want of loving and cheerful hearts. This little \ici:4 
was snug enough. There was no appearance of v*ut j 
it — the rooms were well furnished--cleanliness pcn»W 
the house — ^the table was well supplied j the ^re buiaj 
bright; and yet there was not cheerfulness. '^ 
wanted the happy faces, radiant with contentment i^J 
good humour. Physical comfort, after all, forms K' * 
small part of the blessings of a happy home. A5 in ^ • 
other concerns of life, it is the moral state which deUt- 
mines the weal or woe of the human condition. 

In the mean time, there were two expenditures 8^^ 
on — one at home and the other abroad. Arthur's it^ 
pulses carried him recklessly on in the career of M^ 
tion he had now entered on. Its attendant e^\>^*^, 
were beyond his means j with drinking came betting ^- 
ganibling, and a disregard for the slow and steady g^i"' '' 
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daily industry. His employers weie not slow to detect 
tho alteration in his habits, and his advancement was 
checked. He saw younger and steadier men put oyer his 
head, and he became negligent. His head confused, and 
his hand unsteady, he made blunders which were detected. 
His discharge followedj and, as times were bad« he foiled 
in obtaining another situation. CSonld he turn himself to 
his home ^f^th any sort of pleasure now ? It was a pur- 
gatory, which he dared scarcely enter. His poor wife 
had now cause for tears ; but her grief excited no sym- 
pathy in his bosom. He had himself been an undutiful 
husband ; had made no allowances himself, but eipected 
all concession to be made from the other side. Had he 
exhibited a due tenderness and regard for the constrained 
and artificially-developed sensitiveness of his wife— had 
he taken the pains to strengthen her character and en- 
courage her in good purposes — to wean het from her 
pettish little miseries by his constant display of cheer- 
fulness, affection, and forbearance, the issue would have 
been very different. But he did none of this. He got tired 
of her, and left her to herself; and his own wreck of 
comfort, position, and prospects, seemed the inevitable 
result. 

But while there was life there wm hope. Arthur had 
now abundant time fbr serious reflection, and there was 
still lingering within him, as there is within every heart, 
however debased, the elements of good. In one of his 
many vacant evenings, little caring whither he wandered, 
he found himself listening to a lecture on the subject of 
Emigration to Australia. The picture presented by the 
lecturer, of a boundless soil, fertile and blooming, but 
unoccupied by man — of the itee life of the squatter and 
herdsman — of the adventure, the enterprise, and the 
prosperity of the colonists' career, fired his mind, and at 
once took possession of his thoughts. He left the meet- 
ing possessed by the idea, and entered his home happier 
and more cheerful than he had done for years before ! 
He woidd turn a new leaf ! He would begin life anew, 
warned by his past failure ; but could he look for the co- 
operation of his wife ? He would try ; and he did try. 
In the depth of her sorrow, the voice of hope, and from 
hhn, was cheering. The woman's heart was soon enlisted, 
and with it the woman's contrivance and tact. The occu- 
pation of mind, which she had so much needed (for there 
was no family to bless their union) was now furnished, 
and Arthur was surprised to find qualities in his wife, of 
which be had never before dreamt her to be possessed. 
A busy month passed ; their plans were matured, and the 
iieedAd preparations were made. The fbmitnre was sold 
to advantage, and eked out the slender means of the 
emigrant. Arthur had by this time forgotten his old 
haunts, and had begun to enjoy his home just as he was 
about to leave it. But the new land of promise was 
before them — the home of the future— the held of their 
new life and industry. They were soon upon the waters, 
and fairly embarked in the emigrant's career, with all its 
toils, regrets, hopes, and anticipations. 

Years passed, and a letter at last arrived from Fanny, 
of which we can afford space for only a very brief extract. 
It was to one of her married sisters, and began thus — 

" Congratulate me, dearest sister, at last ! I would 
not write till I could tell you of our well-being and well- 
doing : besides, my hands have really been so full ever 
biuce we landed at Geelong, that I had scarcely time to 
put pen to paper. I am just now sitting in a slab-house, 
jrise they call it here, with not an article of furniture that 
you would envy, and yet, would you believe it, I am 
happy as I could wish to be. My dear Arthur is a landed 
proprietor — come now, isn't that something? True, 
there are only fifty acres of the estate ; but land is cheap 
and abundant, and he speaks of buying more soon. Ar- 
thur is ROW learned in bullocks and sheep, and is up to all 
sorts of stock. You would be astonished how thoy in- 
crease ! lle'already speaks of sending one of his flocks 



(for we have the use of a great quantity of graxing land in 
the neighbourhood fbr a very small rent) to beyond the 
Murray river, some hundreds of miles off, where he in- 
tends to have what he calls a Squatting Station. I'm 
afraid he has grown ambitious here, but he seems very 
happy in his way, so I let him act on his own counsel, be- 
lieving he does everything for the best. And would yon 
believe it ? — all our jatrings are at an end 1 I do not 
know how it is j I sometimes think that his nature haa 
quite changed since we came here, for you know we did 
not ' draw ' quite straight at home, — I mean in England. 
But I have exerted myself to be cheerful and kind, and I 
have been kept so busy, what with one thing and another, 
in clothes-making and washing, in cooking and deaning, 
and in housekeeping of all sorts (for there is scarcely 
such a thing as a servant to be got here), that I have 
never had time to fret or vex myself about the trifles that 
used to annoy me so $ and Arthur says it all comes of 
this, that we are now so happy. Perhaps it is not good 
for one to have too much unemployed time on one's 
hands, as I used to have. Then, another crowning joy 
has come 1 You cannot gness what it is ! It is just now 
cooing in my ears, and sonnds far sweeter than any sing- 
ing bird, of which, by the way, there are none in tkds 
beautiful country. But guess 1 No, you cannot 1 well I 
Here it is : — lAtiie Johnny, our first-bom, who is just 
now as merry as a lark in the cradle by my side. But ah I 
the little fellow begins to be impatient, and though I hear 
his father's steps approaching the door, I mutt hasten to 
attend to his little wants — ** 

Our friends being now therefore in a fisir way of 
" making the best of it," we think we may safely leave 
them to the enjoyment of their destiny. But the Issue 
is not always thus ; would that it were so ! Many are 
the lives that are made miserable to the end, by the in- 
dulgence in the habit of fretting and carking, until the 
ch^Uncter is indelibly stamped, and the rational enjoy- 
ment of life becomes next to a moral impossibility. 



THE ROSE OF BROOMILEA. 

FOUNDED ON FACT. 

One fine clear night in autumn, when the moon shone 
with unusual brilliancy upon the fair waters of IVent, as 
they glided slowly through the rich meadows, and past the 
stately woods wbich add so much beauty to that part of 
Sjkaffordshire which lies near to the Forest of Needwood, 
two horsemen rode leisurely along the narrow approadi 
leading from an adjacent mansion into the high-road. Well 
mounted, and dressed in the customary attire of country 
gentlemen, they presented no despicable specimen oif 
the yeomen from the branches of the Trent, as they 
were about a century asp. 

" Why Walton, you Teemed to have lost your spirits 
since we left Hollywood ; what's tho matter, man ? 
Hav'nt ye a word to say about the dainty little Alice. 
You looked at her enough at any rate." 

" By Jove, John 1" exclaimed the younger and hand- 
somer of the two horsemen, who appeared to have been 
effectually roused from his reverie by the voice of his com- 
panion — "if Alice Lover isn't the prettiest girl within the 
shire boundaries, Ned Walton's no judge of what is beau- 
tiful, that's all. You're such a desperate close fellow, 
Stanley, or you'd have introduced me long ago. I de- 
clare if she wasn't such a friend of yours, I'd not lose 
much time in trying to persuade her to exchange Holly- 
wood for Broomilea." 

" Come, come Walton, that's too bad ; I've told yon 
that Alice has no fhncy for a grave, plodding fellow like 
rae, and though it'll be a sore day to see her married 
to another, I can have no just reason for wishing 
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to prereat it. You must forgivo me* Edward, if I 
can't wish you lack in your wooing; I know I'm a 
great fool, but I cannot help loving the girl, even 
while I know she does not care a rush for my love/' 

*' She might do worse, John, than take you for ' better 
for teorae/ though I confess you do pat on a long face 
sometimes, almost long enough to frighten me ; but in 
good earnest, if I thought you could induce the Forest 
beauty to alter her mind, and make your gloomy house 
rejoice in each a mistress, I think I could give you my 
word not to interfere. You know I've hardly had time 
to get very deeply in love just yet, John, and after ail I 
value your friendship too much to let even the prettiest 
girl in Staffordshire cause me to lose it." 

'* I know it, Ned« I know it, God bless you, you've a 
right kind hearty and may be Alice would be happier 
with yon than I could ever make her ; but let's say no 
more about it to-night, we shall be late enough ere we 
reach home, unless we get out of this walk." So put- 
ting spurs to their horses, the two friends were soon tr) - 
ing their paces at a brisk trot along the winding road 
which bordered the river, and it was not long before they 
exchanged a kind good night at the cross road in 
their native village, when they parted to pursue a 
separate route to their respective dwellings. 

John Stanley was the owner of a good estate adjoining 
the one which Edward Walton had succeeded to on the 
death of his nnde, and fit>m childhood the young men had 
been inseparable companions. The generous and rather 
thoughtless character of Walton received a salutary check 
from the influence of the steady, sterling principles of 
his graver friend, and though so widely differing in many 
of their tastes and habits, their friendship was sincere 
and lasting. 

Walton was an universal favourite, and his hospitable 
board was seldom without its full complement of jo- 
vial neighbours, whose boisterous merriment often caused 
sore annoyance to the stately old dame, his mother, who 
had been a widow for many years, and still bore the 
keys of office with an activity, which might make many 
young ladies of the present day blush for their own de- 
^iencies. 

Nor was John Stanley's home without its own peacefal 
enjoyments. Never was a warmer " ingle-nook" than the 
fireside in that old house-place, where John would seat 
himself in the huge arm-chair, and drawing towards him 
the little oaken table which held the candle and his mas- 
sive silver tankard of home-brewed, would commence his 
evening reading. This was generally some marvellous 
story or wholesome homily, intended for the espedalamuse- 
ment or instruction of his sister Martha, who, with a 
trio of neat damsels, would sit down to the untiring 
wheel, and ply the busy shuttles cheerfully and regularly 
through the long winter evening. Then, in the calm 
summer sunset, John's small table and great chair were 
moved from the ingle-nook to the outside of the latticed 
porch, where Martha sat and plild her wheel till the last 
day-beam had shone upon the clustering roses which hung 
around her, and the bats began to make their circuits 
round the old elm, which spread its^ giant arms across the 
lawn before the house. In these quiet times of domestic 
rest and enjoyment, one might have searched far and wide 
for a more peaceful, prosperous house than that from 
which the gay littlo heiress of Hollywood turned with 
such saucy disdain. 

Edward Walton's wooing of the fair Alice proved more 
successful than his friend's, for long before the sun 
lighted up the May-day garlands of Broomilea, it shone 
upon liis bridal train as it passed along the avenue to the 
Old Hall— and a proud and happy man he was as he 
lifted his beautiful bride from her pillion, and gave her a 
hearty kiss of welcome as the future mistress of his 
house. So cheerful and pleasant as everythin^^ looked 
around that old-feshioned, half-timbered mansion, on this 



sweet spring morning. The very elm-trees, thomg^ haidh 
showing a ftill-green leaf, seemed to wave a welcome ts 
the young couple as they passed beneath th^ branches; 
while the bright sunshine turned the yellow lichens v}>cz 
their rough-lmotted stems into golden ornaments, lies 
the stately lady-mother looked so pleased and kisdlj 
upon her new daughter, as she came down the stone-stepi 
from the Hall to receive the party, that the young bride 
might well think she had given up none of her prospers 
of happiness in exchanging that old homet, where ersr 
wish had been gratified, for the new life which oeemed » 
full of hopeful promises for the future. For her husband 
there was one great source of disquiet in the midst of his 
happiness ; when he looked round upon the assembUfs 
of familiar fisoes who were met to do honour to hii 
wedding, the one which had been most welcome wras ab- 
sent^ and the knowledge that his present joy was boil: 
on the ruins of his friend's happiness, brought no small 
amount of pain to the kind, generous heart of Edward 
Walton. 

A year had passed since the halls of Broomilea nag 
with the mirth of bridal revelry, and again a gay and 
joyous party were assembled to keep another domestic 
festivaL It was in honour of the christening of Edward 
Widton's first-bom, that his friends were again shoring 
his hospitality ; and this time there was no cloud to 
shadow the brightness of the feast — fur John Stmnlcy 
sat at the board of his friend, and, instead of wearing the 
look of a disappointed lover, his usually grave face was 
lighted up with such an amount of what might at least be 
called gaiitfaciion, that his neighbours were inclined to 
wonder what marvellous change hod passed over him, and 
even ventured to speculate upon the arrival of a ner 
mistress in Staidey Grange. 

Still time elapsed, rapidly enough for some, though oL 
too slowly for patient, plodding John Stanley, who went 
on steodily with his usual occupations, always cheerful, 
and occasionally even merry. But these outbreaks only 
happened when beneath the roof-tree o{ Broomilefl, where 
he was now an almost constant evening vifitor, anJ wore 
generally called forth by some of the baby tricks of littlo 
Phoebe, whoso progress he watched with the tender in- 
terest of a fond father, rather than the stoical indiffercnoe 
of old bachelorhood. There was no chance of John 
Stanley ever marrying now — at least so sold all the gossips 
in the village ; and, as his sister Martha seemed to have 
come to the same determination, it was also settled that 
the little daughter of Edward Walton would be his friend's 
heiress. Thus everything went on in the usual manner 
at the two houses. Years brought but few changes at the 
Hall, except that they stole some of tlie roses from the 
cheeks of Dame Alice Walton, but then it was only t) 
bestow more bloom and beauty upon the fair girlhood of 
her daughter, who promised to be even more of a beUt 
than her mother had been, and was already known far 
and near as the " Rose of Broomilea." In the Grange, 
the alterations which time must bring were even less per- 
ceptible. Its quiet master did not certainly look as young 
as when he sat at Phoebe Walton's christening-feast, 
nearly eighteen years before ; and Mbtrcss Martha's dark 
hair, so neatly braided beneath her snowy coif, was begin- 
ning to show those silver lines which old Time will pers'st in 
leaving, as mementos of his annual progress. Yet John 
seemed to be growing more juvenile in hopefulness and 
good spirits, while Martha's ppinning went on more ra« 
pidly than ever, and her soft gentle smile, and ready 
active sympathy, were just as true as in her younger days. 
For while her natural timidity made her shrink from 
joining in the gay meetings of her neighbours, there never 
was a bolder heiit in any case of sorrow, nor a readies- 
hand to help and comfort than Martha Stanlcy^^. 

At lost there were some visible changes in the oI<l 
Grange. A great commotion began among' sundry pieo«a 
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of furniture, which were being moved from their accus- 
tomed places to others more suitable. John was of 
course the principal mover in all this, but then nothing 
must be done without the approval of Phoebe Walton, 
who popped in her fairy form, giving her advice or pro- 
testing against anything that did not please her, with the 
most becoming dignity. At last everything was arranged 
to the satisfaction of the Rose of Broomilea and her old 
friend, while Mistress Martha looked on with her usual 
benevolent smile and let them have it all their own way, 
inwardly wondering however, that her brother could not 
make a simple alteration in his house without consulting 
such a child as Phoebe. To be sura Phoebe was a pet 
with everybody, and no wonder John was fond of her, 
when he had loved her mother so well : it was all out 
of regard for Dame Alice. Such was Martha's satisfac- 
tory conclusion, and it is very certain that her brother 
did not trouble himself to explain his particular reason 
I for having the large wainscoted parlour smartened, by 
I the addition of several new pieces of furniture, which she 
I thought far from being absolutely necessary, even while 
! she allowed that they gave the room a " mighty cheerful 
I appearance." One of the most extravagant of John's 
j purchases was a new pier glass, set in a quaint scroll- 
> like frame of dark oak, which excited the most rapturous 
applause from Phoebe — as she gazed at it and her own 
bright lace with equal satisfaction. At last everything 
seemed "to rights," in Stanley Grange, and even Martha 
herself appeared to have received some new light respect- 
ing the late improvements, and her usual quiet, innocent 
smile was positively changed into a knowing simper. 
Tins showed itself especially, when she reached oat the 
goodly array of homespun Unen from its carved oak 
presses, and after much sortings counting and arranging, 
put it back again with evident pride and pleasure. A 
choice store it was too ; fine sheets with their openwork 
seams and borders, and huge piles of towels and toilette 
covers with their rows of wonderful looking bine birds 
upon a white ground, so quaint that one might have 
believed them copied from obsolete specimens of fabu- 
lous ornithology, or some old heraldic banner long crum- 
bled into the dust. Then such numerous layers of costly 
damask, which only saw light upon high festivals. It 
was evident that Martha Stanley was making her quiet 
preparations for one of these rare occasions — for the Unen 
was not a// returned to the oaken chest. She had laid out 
sufficient to keep up her credit for good housewifery, 
even if there should be a week's feasting under the old 
roof of her ancestors. But even if all these revolutions 
in the Hnen presses had not been sufficient to prove in 
modern phrase that some interesting event was on the 
tapis, one need only have looked into the ample kit- 
chens and Uffders of Stanley Grange to have been con- 
vinced of the fact. Such an inundation of flesh, fish, 
and fowl I Such an array of juncates, and poundcakes, 
and plumcakes and cheesecakes; such a profusion of 
creams, syllabubs, trifles and jellies ! with a dozen minor 
specimens of Mistress Martha's skill in conservee and 
other dainty devices, that one would marvel how they 
had all been got together so quietly ; and even more, how 
the old oak tMe, which stood out in the house-place like 
.some monster of the antediluvian world upon its six im- 
mense legs, could find room for the variety of good cheer 
prorided for it. While all this was going on at the 
Grange, there were equal preparations bdng made by the 
mistress of the hall and her maidens, assisted now and 
then by the ready hands of the blushing Phoebe, who 
was as busy as any young maiden of eighteen could be 
expected to make herself, among cakes and creams upon 
the eve of her bridai ! 

Ah I here was the secret of the improvAients at the 
old house of John Stanley I And thit in good truth, was 
the reason why he went about so smilingly, consulting 
the dmghter of his friend Walton, upon all his new 



arrangements. And it was in the steady "patience of 
hope " for thit consummation, that he had most philoso- 
phically left off mourning over his first love as soon as 
the birth of her daughter was announced. Wise, honest 
John Stanley ! no wonder that he forgot his gravity, or 
that he watched so tenderly the progress of that little bud 
of future womanhood, which he inwanlly vowed should 
become a beauteous blossom, and diffuse grace and 
sweetness within the shelter of his own stout roof tree. j 

But, the secret onre out, the tale of John Stanley's i 
wedding is soon ended. Never was a brighter sunshuie 
spread over the whole village than on that fair sum- i 
mer^s morning, when the worthy owner of the Grange led ; 
the beautiful Phoebe Walton from the old church as his ■ 
wife; and though some might be inclined to suspect that ' 
the lover of the mother was too old to be a suitable hus- 
band for the daughter; in this case at least it did not 
prove to foe so. Phoebe had been accustomed from 
childhood to love and respect her father's friend, and hei 
long and happy after-life proved how well he deserved 
her affection. 

For a whole Wk^k the bells in the grey church tower 
of Broomilea kept up at intervals the wedding peals; and 
for the like time were the halls of Edward Walton, and 
the hospitable roof of the Orange made to ring with the 
joyous mirth of those guests, met to do justice to the true 
Staffordshire cheer tlwt groaned upon the stout oaken 
boards; and to drink "health and happiness" to their 
friend John Stanley, and his fair young bride The Rose 
of Broomilea. IS. P. R. 



THE PHILOSOPHY OP SANCHO PANZA. 

A QUE8TX0NZNO OF PROVERBS. 

Many and various are the sounds that make up the 
confused, everlasting buzz heard all over the world. I'he 
laugh of scorn, the wail of sorrow, the song of mirth, 
the voice of joy and health, the sigh of despondence, the 
cry of distress, the asides of vile selfishness ; and at inter- 
vsis, some whisper of consolation, some sublime and ele- 
vating word mingles in the universal hum. This has led 
me to think, and probably Sancho Panza thought so too, 
that terming proverbs " the wisdom of nations," is to 
give but a narrow definition of them. They are wisdom, 
indeed, but not merely, not exclusively. Tbey are the 
living voice of human nature, of that human nature which 
is never silent, but speaks, laughs, and weeps on for 
ever. That they are not merely " the wisdom of nations" 
is evident from the fact that in the various collections of 
proverbs, the honest man's proverb has almost always its 
opposite, its vile parody. Side by side with "lU got, ill 
gone," (or as it ran in the days of Edward the Third, 
"Evil gotten, worse spent") place the French proverb, 
"Who steals nought, gains nought." And after the 
touching proverb of the Gospel, " Do unto others as yon 
would they should do unto you," put " He does not a 
little who rolls off his ill-hap on his neighbour," or the 
German proverb, "What bums not for tiiee, blow not," 
and then ask, what amid this strange contradiction be- 
comes of " the wisdom of nations ?" And be it remem- 
bered, that we are not contrasting these last maxims with 
the words of Divine Wisdom only, for if this were all who 
could wonder that the contrast should be so great, the 
thoughts higher than man*s thoughts ; no, we are com- 
paring these selfish maxims with that echo of the sacred 
adage, which is heard from almost every nation. We 
cannot now tell you amongst how many people it is to 
be met, travestied in manifold ways, arrayed in harlequin 
garb of every colour, but still the same in its Divine es- 
sence. It is to be found under the Moorish turban, 
the knightly helmet, under the peasant's cap« and in 
the robe of the Mandarin. Nay, who will not recognise 
it at once, aa it stands amongst the swarthy sons of 
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Africa ? " If the hat thou art trying on hurts thy head, 
do not put it on thy neighbour's head." Compare all 
these, and then say in which we are to look for the wis- 
dom of ages. How wide too is the diflerenoe between 
" Two beads are better than one," and « Too many cooks 
spoil the broth I" 

We do not, however, mean to dispute the fiict, that the 
moral of proverbs is their most important feature, 
the primary object of their creation. Nor do we im- 
pugn the judgment of that learned author of the XVIIth 
century, who entitled his compilation of proverbs '* Trea* 
tiae on Prudence." We fully believe that in every 
country and in every age there have been men, with an 
instinctive- feeling of moral beauty, which has found its 
fitting expression in proverbs. We cannot forbear quot- 
ing one we have met in ao old French collection ; '' Par- 
don everything in others) nothing in thyself:" and 
another also, an English one, used by Elizabeth, Queen 
of Henry the Vllth, to console him for the death of their 
■on Arthur, and beautiftil for the spirit of trust and hope 
that it breathes, " Cheer up ; God is where he was," 
Sometimea, however, morality chooses to clothe itself in 
grotesque rather than graceful garbs, knowing that in 
oomie guise it gains more easy access to the laughter- 
loving multitude. Rabelais felt this when he said, 
*' The sage oomes to seek wisdom, and the fool gives it 
to Mm." ^ 

But to return. — What we contend for is, that all 
things are to be found in those short sentences whispered 
by the people to each other, and transmitted from age to 
age; their wisdom, their social condition, their poetry, 
their philology, their national characteristics, their sci- 
ence. Perhaps some proverb now in general circulation 
from India to Grermany may be regarded as antediluvian, 
handing down to us the modes of thought, as the Mas- 
todon of Cuvier does the modes of animal life, of those 
fiar-distant ages ; and oould we trace some grotesquely- 
expressed proverb to its origin, we should, perhaps, find 
that what is now bandied about the streets of London, 
and Farifiy and Bfadrid, made some beUufrii of old the 
lion of the fashionable circles of ancient Rome. 

What we have just said is, after all, a proverb $ the 
proverb of Lao-tsen, a Chinese philosopher, who had an- 
ticipated, it is said, almost every idea of Plato. It is 
not, however, fair to charge Plato with plagiarism, unless 
we can prove that in his day the Lao had been translated. 
The proverb of Lao-tsen is, " Man is a child bom at 
midnight $ when he beholds tiie sun, he never thinks a 
yestei^ay existed." * 

O Bancho Pansa, popular wisdom, mirror of social life 
wherein man may look and behold one side of his nature, 
not the less instructive, because, as the ludicrous side, 
it makes us laugh as it instructs I Bancho Panza, little 
didst thou dream even amid all thy grandeur at Bara- 
taria, that thou wert repeating proverbs which Cicero, 
it may be, amused himself with making ; and that thou, 
that didst not know a lett«r, thou that didst make a 
king laugh, who never laughed save when he read thy 
colloquies with thy worthy master, shouldst say for 
the instruction alike of the governing and the governed, 
'* We need only have honey, the flies will soon come to 
it." When in the rugged Sierra, thinking of Gamacho's 
wedding-feast, thou didst cry out piteously, "A hungry 
belly has no ears," little didst thou imagine that thou 
wert but the echo of the old Roman. In this and the 
terrible proverb "It is a long day, a day without bread," 
methinks I hear lamentation, and mourning, and woe, 
the wail of poverty supplicating with fearful vehemence 
to be cared for, crying that she has claims which must be 
heard and satisfied. 

Yes, poverty it is that has invented the greatest num- 
ber of proverbs, and it has creations more touching in 
theur religious simplicity, than the most elaborate elegies. 
It was poverty that said " The little birds of the air have 



the good Qod for their prorider," and herein kept pact 
with, if she did not run before, the genius of UaciDr 
while both, it may be, took the cheering thoo^t froin 
those words of divine simplicity, ** He feedeth the yrMuu 
ravens that call upon him." Poverty it is that speaks in 
the Russian proverb, ** God will take care to dry wfaaz 
he has wet." And who hut Poverty would have fi{*uk(-n 
to an ass (Haacho's JUapplo, it may be) tho wurtLi m 
hope, " Die not, O mine ass, spring is comin|^, and with 
it the thistle wiU grow ? '* 

Many other such proverbs are to be found which might 
well be termed the tears of humanity. We cannot meet 
them, scattered abroad as they are, through wtary nation, 
without bMng struck with the fact, that mankind, froeEi 
Lapland to Bengal, from Italy to China, seem to laav« 
had nearly the same hardships to endure. It is oue on- 
broken interchange of painful confidences poured oat by 
nation to nation. Bo artless is the expression of the 
grief opening up to us the very recesses of man's nature, 
that we might, I think, call this daas of proverbs th« 
poetry of proverbs. That old saying of the Spaniards is 
very old, '* As soon as I was bom I wept, aad every day 
since tells roe why." Is there not poetry here, and is 
there not poetry in the sayings cuirent amongst the sa- 
vages of the great American forests, among thoae of the 
steppes of Asia — savages who, in some cases, hftve no otha> 
Uteratitfe, no other code of laws than pfoverfaa? Heto' 
the good Houlahs from the burning banks of the Senegal, 
they say, " To stand before the sun hinden him not firam 
going on his way." " Nothing satisfies man but wbat he 
has not." " To cover the shadow with sand prevents 
not its fleeting." ''The eleplumt can do nothing to the 
tamarind tree but shake it.*' ^ 

Can we hear such words and not fed with "Montaigne, 
" I do not think that good rhythm constitntes good poe- 
try — the excelleot, the sublime, the divine, is abore 
rules." It was not scholastic rules that inspired the 
Breton of Finisterra with the prayer, " Help me, O my 
God, to cross the Bass, my bark is so small and the sea 
so great." Is there not poetry which no praoept of 
Vida, or Horace, or Boileau, could teach in this other 
adage, " Wouldst thou learn to pray, go to sea?" Or 
again, in the Turkish proverb, " The heart is a child, its 
wishes are all hopes ? *' 

Having touched upon the poetry of proveHis, it is 
fitting that we should say something of their style. It is 
a style peculiar to themselves ; the most varied, the most 
highly finished. Many have thought, that the student of 
language may find treasures of philological lore in these 
popular idioms ; that in these expressions of the mind of 
a nation, he may discover the peculiar turns and true 
ideology of its language. Origimdity of imagery, boldness 
of figure, strange inversions, singular instances of dlipcia 
and coinage of new words, striking regard to euphony ; 
in short, everything is in them worthy of the attentaon 
of the philosophical grammarian. It is scarcely necessary to 
remark here, obvious as it is to the most careless observer, 
that the attention to rhyme has been nearly as fotal to the 
wisdom of many proverbs, as it has been to the senae of 
some kinds of poetry. How many prejudices have arisen 
ttom a nursery rhyme, a jingle, the rude harmony of 
which poor Common-Bense has been unable to resist. 
Nevertheless, though the philosopher may oompoee the 
proverb, yet it is the people that give it shape and Goloor- 
ing. If a proverb be essentially good, if it be destined 
really to minister to the instruction or the pleaeare of 
the people, then the people will cast it into the mould of 
their own vigorous style, and send it forth as current coin 
for general circulation. Therefore it is that the proverbs 
of each nation seem to have a peculiar, characteristic style, 
and while the maxims embodied in them are understood 
in the same sense by all nations, ancient and modem, yc-t 
the expression varies according to the different modes in 
which things ve presoited to the several mlada. The 
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French say, " If you make yourself a sheep, the wolf will 
eat you/' and the Spaniard Sf^s, " If you make yourself 
honey, the flies will eat you;" and yet both these ad- 
ages contain a truth of precisely similar import. Thus 
the proverbs of the East might well be called epic pro- 
verbs, 80 elevated, so almost wholly metaphorical is their 
style, while the style of the Greek axioms, handed down 
with the Greek poetry to the Latins, is, as it were, but 
the echo of the words of Lycurgus and Solon. 

As for us, poor descenduits of a barbarian race, whose 
proverbial lore has been partly derived from those great 
fountains of practical wisdom, and to whom have been 
handed down the dieta of antiquity in their native garb, 
their own characteristic style, it might seem that we 
could scarcely pretend to have a style peculiar to our- 
selves ; and yet we have some forms of expression in our 
proverbs, whereby we make distinctively our own the 
popular philosophy in every other respect common to alL 
But of all the great European family, to the Spaniards 
belongs the true proverbial style. With them the pro- 
verb is felt to suit the prond Hidalgo as well as the rude 
Asturian. The sonorous Castilian by its mere sound 
turns into poetry the veriest commonplaces. The ab- 
rupt eut-and-dry fbrm of the modem proverbial style 
seems inherent in the very language. It is by turns a 
fearful imprecation, a short dialogue, a quick repartee, 
of which we know not whether most to admire, the 
wit or the naivete ; in a word it is Sancho Panza. 

We must not pass over one impcvtant point in the style 
of proverbs, namely, that certain adages have become 
wholly unintelligible, because they are the expression of 
a whole order of thhigs that has ceased to exist. But 
this would lead us into a higher and wider range of thought 
than suits our present purpose. 

We have spoken of proverbs as having a peculiar 
national style ; we will now, for a moment, touch upon 
them as bearing the impress of peculiar national cha- 
racter. The first that occurs to me is horrible, most 
horrible. " Beat a Negro and yon fistten him, beat an 
Indian and you kill him." Yes, tiiid is indeed a proverb, 
containing, in its brief atrocity, the hopeless apathy of 
the Negro, the dark despair of the Indian. After such 
a proverb, we can understand the maxim of the Caraib, 
quoted by Humboldt, " We are the people, other men 
were created to serve us.'* One glimce at Spain, and who 
but must recognise the patient, grave genius of its peo- 
ple (the fruit of that dogma of fatalism received from 
the Moors) in those words of an amusing stoicism. 
*' When you see your house on fire, go, warm yourself 
at the bUuEe." Again, mark the Castilian pride : — " 'Tis 
on the brow and in the eye, the reading of the mind doth 
lie." And, to come from pictures of the interior to the 
details of private life, can you not recognise the vanity 
of the Hidalgo, whose only wes^th is his cloak and his 
rapier, in that old dictum of Andalusia, "Serve the 
noble though he be poor, for the time will come when he 
will pay thee." 

All the philosophic indifference of the French is em- 
bodied in these words — " When we have not what we 
love, we must love what we have;" and their delight in 
freedom in " A little bird in the grove is better than a 
large bird in a cage." Nor will it be difficult to discover 
in some of tiie proverbs, brought to us fhim the Celestial 
Empire, the patient calculation of the crafty merchant of 
Canton, or the studious perseverance of the man of letters, 
who spends a life in learning the eighty thousand Chinese 
elementary characters. One sentence places them vividly 
before us. " By filing, you can make of a beam a 
needle." Perhaps, too, there is some nationality in the 
Chinese Proverb that teaches Europe — ** If the dog bite 
the poor man, the rich are frowned upon by men," I fear, 
however, that this is one of those universal proverbs, 
known as well in London and in Paris as in Pekln. Cer- 
tain it is, that the worid might wdl have dispensed with 



such a formula of wisdom, even though it may have 
originated with Kong-fu-tsen. 

-Nor in this proverbial lore have the great political 
principles that govern the world been omitted. We find 
a Chinese adage, which might serve as a summary of all 
philosophic reflection on ancient and modern govem- 
menU: — *' To be a king, a nobleman, or a statesman, 
is the dream of a night, and a reign of a thousand 
years is a game of chess." And how much of the philo- 
sophy of history is in that other maxim — " Never did 
serf love the noble," It is an old French proverb, and in 
it is to be found the hinge of all revolutions of society, 
political, social, or literary. 

And this brings us quite naturally to the science of 
proverbs. From the time of the savage Mianus, who said, 
" The sun is the father of colours," to the present di^, 
all the troths of physical and metaphysical soienoe may 
be met with in proverbs. 

A friend lately said to us — " Proverbs have this in 
common with miracles, that they have both ceased. Ths 
wc»'ld seems to have lost these two powerful modes of 
instruction." " You are under a misteke," we replied* 
" a two-fold mistake. Every day there are proverbs made 
and miracles worked. Surely, the power by which steam 
realiaes what the most ardent imagination could conceive 
of speed, would have been, in the eyes of all bygone 
ages, a wonder great as any miracle ! The balloon — ^that 
useless marvel of Montgolfier, is a miracle awaiting soma 
great mind to work it. To direct the thunderbolt waa 
the miracle of the priests of Etruria ; it is now a standing 
miracle. It is the same with proveriM. They are given 
forth still, as they were at every period, and in every 
country." Some there are, whose influences are secretly 
and slowly undermining old institutions ; while there are 
others uttered which give impetos to sluggish minds, by 
their bold and startling originality. The wise and the 
good (for Infinite Wisdom and Infinite Goodness never 
leaves itself without witness) are daily giving forth maxims 
of truth and moral beauty ; their minds, like glass, ad- 
mitting the light at heaven and reflecting it. But be it 
remembered that, as has been weU said, " Eloquence is 
not alone in the orator that speaks, it is also in those who 
hear ; and proverbs, those living voices of bygone ages, 
must awhile remain isolated and obscure thoughts before 
they become proverbs. That title cannot be applied to a 
maxim till it has passed into the daily colloquial inter- 
course of a people, and become part and parcel of their 
household words." However, in this our day, when 
everything seems to progress with the speed of ito own 
railroads, we may expect that transition to take place 
rapidly, which, in ancient times, was the work of 
centuries. 

And now we would ask — and the question is important 
enough to make all our babbling be excused — ^npon what 
maxims shall we lay hold, on which to stamp our impress, 
and transmit as the expression of the spirit of our age ? 
Yet a few fleeting days, and a word will be all that re- 
mains of us, the base or the noble testimony, to be laid 
before succeeding ages, that they may pronounce their 
verdict accordingly. Shall we be content to be judged 
by the vile addition made in our days to the maxim of 
our fathers? They said — *' Poverty is not vice" — we 
have added, "but it is still worse." Let us rather 
stomp our impress upon such thoughts as those of Burns, 
" The man's the gowd for a' that. " A man's a man 
fbr a' that." Let the spirit of our age be judged by the 
rich and the great having adopted as their principle " to 
raise the depressed by a wise culture to the dignity of a 
man is the highest end of the social steto ;" and by both 
high and low, rich and poor, teking for their ma^dm — 
"Toil and self-culture are friendly to each other; mind 
does the work of the world ; the more mind, the more 
work done." Let the additions we make to the proverbs 
handed down to us be soefa a snppleuMit as the foUow* 
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in^ :— •" Honesty is the best policy— bvt to act on this 
principle would not be to act honestly." Let the tnc- 
ceeding age find, as the current coin of the mind of our 
age, some such thought as " There is no such thing as a 
dangerous truth; Truth is the body of God, and its 
shadow must be light."'—" To abandon a known duty, 
is to cast down a rod to become, like Aaron's, a ser- 
pent."— "A white lie is pure falsehood."—" Thanks- 
giving is a good thing, but thanks-Zrvt'ti^ is better." — 
" True greatness lies not in a man's sphere but in a 
man's soul." Let this last be sent down to posterity as 
our conviction, and then posterity will not have to cry 
shame upon us that the value of a fellow-creature, of man 
as man, was so little felt. Let -us hasten to make our 
own a proverb, which a race, miscalled savage, haa handed 
down to us (and how could the judgment of the nine> 
teenth century, as to capital punishment, be better em- 
bodied?) " The law should not take away that which it 
can neither give nor restore." Let our proverbs be 
worthy of our boasted progress, and let our watch-word 
in that progress be the old Basque proverb, the only one 
that in all our researches we have met that speaks of 
progress — " Leave the good for the better." If not, of 
what value is the march of intellect ? If not, we had 
better write upon all our metaphysical treatises " Kyrie 
Kleison — Lord have mercy !" 



THE OLD CARPET'S LAMENT. 

LiBTsn awhile, my maiter dear. 

And 70U, my kind mittrcOT ; 
listen awhile, and je ahall hear 

A tale of deep diitreMi 

And when the thread of this ud tale 

Unravell'd is for yoa, 
My hard and dismal fate bewail, 

Whilst I for pity rae. 

Full many a year I've patient lain, 

Trampled beneath your feet ; 
And I've been kicked, and kicked again. 

And sometimes sorely beat. 

Most cruel robs I've meekly borne. 
And cuffs, and blows, and shaking { 

And now I limb from limb am torn. 
My web of life is breaking. 

It is no wonder I am grown 

So thin and weak, for when, 
By chance, to me a crumb is thrown, 

It la pick'd up again. 

I thought, that when old age was come. 

E'en I should sleep, mayh^ 
But still your housemaid's cniiel broom 

Deprives me of my nap. 

TlMn listen to my hnmUe prayer. 

My last petition hear. 
And lay me in some garret where 

No housemaid may come near. 

The spiders, then, shall weave my shroud, 

And, freed from wear and tear. 
Serenely with the dust around, 

My dust shall mingle there. 

M. A. 



LOVE AND FLATTEnr. 

Men admire, respect, adore, but never flatter in love. 
That is reserved for the benefit of those for whom thsf 
have but little feeling and r^;ard, and with whom they 
can afford to make firee, whose esteem is not felt and 
valued, and whose love la neither appreciated nor desizvd. 



LUCY DEAN; 
THE NOBLE NEEDLEWOMAN. 

BY SILVB&PEK. 
(Continued firom page S64.) 

>^hen Mr. Elliott had read the agent* a letters and tke 
recommendatory ones Lucy had brought, and found tbtf 
she had been hired as his " help," he at once gave up tlus 
dwelling to her use, and that of Peg and the baby« bst 
not before he had seen a hospitable meal set forth on the 
rude table of roughly-hewn wood. When, bowerer, she 
was rested and refreshed, the baby washed and put to alcc{; 
in the swinging hammock which had formed hii 
bed, and Peg gone for awhile to the tent assigned to the 
Irishwoman and her husband, the overseer came back 
again, and thrusting a fresh log of serewood in the fire, 
which soon blazed up like a torch, he sat down be- 
side it. 

" Well," he said, after he had sat awhile, and in a 
half satirical tone which grated harshly on the trembiiog 
woman's ear, " the agreement is at thirty-five Bf\ gtt <h 
pounds yearly and your rations, eh V* 

" Yes, Mr. Elliott, these were the terms settled be- 
tween me and the agent to whom I took BCr. Minwar- 
ing's letter." 

" Well," continued Elliot in the same dry Scotch tone*, 
" that man has held the commission so long, as to make 
your coming somewhat a surprise, for I began to think, 
either no useful women were left, or that no one of re- 
putable character would venture in these &rwildi. Bat 
I'm gUd of it, though your life will be a hard one." 

" I'm used to work, and hard work too," she inno- 
cently replied. 

" I do not allude to your usefulness," he answered, 
with another of those Scotch smiles, which implied doubt 
more than trust, "but that before to-morrow sunset, 
there'll be a score men and more, all comely and thrifty^ 
ready to make you a wife, for reputation and decent con- 
duct are priceless things anywhere but especiaUj in the 
wilderness." 

" Tliis is thinking meanly, nay harshly, of me. Sir/' 
replied Lucy, hastily, in a voice which implied that the 
overseer had before him a more heroic-souled woman 
than he imagined, "before I have been tried." 

"Well, well," he added, hastUy, "if you are the de- 
scription of woman that I think might largely influence 
the class of men I have around me, I shall say that I 
have not waited in vain. But recollect I shall be some- 
what a stem judge, for time or changv has not taken from 
my soul the influence wrought upon my boyhood by a 
pure and noble mother, who though dead for years, is still 
my better angel." 

" As all mothers ought to be to the souls of men," said 
Lucy, " but be as stem and watchfid as you will, I trast 
to go through unscathed, as an easy task to me, who have 
had the last extremity of poverty and hunger gnawing at 
the heart to tempt and to deceive ; but I have no thoughts, 
at least at present, about marriage, and you would accept 
this for the honest troth, if you knew my history as 
Heaven knows it." 

" Well, wdU," he said, in the same tone, " everjrthing 
is in your favour as a ' help ; ' and your wUl, if truthfu], 
shall be law, but I am sufficiently Scotch to wait for the 
fruit of acts, before I give heed to words ; it is my way 
and you must not be disconcerted by it." 

He said no more on this subject, but after giving Lacy 
somechat an outline of the duties required of hor, and 
the character of the people she would have to deal with, 
he withdrew. He had scsrcely closed the door before 
its rude wooden latch was re-lifted, and Ben Holdon, with 
a timid foot, came in, and went and sat down in silenoe 
on the overseer^s seat. There was a change in his man- 
ner of so singular a kind as to immediately attract Lucy's 
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attention, and make her ask if tlie letters ske had broaght 1 
had contained ill news. 

** Not a word, but what such a messenger as yon should 
bring across the sea. But 1 need ask you a question, 
and you wou*t be long answering it, eh ? but give a plain 
sort of answer : Yes or no ! " 

Lncy, still more surprised, looked up, and saw how 
earnest was his meaning. At length, hesitating and fal- 
tering in his voice, even whilst he spoke, he said abruptly, 
neither looking at her, but rather with his gaze fixed on 
vacancy, " Is Nelly married ?*' 

For a minute Lucy hesitated. She must speak, yet 
the truth unfolded a degradation ; she therefore, for some 
moments, sat with her face bent down upon her hands, and 
from their shelter so faintly whispered " no," that none 
but an ear painfully listeninc: could have heard it. But it 
was heard, and wrought such an effecf, that for any other 
reason than the true one, would have seemed marvellous ; 
for in an instant roused from the sort of sullen fear with 
which he had asked this question, he had risen, and now 
itood before her wiping the cold sweat from his brow, but 
speaking cheerfully and with much feeling. 

" Lucy," he said, in the broad yemacular of his boy- 
hood, which only proved that recurrence to the past, 
brought with it the old tongue, '* I always loved that 
little' un; many and many time when she was quite a 
baby, I, though then a little lad, crept to the cradle to 
look in her fticie ; many and many time did I bring her 
posies i'th' spring, and lay on the garden bench for her, 
where she was so fond of playing, pretty thing; and 
many and many time an I 'ticed her, when I grew a bit 
bigger, down to tbe shore to get her pink and yellow 
shells, and build her a house i' the sand — ay, I lovc^ that 
little'un as I never loved anything else— ay, and a sore 
sorrow it were, when thee all packed up and went so far 
away. But a sorer time than that, was when some folks on 
our village, as had bin away, brought word that you was 
all on you becoming grand there away in Lond'n ; that 
Lawrence had got apprenticed, and Nelly were to be mar- 
ried to the organ-mastei^s son; so when I heard this 
last, I took on sadly, and couldn't settle to no'thing, for 
every hope in my laddish heart was gone, so wi'the bit 
o'money I'd bin sav'n, for ye see I'd laid in my mind, 
that the little'un I so dearly loved should have a tidy 
Cornish house to come to when we got married, I came 
out here, and thank God for the thought as was put into 
my mind to do it, for I've prospered, as I never could a 
done in the old country, as I and my partner got nigh 
jf 500 on the year's ' tribute,' for Elliott, though a few 
worded man like, is as straight for'ard as man can be, and 
one as you'll always get more from than you 'zpect. And 
so Lucy Dean, as things be this way, I'll marry Nelly ; that 
I will, and make an honest husband, if ever English- 
roan <fid." 

Lucy looked up as the fine honest fellow thus spoke, 
and took his hand. " Ben," she said, " Nelly is, as you 
know, a mother, and her life an unhappy one, and you 
can scarcely make her your wife, theugh it is hard for a 
sister to say so. But I'll be honest, Ben, though even 
Nelly be the sufferer — '* 

"Tut, tut," said [the miner, impatiently, "dunna I 
often when I'm out in the forest, or on the hills a bit, 
find a bright flower, as the opossum, or may be that the 
wild dog has trampled under foot, and han'a I stopped 
and lifted it up on a branch, so as it might get sun and 
air once more; and han'a I, if I passed that way agin, 
found it bright and shining, making the shady forest 
beautiful, as if a foot had never crushed it to the sod. 
And mayn't the lass come all right agin now the baby be 
away, for hunger and poverty be sore tempters, Lucy 
Dean ; and thee and thine come on too honest a stock to 
be bad by natur." 

" God bless and thank you, Ben," added Lucy, fer- 
ven^f ' " what you say is true, and Nelly is by this time 



80 far out of all way of sin, as to be>ith one of the 
purest and sweetest ladies in the world ; and so if it be as 
we wish, you shall have your own way, but not with- 
out, — no, Ben, not if it saved her from the parisli 
coffin." 

" Thank, thank yon," replied the miner, "all 'II come 
right with Nelly, that I know, TU answer for her. So 
that's all settled, and I'm your brother henceforth, and 
you shall not only have a hundred pounds to send for her, 
when yon think the right time's come, but you must let 
the little'un learn to call me father — you must let me 
be a building a house, it shall call * home,' and I'll make 
benches and tables, and dig a bit o'garden plot and rear 
flowers, every thing o'which, as ifs made or grows, 
we'll both on us teach the little'un to say and think is 
because ' mother^s coming.' " 

" God bless and thank you, Ben, repeated Lucy, many 
times, " let us hope Nelly will deserve what you so kindly 
and so nobly mean. As for the baby, let it call yon whii 
it will, I shall teach it to love and reverence you for your 
honest truth." 

This conversation proved one of large results — it gav» 
Lucy, in the purest sense, a friend willing and abto to 
protect her — and it gave hope, and a motive to labour^ 
to one of the finest manly hearts which ever beat in 
English bosom. Lucy knew this and prayed that Nelly 
might deserve it. 

Keenly observant and far-sighted, as a seer, Donald 
Elliott soon saw that Lucy Dean was both a virtuous and 
industrious woman, and well fitted for the work that lay 
before her. He therefore selected two dozen men from the 
body of the newly-arrived emigrants, some of whom were 
carpenters and miners by trade, and set them to work 
upon houses sufficiently large to replace entirely the use 
of tents, which had been only erected whilst labour was 
scarce. As the population now gathered together amounted 
nearly to one hundred persons, and space was plen- 
tiful, one large building was erected for the men to sit 
and take their meals in; another, somewhat raised 
from the ground on a framework underneath it, was built 
as a dormitory for the single men ; a third for the purpose 
of a kitchen, bakehouse, washhouse, larder, and dairy ; a 
fourth as a dwelling for such men as had wives ; and a 
fifth, which included a business office, a room for Donald 
Elliott, another all nicely fitted with store closets for 
Lucy, a fourth room in which the men might assemble if 
they liked, and bedrooms above these reached by separata 
staircases, for Elliott and for Lucy, her little servant; <^nd 
the baby. 

Though wood and stone were so abundant, and every 
man so interested in the progress of the houses, as to giv« 
a hand's help each day after his own hard labour in the 
mine, even including Donald Elliott himself, these 
houses and such rude furniture as was absolutely neces- 
sary, in order to make them habitable, could only be 
barely finished by the time the rainy season set in-— that 
is the middle of our May-— which« though the winter of 
Austxalia, is yet genial, and somewhat like an Eng^h 
spring. When these various apartments were ready to 
her use, stores were brought from Adelaide by the return 
drays, and Lucy began to introduce something like order 
into Uie little settlement. It was true she was supplied 
with the directions Mary Austen had written for her use 
on almost every conceivable point ; but these would havt 
served to little purpose unless she had possessed some 
practical knowledge as to baking, cooking, washing, and 
keeping a house in order. WUlst they had to prepare 
them ti!iemselves, or only assisted by the two or three 
miserable useless women, whom some of the miners had 
married or brought from the convict settlements, there 
had been only two meals a day, one before the men 
left for the mine in the morning, and one on their re* 
turn at night; but now, as spring went on, and Lucy 
became graduidly possessed of the appliances of an ample 
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kitchen, a large wood fire, and cooking utensils brought 
by the drays from Adelaide, a good meal was prepared, 
of which all in the little settlement partook at noon- 
day. This regularity in partaking, and variety and change 
of food soon effected a marked change in the condition of 
the men ; for sheep and bollocks were easily obtained from 
the adjacent sheep runs , wild fowl, turkeys, and kangaroos, 
wero abundant in the district, the few fowls and pigs of 
the colonists increased rapidly, the four cows, three 
brought from the stockmen since Lucy's arrival, gave 
abundant milk, and now the garden, stretching far along 
the rich alluvial soil, and constantly added to by the la- 
bours of the miners, gave, as the spring advanced, 
abundanoe of the finest vegetables, including cabbages, 
peas, beans, turnips, onions, leeks, carrots, cauliflowers, 
brocoli, celery, beet, artichokes, Scotch-kale, horse- 
nutishes, parsley, radishes, lettuces, spinach, and many 
otbem ; whilst both the sweet and water melon thrived and 
gave an enormous abundance of the finest firuit, when in 
season in the month of February. The fruit trees and 
vines were yet too lately planted to give other result than 
extreme promise when fUlly grown ; but the raspberry 
canes, the gooseberry and apricot trees, and the straw- 
berry beds, were hardly outmatched in prolificness by 
the growth of melons. Thus, with the exception of grain, 
which could be brought at a cheaper rate from the nearest 
outlying settlement, than grown by those whose labour 
was otherwise so valuable, the mining community soon 
possessed the blessing of varied and abundant food; 
which Lucy, aided by Peg, the Irish woman, and her 
sbter, and such helps as had come to the settlement with 
the last batch of emigrants, used with provident care, and 
with much skill, as practice increased her knowledge. Pre- 
vious to her arrival, and whilst living in tents, the miners 
had suffered more or less horn cutaneous diseases, owing to 
the want of dean and dry linen s mining labour always in- 
ducing profose perspiration from the skin. But one day a 
week was now set apart as a washing day, and aided by 
plenty of home-manufactured soap, and a lye made from 
the burnt ashes of a particular plant, abundant on the hills 
aionnd, two-thirds of the day accomplished the needful la- 
bour for the week ; and as the white garments dried on the 
mossy acclivities of the valley, an English traveller issu- 
ing suddenly from the gorges of the hiUs, might have 
mistook this for a home scene in the old country, and not 
one in a &r outlying region of Australia. Thus progressed 
the bodily needs of the colonists. As these men, many 
as rude as the wilderness can make man, began individ- 
ually to recognise the change in their life Lucy had 
wrought, their respect grew in proportion. The dear, 
f^sh-smelling dormitory, their excellent comfortable 
meals, their clean and tidy shirts and stockings were 
productive of hourly fruit, and even the dozen or two, 
who, resting on the strength of their savings, or personal 
qualifications, had at first been bold enough to make 
Lucy offers of marriage, would now have been abashed to 
think of such a thing. In place of this, respect and 
liking grew together ; and it was a touching, sacred thing, 
as their rude nature visibly softened under the pure and 
blessed influence of this noble woman, and indirectly 
under the blessing of a nobler influence still, to see them 
alone or in bands go to her neat room after the day's 
labour was over, to beg a book, to ask advice, to talk 
wit|i her, or to take her some little offering—a rare min- 
eral from the mine, a flower from the woods, a piece of 
frimiture of theb own constructing; or to ask her, where 
they were pool scholars, ^to read to them, or write for 
them, "home" letters. 

But as time wore on, and the rich sun of summer 
gleamed upon the wilderness, the greatest glories of these 
men's hearts were two — that was Nelly, and the thriving 
family of the Sweets — so thriving, that both old and 
young had built little nests, and reared a brood — the 
dder Sweets, one of six — and the younger, one of five; 



and as no pip or other complaint incommoded these 
youngsters, and the Australian climate thrived with them 
amazingly, there were some fifteen of this little golden 
family chirping and singing in the gladness of the sun, 
and flitting from room to room, never acknowledging 
their cage as home till evening cast its shadows on the 
valley. But Nelly was the flower : how many times each 
evening those little pink shell-like palms were kissed, I 
hardly know, or those little golden curls waved in tlie 
far-up mountain air ; but though one carried her here, 
and another there ; though one caught her gay-coloured 
birds, another made her a little cart to ride in, a third 
dolls and baby-houses, she took to none of them as she 
did to stalwart Ben ; but now constantly with him through 
these summer evenings (for ho had commenced building 
a cottage on one of the sweetest acclivities of the valley), 
she sat on his thick jacket and chattered whilst he worked, 
for she began to talk, and he took upon himself the office 
of instructor ; and when at last, after a multiplicity of 
attempts, the monosyllable of ** dad" was accomplished, 
his joy knew no bounds. 

Lucy had drawn the first quarter of her yearly wages, 
and sent it, through the agency of Elliott, to Miss Austen, 
for Nelly's use ; and now that the wholo year was expired, 
and she received the balance, she prepued for a journey 
to Adelaide, the drays going to the adjacent port of 
Gawler with ore. Her objects were several ; first, Peg^s 
marriage — now so changed, as would have led her to be 
unrecognised in the far-off region of Aldgate — ^with one 
of the miners j next, to dispatch a large sum, which she 
had collected amongst the miners, for the assistance of 
those distressed women whom she had promised to hdp 
as soon as she had power, and of whom a list had been 
left with Miss Austen, in case any method arose of be- 
friending them ; and lastly, to select and lay in important 
stores for the use of the little colony. 

The journey to and firo proved a most prosperous one. Pee 
retumingwith her mistress the happiestof youngwives,and 
with one-half of a dray filled with toys for the baby. From 
this time another season rolled majestically on, with the 
same gladness of the sun, the same eternal stars, the samo 
blue upon the ocean, the same verdure on the sod ; and 
the valley thrived in peace and plenty, with this onlychange» 
that whilst Ben was still furnishing his house wi^ a great 
amount of chairs and tables, made of acacia-wood, an4 
tamed tiny Nelly a whole fjEunily of little kangaroos and 
parrots, his comrades began to build similar tenements, 
here and there, as taste directed. At length, in about 
a year from the date of Lucy's visit to Adelaide, news 
was brought that some thirty female emigrants had arrived 
in port, and awaited their transit across the plains. The 
commotion in the colony can scarcdy be conceived, nor 
was it lessened when further news came, that Blliotf s 
agent, acting on instructions long received, had dis- 
patched them in the care of a party who was coming on 
a visit of exploration to that part of Australia. At length 
Elliott and some stockmen, who had set forth to be their 
guide through the hills, returned at the head of a caval- 
cade of drays and horsemen ; and Lucy, no long wliile 
after, welcomed into the miners' common dining-roomj 
those fSunished women, who, not more than three years 
before, had sued from her a penny or bit of bread, as if 
things of life and death ; and who now, weeping around 
her in love and joy, told her new glory of that divine 
heart so far away across the widest ocean of the worid. 
How she had sought them out, and added others to their 
number ; and how, aided by Mr. Fortescue's purse, and 
O' Flanagan's philanthropy, a home had been raised for 
them, where, whilst they had been fed and sheltered, an 
experienced matron had ably instructed them in cookery, 
housewifery, and other useful things. One only disap- 
pointment was there to Lucy's heart, and that was that 
Nelly was not amongst the rest ; but then she had not 
hinted the matter to Miss Aniten. Ben drooped, how- 
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ever, sadly under the matter ; but presentty he took again 
to his furniture, and the kangaroos^ and to add to tinj 
Netty's vocabulary 

(To be concluded in owr next.) 



A LOW 8BT. 



yaOH THE GKRUAN. 



The Cock said to the Hen — 

" The nuts are ripe, the sun shines brightly^ let us go 
up the hill and feast, before the miserly squirrel comes." 

" We'll have a day of pleasure," cried the Hen. 

Upon the hill they went, the day was clear and warm, 
the niita were sweet and new, and sunset found them still 
there. 

It was time to go home, but either they had eaten too 
much, or they were proud ; certain it is, they declared 
they could not walk, and the Cock determined to make a 
Utde carriage of nutshells. When it was ready, in 
jumped Mistress Hon, and called to the husband to 
harness himself to. 

'* Truly," said the Cock, " you are considerate, but let 
me tell you, I would rather walk home than draw you. 
No, no, we did not bargain for that. I will drive, but 
pull I won't." 

Whilst they were thus squabbling, unlike a loving 
couple, a Duck gabbled behind them. 

"You thieves! who gave yon leave to poach on my 
nut hill; only wait, you shall suffer for it I " 

And as she spoke she flew on the Cock. The combat 
was fierce, but his spurs were sharp and strong, and the 
enemy soon begged for quarter, and consented to be 
yoked to the carriage. The Cock mounted the box, and 
off they went at a gallop, with a " Go it. Ducky." They 
had travelled some way when they met two pedestrians, 
a Pin and a Needle. They were a little bent by fatigue, 
and as the carriage approached they called '' stop, stop 1" 
in ftiint voices. They told a sad tale; "it was Already 
stitch dark," they said, "and they were weary, and the 
road was so dirty that they could not sit down to rest. 
They had been health-drinking at the door of the Tailor's 
Inn, and the beer had belated them." Xbe Cock was 
very sorry Ibr them, and as they were very slender folks, 
and would not occupy much space, he permitted them to 
step into the carriage, but first they promised not to tread 
on any one's toes. 

It was late when they reached an inn, and, as travelling 
in the dark was disagreeable, and the Duck somewhat 
footsore, stumbling continually, they determined to put 
up there for the night. The landlord, however, did not 
like their looks, he bought they were a low set, and con- 
sequently made many objections ; his house was too full 
already he said, and so forth; but, at length he con- 
sented to receive them, for they were civil-spoken, and 
promised that he should have in payment for a night's 
lodging and some refreshments, the egg which the Hen 
had laid on the journey, and the Duck, their teamster, 
who also laid regularly every day. After this arrange- 
ment, the timvellers enjoyed a hearty supper and went off 
to bed. 

At early dawn whilst aU still slept the Cock awakened 
the Hen, tiiey sought ^e egg, pecked it open, and 
dovouied it together, then threw the shell into the fire- 
place. Presently they seised the Needle, which was fast 
asleep, and stuck it point upwards into the landlord's 
chair-cushion — ^the Pin they inserted in his towel, and 
then flew for their lives over the fields and away. 

The Duck who had remained in the yard all night, 
and slept under cover of the broad fresh sky alone, heard 
them take flight, and determined forthwith to provide for 
herself. Bhe soon discovered a brook, down which she 
paddled much foster than she trotted before the carriage. 

A fow houn sfter^ mine hott erapt finom between his 



feather*beds, and having washed his face, proceeded to 
wipe it with his towel. Ah ! poor man, the Pin gave 
him a great red streak from ear to ear ! He went to the 
kitchen fire to light his pipe, but when he stepped on 
the hearth, puff went the egg-shell into his eyes. 

"Unlucky head," cried he, as he dropped into his 
great arm-chair. " Der Teufel I " he screamed, as he 
jumped a foot in the air, for the Necdlo had stuck him, 
and not in the head. 

How he stormed when he foqnd that the guests who had 
arrived so late last night were departed, cannot he told — 
he vowed in his wrath never more to receive such a low 
set into his house; people who required much« paid 
nothing, and played off vulgar jokes when thanks at least 
were due. 



^flticftf of $ct» WMkM* 



The Wilmingions, a Novel, by the Author of " Emilia 
Wyndham." — Colbum, London. 

Thb high moral aim of Mrs. Marsh's works has long 
rendered them deservedly popular. They are character- 
bed by a purity of thought, feeling and language essen- 
tially feminine, and which, to the credit of the public* 
has greatly contributed towards their success. 

" The Wilmingtons," is the story of a family, and 
next to individual interest, there does not exist a more 
attractive subject for an author to trei^k Tbe reader 
seldom fails to take a peculiar interest in ^Iw Httle circle 
thus familiarly opened to his view, in its joys^ sorrows, 
and even in its lightest mortifications : witness the immor- 
tal "Vicar of Wakefield," the most trifling of whose 
household concerns have become to us as grave important 
facts. 

The attraction of "The Wilmingtons" is not however 
of a domestic nature ; by no means. The source of all 
love and happiness too often becomes the source of the 
most bitter feeUngs, and of the heaviest sorrows. To 
love is to lay the heart bare, and sooner or later, by sin 
or by death, grief will reach that uncovered spot. 
This story is intended to pourtray the sorrovi^ and strug- 
glee of a noble soul, who, though debarred from family 
joys, bears and accepts the heavy burden of family 
duties. The authoress also leaves it to be inferred from 
her opening page, that it is her intention to show, "that 
the weakest and shallowest, and most contemptible 
among human beings, as regards understanding ; and the 
emptiest, and vainest, and most trifling as regards heart 
and character, powerless as they may be to effect much 
good, even under a right direction, may yet prove very 
mischievous under a wrong one," 

Mr. Wilmington is a rich city merchant, a handsome 
brilliant man, who seeks to become fietshionable by in- 
dulging in boundless extravagance. He has a quiet, 
sickly wife, and two children. Caroline, pretty, sensi- 
ble and good, her vain father delights in ; Henry, true, 
and noblo-hearted, but painfully shy, is slighted by all, 
save his mother and sbter. Where others only behold 
a plain, awkward boy, they already read the heroic soul 
of the man. The story opens with Henry Wilmington's 
early troubles. Young as he is, he has already conceived 
a deep and tender affection for Flavia, a beautiful young 
creature* to whom the Wilmingtons are distantly 
related. But Flavia is not only a rich Welsh heiress and 
the granddaughter of a duchess, she is wholly taken up 
with her handsome and brilliant cousin. Lord George, 
who spares qo opportunity of turning his homely rival 
into ridicule. Harry sees his nos^ay slighted, and that 
of Lord George admired ; his interference, when George 
plays the tyrant over the docile girl, is resented and 
misunderstood ; yet he submits with a sort of despairing 
resignation* conscious of hia inferiority and nume- 
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rou8 disadvantages. That Flavia should not care for 
him, is only natural, but for being natural it is not the 
less bitter. Caroline is his only comforter, and save his 
mother and Selwj'n,'a sickly youth to whom he is deeply 
attached, almost his only friend. A few years elapse ; 
Mr. Wilmington pursues his course of unlimited expense; 
we find him giving a yachting party, and so anxious to 
please his exalted guests, that he, the handsome, fashion- 
able man, almost sinks into vulgarity. The old duchess, 
her lovely granddaughter, and handsome Lord George, 
are of course present. Henry is there too, shy and 
neglected as usual. 

" His father left him to take care of the less distin- 
guished members of the party — a subordinate place for 
which he deemed his ungraceful son exactly fitted ; and 
so indeed he was, if the kindest attention to the com- 
forts of every one, especially of the more obscure, could 
fit a man for such an office." 

This very circumstance attracts Flavia's attention. 

" She saw an elderly lady, dressed in a widow's dress, 
and a very plain, delicate-looking girl, standing humbly 
on one side, whilst every one else was pressing forward 
and getting themselves good places. Harry was standing 
there, helping people into the boat, and she watched 
these two, pushed and shuffled aside by the bustling 
throng. Then she saw him speak to one of the sailors, 
and jump over the side of the boat, leaving the man to 
take his place, go up to this poorly dressed widow and 
this phiin, feeble-looking girl, exchange some kind 
greetings, very cordial indeed they appeared to her, and 
then, offering an arm to each, attend them to the water's 
edge. He then helped them in, placed them in a con- 
venient place— to do which he was forced' to derange 
some very gaily dressed young men, who looked con- 
temptuously at the intruders — then he wi'apped the 
young lady in his own boat-cloak, and giving the signal, 
the boats started, and he placed himself by her side." 

Flavia feels interested, and as Lord George very un- 
luckily takes this moment to flirt with handsome Miss 
Emerson, for the meritorious purpose of quizzing a vain 
girl and rendering his pretty cousin jealous, she obtains 
an opportunity of conversing freely with Henry Wil- 
mington. 

" She looked round. Harry was at a little distance, 
about to offer his arm, as it would seem, to the poor 
widow ; but he glanced that way, saw Miss L., standing 
there alone, turned to Selwyn, who stood by, begged 
him to take care of Mrs. Freeman, and was at her side, 
and with his arm offered in a moment. He changed 
colour several times as she took it, and stammered and 
looked very shy, — but oh, so happy ! It was really 
beautiful to see what expression could do for that coun- 
tenance. They went down together, she talking to him ; 
but in a low subdued voice, and not with her usual 
gaiety." * ♦ * * »* And I wanted to ask you who was 
that you took such especial care of, Mr. Henry Wilming- 
ton, as the company were getting into the boats ?" 

"Who ? I don't remember." 

*' Don't you ? but I watched all your proceedings, 
and I remember quite well. A very pale girl, looking 
too sickly for these sort of affairs : I wonder what she 
came for. She cannot enjoy such scenes — impossible — 
except, indeed — " 

" Oh ! I know who you mean now — Mrs. Freeman 
and her daughter — Poor thing 1 enjoy them I No, I am 
afraid she cannot ; but she comes to please her mother, I 
believe. It is her mother's idea that her deep melan- 
choly may be in some littie degree dissipated by such 
pictures of life — for those things are but as pictures to 
her — and that the fine air and sailing upon such a day, 
may do good. I doubt it myself." 

" And is there nothing else here ?" said Flavia, a little 
sarcastically. 

My pretty Flavia do not be so mean. Do not grudge 



a cnst-off lover to the poor girl. It is the poor man's 
lamb to her. I am afraid we shall hate you if yoa do 
that. " Is there nothing here to divert her melancholy, 
but pictures of life and fresh air ? Nothing — Harry — 
nothing ?" looking with meaning. " Take care of wlimt 
you are about." 

" Of what I am about," said he, with simplicity, not 
having the slightest idea of her meaning, so far were 
such thoughts from him. " What can you mean ? — 
Poor thing ?" 

"Ah, Mr. Wilmington ! What is the cause of all this 
melancholy on her part, I wonder ?" 

"Dont you know? — how should you! — ^That poor 
woman, her mother, was wife to the captain of one of 
my father's ships. He was a plain, rough fellow, as such 
men mostly are; but a worthy man and an excellent 
commander of a vessel. The poor girl's betrothed sailed 
with him as mate. It was to be his last voyage, poor 
lad I and then he was to come home and many her. 
They were bound for Newfoundland. It's a long, dismal, 
but an heroic story. The ship struck upon a sunken 
rock ; the boats were got out ; all those on board saved, 
but these two insisted upon being the last to^ quit 
the vessel. This good fellow and this brave bo]r. 
He was seconding his captain in his attempt to save 
some provisions, and to rescue them all. They were, 
with three more sailors, still upon the vessel, when she 
gave way, went to pieces, and they all perished. The 
poor man had a large venture on board, — ^the poor lad 
his all engaged on that venture. Tliey left these two 
women beggars and friendless, for they had not a rela- 
tion in the world. The widow bore up and will fight 
it out ; the girl will go at last. She is a commonplace, 
good-Learted woman, just a proper wife for her rough, 
honest husband ; but the two young ones were different ; 
— I don't know how it was, but there was a delicacy and 
sensibility about her, that one would wonder how she came 
by ; and he was a fine, noble-hearted fellow — poor lad I" 

Flavia's glistening eyes were bent upon Harry's face, 
as with an expression and tone of the deepest feeling 
he told this little story. He was not, and could not be 
in the least aware of the interest these moments of deep 
feeling gave to his countenance. She gazed — was silent 
— dropped her eyes, mused, and stood there thought- 
fully." 

Flavia asks to speak to the widow and her daughter. 
Left alone with them she hears " how it was Harry who 
had urged her claims for assistance upon his father ; 
how Mr, Wilmington, who was good-natured, bat 
thoughtless, was apt to forget things of this nature, re- 
garding others as well as herself; how Harry nerer forgot 
them. How much good in secret he did ; how mode- 
rate were his own expenses ; how simple his habits ; how 
generous his deeds, how high his reputation stood for 
wise and scrupulous honour in business ; how highly hia 
abilities were rated by those who knew him well ; how 
kind he had been to her, in so many ways, besides the 
great essential service he had rendered her by obtaining 
this pension." Flavia compared this character to that of 
the vain Lord Geoige, and a change came over her 
heart. 

Mrs. Wilmington dies. Alarmed at her husband's 
increasing extravagance, she has made it her dying re- 
quest that Henry shall devote himself to his Esther's 
interests ; he does so unthanked, for what is to him a 
most painful sacrifice of all his tastes and feelings, but 
supported by his sense of duty. After a three years 
widowhood, Mr. Wilmington marries the vain, empty 
Miss Emerson. The new bride does not lessen the ex- 
travagant merchant's expenditure or reckless speculation. 
Henry remonstrates in vain. Mr. Wilmington involves 
even his rich old Indian friend, Mr. Craiglethorpe, in 
his dangerous folly. Henry is in despair; this probable 
loss of another man's money where there are no meana 
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of repaying it, this culpable abuse of a most generous 
confidence stings him to the heart. Filled with mourn- 
ful forebodings, he retires from the gay scene of his 
fiftther's ball-room to some lonely spot more suited to his 
present mood, f lavia, sent by a mutual friend, goes to 
seek him. 

" She glided away, slid through the gay crowds that 
thronged the door of the drawing-room, entered another, 
gaily lighted, but almost deserted, passed through ano- 
ther emptier still, and entered the boudoir, faintly illu- 
minated from the other rooms ; for the lights, by some 
negligence, had here been suffered to burn so dimly, 
that it was as twilight, after the brilliancy of the others. 
He was on a low settee, his hands covering his face, she 
stepped sofUy up to him. " My dear Henry, what is the 
matter?" 

He lifted up his head. His expression was miserable. 
" Flavia ! what are you come here for ? " 

"We have missed you, Henry, Selwyn misses you. 
He asked me to come and look for you. Something is 
the matter, he is sure." 

"My Flavia!" lifting up eyes of such melancholy 
tenderness, that her very heart was melted. " My Flavia, 
there is much to make me fed anxious and perplexed ; 
but one word from you. Fool that I am .... My 
sweetest .... forgive me, Flavia ; I heard some bad 
news, to night." 

Flavia vainly seeks to console ; his heart is filled with 
a double sorrow : shame for his father's approaching dis- 
grace, and passionate regret for what he deems his own 
unreturned love. " Even at this very moment," he ex- 
claims, " when the situation of his affairs demands my 
undivided energy, ray very heart is dying within me for 
griefs altogether my own. I am a poor creature, as he 
called me." 

" Henry, Henry ! " said she, as sitting down by him, 
and trying to uncover his face, she gently pulled his hando 
away. There was the artless innocence of an afTectionate 
little child in all her proceedings. " Look up, dear 
Honry; don't be so miserable; — ^look up. Cannot I do 
something ? I believe I am to have a great deal of this 
tiresome money some time : it is all at your service, dear 
Henry, if that will do any good." 

He could not bear this ; ho pushed away her hands. 
" Help me ! No, no ; nothing you can do." 

She was hurt at this, and the tears came into her 
eyes. " This is very unkind. You are like the rest. I 
thought you would never be unkind to me." 

•* Was I unkind ! Oh, Flavia ! " 

"Everybody vexes me; but I thought you and Caro- 
line would never be unkind — I thought I was safe from 
trouble with you." 

" Trouble '. But you will soon have a protector who 
adores you." 

" I ! who ? " 

" Lord George." 

" Lord George ! Never, never ! He protect me ! 
he torments and distresses me, till I don't know what to 
do. And you, Henry, my only friend, you are like the 
rest, — so unkind to me ! " 

" Unkind to thee, my Flavia ! Oh, that I might open 
these arms to shelter thee for ever." 

He opened them, and she sank upon his breast. 

She did not think — she did not know — it was one 
sweet impulse with them both. Not one word was 
spoken ; one close embrace, heart to heart, and it was 
as if they had been betrothed for years." 

Henry's intoxicating dreams of happiness are soon 
disturbed. His father^s speculation proves as unfortu- 
nate as the clear-sighted young man had anticipated: 
Mr. Craiglethorpe's hundred thousand pounds arc lost ' 
immediately ; even the confident merchant is staggered ; ' 
for his friend and benefactor is on his way home, and ho 
feeds that tho money must be returned : but where is the 



enormous sum to come from? All he possesses will 
scarcely yield as much. Henry insists on retrenchment 
and economy, and the father yields a tardy assent. Tins, 
though long expected, has been no light blow to the 
noble young man. True to his honourable nature, he 
relinquishes Flavia; and though she refuses to break 
their engagement, the prospect of entire poverty, espe- 
cially under such disgraceful circumstances, is insupport- 
able to his love and nice sense of honour. To add to his 
affliction, his friend Selwyn is dying, and he cannot let 
him know the full extent of his misery, for Selwyn is 
nephew of Mr. Craiglethorpe, to whom his great property 
naturally reverts. The scrupulous Henry would scorn to 
avail himself of his friend's generosity, even to save his 
family from ruin, and that especially at the expense of a 
man who has already suffered so severely from that 
family. The gay Wilmingtons are now much reduced. 
They have left their splendid mansion in Belgrave Square 
for a comparatively humble home. It is a wintry morn- 
ing in March ; handsome Mrs. Wilmington, whose tem- 
per is not improved by her fallen fortunes, scolds fret- 
fully as she pours out the tea ; her husband, scarcely less 
peevish, finds however an ill-natured pleasure in tor- 
menting his wife by reading th^ paper instead of coming 
to breakfast. 

*' The fire blazed, Mrs. Wilmington pouted ; Mr. 
Wilmington turned the paper idly about .... Sud- 
denly his eye caught something — a paragraph. He 
stooped down, reading it as if he would devour it ; ho 
bent it to the fire as if he would see it by that light ; 
then he gathered the paper up and crushed it into his 
pocket, and starting up made as if he would run out of 
tho room ; he then sat down again and panted as if for 
breath ; then he pulled out the paper again — again bent 
down to the fire, and read or rather devoured the pas- 
sage. 

" What in the world is the matter now ? " said Lizzy, 
who had been watching him. 

At this his two children looked up. He was pale with 
emotion; but it was not the emotion of grief — every 
feature was working with agitation. Again he crumpled 
the paper into his pocket, and looked quite bewildered, 
almost as if he was beside himself — ^it certainly was not 
sorrow — it hardly seemed joy — what was it ? 

"My dear father I " said Caroline. 

" For goodness sake, Mr. Wilmington, what can be 
tho reason of these unaccountable ways ; are you going 
crazy ?" exclaimed his wife. 

" My dear Sir, whul is tho matter ? " asked Henry, 
coming up to him anxiously, as soon as he was aware 
of the state he was in ; " what can have happened ? " 

" Harry— Harry — my boy — my boy — read it yourself, 
read it yourself," was all he could articulate, taking the 
newspaper out of his pocket again, and putting it into his 
hand. Henry unfolded the paper and searched about;, 
but saw nothing. 

" I find nothing. Sir — where is it ? — what is it ? " he 
said — " Give it me ; " he was panting violently, his hand 
shook as he took the paper again — he found the para- 
graph with diffioulty, and his shaking fingers pointed it 
out to his son."* 

The intelligence is, that the ship in which Mr. Craig- 
lethorpe was returning with his immense fortune, has 
been wrecked on the coast of Madagascar. Mr. Craig- 
lethorpe is numbered witli the dead. 

" Good God !" was all that Harry could say. He was 
the more shocked from the horrid feeling of relief which 
the disastrous intelligence forced even upon him, and 
which was but too visible upon his father's agitated 
countenance. Yes, it was joy, terrible joy, joy inex- 
pressible, which his son could not help reading there." 

iScarcely has the news arrived when Selwyn expires; 
Henry is not with him then, and believes he died in ig- 
norance of his uncle's fate : hia will proTea the contrary. 
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By a codicil added to that will, in the last momenta of 
existence, Henry and bis father are, on account of Mr. 
Craiglethorpe's death, declared sole heirs to the young 
man 8 property. 

A Itill takes phice in the agitated fortunes of the Wil- 
mingtons. Henry marries Flavia, retires with her ancT 
his sister Caroline to a pleasant home in Wales, and th^e 
three years of pure happiness pass away. But lo ! on a 
lovely summer evening a dry, sun-burned old man alights 
at the gate of the elder Mr. Wilmington's splendid seat, and 
imperatively asks to see the master. It is old Mr. Crai- 
glethorpe, escaped from the shipwreck and come back to 
see the friend of his youth. Received by Mrs. Wilming- 
ton as an impostor, he has hope from her husband ; but 
by him too he is repulsed and denied ; when he proves 
his identity, and asserts his claim to the hundred thousand 
pounds, "iir, Wilmington returns him tt\e valueless shares 
of the mining company in which the sum was invested. A 
deep insatiable desire for vengeance enters the heart of 
the wronged and ruined old man. A chance-meeting 
with the servant of his late nephew convinces him that 
Belwyn died in ignorance of his supposed death ; that 
the codicil to the will must consequently have been 
fbrged. And on whom does his suspicion and his ven- 
geance fall? On Henry; Henry who was the last 
stranger seen in Belwyn's dwelling. His father came 
indeed to the house, and remained after he had left his 
dying frietid> but no one knows this save Henry himself 
and an old servant down in the country. We need 
scarcely say that Mr. Wilmington is the forger. The 
unhappy young man is arrested^ tried and condemned 
for his father's crime. This we cannot help oonridering 
the weak point of the book. The trial of the inno- 
cent hero is a worn out incident of little interest, the 
reader being aware that no author or authoress could 
possibly have the heart to hang so exemplary an in- 
dividual. We confess that the certainty of his ultimate 
safety considerably diminished our concern in poor Henry 
Wilmington's sufferings, and in those of his gentle 
Plavia. 

The end is briefly told. The innocence of Henry is 
proved by the confession of his father, who dies of 
mingled remorse and terror, as well as by the testimony 
of the old servant ; he is dismissed to his Welsh home 
not to enjoy happiness — such sorrows leave deep traces — 
but in freedom, and saved at least from death and 
dishonour. 

The story of the Wilmingtons is written with the 
refinement and elegance which characterise the au- 
thoress J it is interspersed with many beautiful passages 
of quiet thought and delicate feeling] a pure spirit of 
devotion, charity, and self-sacrifice sanctifies the whole. 



NANKEEN. 

(From a Beport lately tubroitted by M. Raiusnum, Attach^ to the 
French Embaasy in China, to the Indiutrial Aiaociation of M ul- 
hausen.) 

Op all the cotton produced in China, the most remark- 
able, as well as the most beautiful, is that used in the 
fabrication of the calico known in Europe under the name 
of nankin or nankeen. It has been long a matter of 
debnte whether the texture called nankeen was manufac- 
tured from a raw material, having, previous to any mani- 
pulation, the yellowish hue which distinguishes it, or 
whether it owed its peculiar shade to a light dye. 

M. Van Braam, who was at the head of the commer- 
cial mission sent out by Holland to Pekin in 1794, had 
been instructed by the European merchants to request 
that the nankeens destined for their different markets 
might for the future be dyed a deeper colour than they 
had been for some time past ; and he had an opportunity, 
during his stay, of ascertaining that the colour of these 



textures was natural to the raw material, and not subject 
to fade. Sir George Staunton, one of Lord Macartoe/s 
embassy, found, in going through the province of Kiang> 
ndu, that the cotton it produces is naturally of the yellow 
colour, which it retains after spinning ^nd weaving. He 
also says, that when the Nankin cotton is transplanted 
to another province it degenerates and becomes white. 

I saw, in the environs of Shang-hai, ootton-trees with 
yellow down growing in close neighbourhood vrith white 
cotton-trees, the latter, however, being mach the most 
numerous. There were some, also, producing a down of 
an intermediate shade, but it api)ears that the yellow 
cotton prevails most on the banks of the Yang-tse-kiang, 
in the environs of Nankin, and on the borders of the 
great Canal. Its colour is attributed by many to the 
oxide of iron contained in the soil where it grows, and 
this w6uld explain its being subject, when transplanted, 
to degenerate and produce white cotton. 

Ilocos, one of the provinces of the Philippine Isles, has 
likewise a reddish cotton, named coyote, a still deeper 
colour than that of Kiang-nan ; and the plant, like that 
of China, deteriorates when expatriated, and produces a 
white down, but, on being restored to its native soil, is 
again covered with red cotton. 

From every opportunity of comparing, on the spot, the 
colour of the calico of Nankin and of Ilocos with that of 
the raw material, we were compelled to dnw the same 
conclusion that it was natural, and to admit, as a certain 
and indubitable fact, the pre-existence of this shade in 
the thread employed by the weaver. 

The cottons of Hayti, of Caraccas, of many parts ot 
India, and especially of Pumeah and Orissa, as also the 
cottons of Egypt, present a hue which closely resembles 
that of the Nankin cottons, and which would probably 
remain in the unbleached manufactured article. 



8CIENCB TBI WOIfDEm-WORKER. 

The general faith in science as a wonder-worker is at 
present unlimited ; and along with this there is cherished 
the conviction that every discovery and invention admits 
of a practical application to the welfikre of men. Is a 
new vegetable product brought to this country from 
abroad, or a new chemical compound discovered, or a 
novel physical phenomenon recorded ? The question is 
immediately asked cui bono ? What is it good for ? Is 
food or drink to be got out ot it ? Will it make hats or 
shoes, or cover umbrellas ? Will it kill or heal ? Will it 
drive a steam-engine, or make a mill go ? And truly this 
cui bono question has of late been so often satisfactorily 
answered, that we cannot wonder that the public should 
persist in putting it, somewhat eagerly, to every dis- 
coverer and inventor, and should believe that if a sub- 
stance has one valuable application, it will prove, if further 
investigated, to have a thousand. Gutta percha has not 
been known in this country ten years, and already it 
would be more difficult to say what purposes it has not 
been applied to, than to enumerate those to which it has 
been applied. Gun-cotton had scarcely proved in the 
saddest way its power to kill, before certain ingenious 
Americans showed that it has a remarkable power of heal- 
ing, and forms the best sticking-plaster for wounds. 
Surgeons have not employed ether and chloroform as 
anaesthetics for three years ; and already an ether steam- 
engine is at work in Lyons, and a chloroform engine in 
London. Polarization of Ught, as a branch of science, 
is the enigma of enigmas to the public. What it is, is a 
small matter ; but what work it can perform is a great 
one. It must turn to some use. The singularly in- 
genious Wheatsfyonc, accordingly, has already partly 
satisfied the public by making polarized light act as a 
time-keeper, and has supplied us with a sky-polariscope ; 
a substitute for a sun-dial, but greatly sui>erior to it in 
usefulness and accuracy. Of other sciences we need 



ELIZA COOK'B JOURNAL. 



m 



II 



scarcely speak. Chemistry has long come down from her 
atomic altitudes and elective affinities ; and now scours 
and dyes, brews, bakes, cooks, and compounds drugs and 
manures, with contented composure. Electricity leaves 
her thunderbolt in the sky, and, like Mercury dismissed 
from Olympus, acts as letter-carrier and message-boy. 
Even the mysterious magnetism — ^which once seemed Uke 
a living principle to quiver in the compass-needle — ^is un- 
clothed of mystery, and set to drive turning-hithes. The 
public perceives aU this, and has unlimited faith in man's 
power to conquer nature. The credulity which formerly 
fed upon unicorns, phoenixes, mermaids, vampires, 
krakens, pestilential eometa, fairies, ghosts, witehes, 
spectres, charms, curses, universal remedies, pactions 
with Satan, and the like, now tampers with chemistry, 
electricity, and magnetism, as it once did with the invi- 
sible world. Shoes of swiftness, seven-leagued boots, and 
Fortunatus* wishing-caps, are banished even from the 
nursery ; but an electro-magnetic steam fire-balloon, 
which will cleave the air like a thunderbolt, and go 
straight to its destination as the crow flies, is an invention 
which many hope to see realised before railways are quite 
worn to pieces. We may soon expect, too, it seems, to 
shoot our natural enemies with sawdust, fired from guns 
of the long range, pointed at the proper angle, as settled 
by the astronomer-royal, which will enable the Woolwich 
artillery-men (who will hereafter be recruited frt>m the 
Blind Asylum) to bombard Canton, or wherever else the 
natural enemy is. and save the necessity of sending troops 
to the Colonies. A snuff-box full of the new manure, 
about to be patented, will fertilize a field ; and the same 
amount of the new explosive will dismantle the fortifica- 
tions of Paris. By means of the fish-tail propeller, to 
be laid before the admiralty, the Atlantic will be crossed 
in three daysr — Edinbtu'gh Review. 
m 

THE SOUTH AMRBtCAN F0RBST8. 

'The forests of the Amazons not only cover the basin 
of that river, from the Cordillera of Chiquitos to the 
mountains of Parima, but also its limiting mountain 
chains, the Sierra Dos Vertentes and Parima, so that the 
whole forms an area of woodland more than six times the 
size of France, lying between the eighteenth parallel of 
south latitude and the seventh of north, consequently 
intOT-tropical and traversed by the equator. According 
to Baron Humboldt, the soil, enriched for ages by the 
spoils of the forest, consists of the richest mould. The 
heat is suffocating in the deep and dark recesses of these 
primeval woods, where not a breath of air penetrates, 
and where, after being drenched by the periodical rains, 
the damp is so excessive that a blue mist rises in the 
early morning among the huge stems of the trees, and 
envelopes the entangled creepers stretohing from bough to 
bough. A deathlike stillness prevails from sunrise to 
sunset, then the thousands of animals that inhabit these 
forests join in one loud discordant roar, not continuous, 
but in bursts. The beasts seem to be periodically and una- 
nimously roused by some unknown impulse, till the forest 
rings in universal uproar. Profound silence prevails at 
midnight, which is broken at the dawn of morning by 
another general roar of the wild chorus. The whole 
forest often resounds when the animals, startled from their 
sleep, scream in terror at the noise made by bands of its 
inhabitants flying from some night-prowling foe. Their 
anxiety and terror before a thunder storm are excessive, 
and aU nature seems to partake in the dread. The tops 
of the lofty trees rustle ominously, though not a breath 
of air agitates themj a hollow whistling in the high 
regions of the atmosphere comes as a warning from the 
black floating vapour ; midnight darkness envelopes the 
ancient forests, which soon after groan and creak with 
the blast of the hurricane. The gloopa is rendered still 
more hideous by the vivid lightning and the stunning 
crash of thunder. — Blackwood'a Magazine. 



DIAMOND DUST. 

Lavater says, "Never make that man your friend 
who hates music, or the laugh of a child." 

Men with few faults are the least anxious to discover 
those of others. 

Death and the sun have this in common — ^few can 
gaze at them steadily. 

In the present day there is no fixed time for sleep. 
The world roars around us like a torrent of events. Every- 
thing is rapid ; and we are whirled with velocity in the 
midst of a vortex as vast as it is incessant. Repose there 
is none; and instead of sleeping on a pillow of down, we 
stand continually on the tiptoe of expectation, awaiting 
the coming-on of to-morrow, big as it were with the 
doom of some great hereafter. 

Our minds are like certain drugs and perfumes, which 
must be crushed before they evince their vigour and put 
forth their virtues. 

It is better to sow a young heart with generous 
thoughts and deeds than a field with com, since the 
heart's harvest is perpetual. 

Slanderers are, at all evente, economical, for they 
make a little go a great way, and rarely open their 
mouths except at the expense of other people. 

How absurd to be afraid of death, when we are in the 
habit of rehearsing it every night. 

Personality and invective are not only proofa of a 
bad argument, but of a bad arguer ; for politeness is per- 
fectly compatible with wit and logic, while it enhances 
the triumph of both. 

In the voyage of life we should imitate the ancient 
mariners, who, without losing sight of the earth, trusted 
to the heavenly signs for their guidance. 

He that neglects the culture of ground naturally fertile 
is more shamefully culpable than he whose field would 
scarcely recompense his husbandry. 

As the luminaries of heaven reflect from one to another 
their light and heat, even so it is that one human heart 
must reflect upon the other the genial glow of happiness 

and joy. 

Cant — A synonym of hypocrisy ; simulation and dis- 
simulation are its constituent elements — ^the substitution 
of the form for the spirit, of appearances for realities, of 
words for things. 

Nothing can be great which is not right. Nothing 
which reason condemns can be suitable to the dignity of 
the human mind. 

One had better be cheated agreeably than pass one's 
life in watching not to be cheated. 

The best test of individual conduct is — ^how would 
general happiness and prosperity be affected if that con- 
duct were universally pursued. 

Authorship is, according to the spirit in which it is 
pursued, an infamy, a pastime, a handicraft, an art, a 
science, a virtue. 

Suffering others to think for us, when Heaven has 
supplied us with reason and a conscience for the express 
purpose of enabling us to think for ourselves, is the groat 
fountain of all human error. 

It is in the power of any writer to be original by 
deserting nature, and seeking the quaint and the fantas- 
tical ; but literary monsters, Uke all others, are generally 
short lived. 

To hear complaints with patience, even when com- 
plaints are vain, is one of the duties of friendship ; and 
though it must be allowed that he suffers most like a 
hero that hides his grief in silence, yet it cannot bo 
denied that he who complains acts like a man, like a 
social being, who looks for help from his fellow-creatures. 
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THE GOLD FINDERS. 

A aiTSB in a distaot land 
Rolled o'er the rut primeTal nnd 

Of moantatnt wuhed away ; 
The dark wood and the dismal fen, 
The MTage homea of lavage men, 

Along its margin laj. 

Bat eyeiywhere that riTcr roUod 
The heavy sand was bright with gold ; 

The forest, while it threw 
Cold shadows from ito ancient pines, 
Was rich as India's burning mines, 

Or mountains of Perui 

Forth from his home a wanderer past, 
In California's western waste 

To tread that river's shore. 
He dug the ground ; he washed the sand | 
And gathered, with a jealous hand, 

The harvest of its ore. 

Nor father's voice, nor mother's smile. 
Nor sisteri in his native isle. 

His eager feet had stayed ; 
For gold, that monarch and the god 
Of every land where man has trod, 

Be worshipped and obeyed. 

No fruitless care, no wasted toil 
Was his, upon a barren soil 

A weary task to bring ; 
The yeUow heaps around him rose 
Like trophies at a battle's close, 

Or tribute to a king. 

He grew in riches : they were rings 
And jewels, and the splendid things 

We give our lives to boy ; 
And lands and houses, and the state 
That help the idle and the great 

To glitter ere they die. 

The wisard book, the magic wand, 
The mighty spell, were in his hand, 

For gold was at his aide ; 
His toil its recompense received— 
The great world praised him while be lived. 

And mourned him when he dicil. 

There was another stream. As for 
As California's deserts arc 

From England's fruitful shores ; 
So distant was it from the sight 
Of easy men, tho' day and night 

It washed upon their doors. 

And still, wherever man has dwelt 

The rush was heard, the waves were felt, 

The solemn murmur came ; 
The wide earth was its native clime. 
Its boundary was the end of time. 

And Poverty its name. 

Eternal shadows, where the blue 

Of God's fiur heaven ne'er glimmered through. 

Far o'er the stream were thrown ; 
And oft the foul and filthy breath 
Told where the shapes of woe and death 

Were habitants alone. 

Here, too, the mighty waters rolled 
O'er many a grain of purest gold, 

And hiUier, from the land 
Where life was joy, and love was more, 
A second wanderer sought the shore, 

And laboured in the sand. 

Nor father's voice, nor mother's smile. 
Nor sister could his soul beguile 

Of other joys to dream. 
The treasure that he loved was here. 
And not the outspread hemisphere 

Could tCDipt him from the stream* 



He grew in riches ; they were lo<^ 
^Vhere the heart gushed like water-brooks 

Out of the thankful eye ; 
Smiles th|t had never shone before — 
Prayers that exalting angels bore 

With anthems to the sky. 

The blessing of the poot^the voice 
Of sorrow learning to rqoiee — 

A sweet and holy sound i 
Tie loving deed— the gentle thought— 
These were the lichea that he sought— 

The treasures that he found. 

He also died. The great worid knew 

Nought of the work he lived to do- 
Nought of his life or name ; 

But Heaven upraised her portals wide» 

And to the threshold, side by side, 
The two gold-finders came. 

The first, a naked ghost, was there } 
His hands were empty, and his hair 

No circling crown confined. 
Hii riches were not for the aool ; 
He left them in his grave— a whole 

Eternity behind. 

No robe of light, no wreath of love, 
Was woven by the hands above 

To greet him at the door. 
On earth he was a prince in power* 
He entered Paradise that hour 

The poorest of the poor. 

The other came. He ne'er had learned 
In humsn courts, where rubies burned 

And diamonds flashed, to stand ; 
But Earth and Heaven might envy now 
The crown of glory on his brow— 

The rainbow in his hand. 

The robe of light, the wreath of love, 
Were woven in his home above. 

And smiling spirits bore 
Ills treasures ; for the smallest grsdn 
Gathered on earth, was his again. 

And his for evermore. 

Go, thirsty souls I the rising gales 
Arc sweeping o'er impatient sails 

For cither stream unfurled ; 
Hut happy they, when life is done. 
Who find in human hearts alone 

The gold-dust of the world. 

Albert J. Mott« 



THREE CLASSES OF MEN 

Mankind mny be divided into three dasaes. They who 
do what is right from principle ; they who act from ap- 
pearances ; and they who act from impulses in defiance 
of law, custom, and reason; constituting the upright and 
conscientious, the time-serving and servile, the reckless 
and corrupt orders of men. 

NATURAL PRODUCTIONS. 

Germany has produced clocks, ghost stories, and print- 
ing. France, cooks, capons, and compliments. Russia, 
mad emperors and hemp. Africa, ivory and ebony — 
blacks. England, roast-beef, pudding and beer, as well 
as mighty statesmen and scholars, seamen and soldiers, 
and the blessings of conquest, taxation, and good 
advice. 
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LIGHT AND SUNSHINE. 

' "Lettherabe light I" wu the fint gmnd Ibtt pcomul- 
' gated on nrOi. " Ad<1 God asw the light tint it wu 
gooil: and God dirided the light from the dukiiMs.'' 
. Each morning ia still wilneas to the repetition of that 
glorious order eitablished at Creation. The darkness 
' disappears at the davn, aod tho sun rising above the hO' 
j riion brings with it tha daily procession of beantj and 
' jor, " kisdog dead things to life." The lark flies up U 
, heaven with its momiag orison, the beasU rouse them- 
selves from their lur, and mail rises from his couch and 
' goes forth to his labonr. He works while it is daf, and 
till the night cometh ; and under the shadow of the dark- 
ness he retires to rest. Thus light and life have come U 
bedoBelf identified in onr minds; OS also the correspond, 
ing association of darkness and sleep or death. 

light is indeed more indispensable to the life and health 
of nun than is genersUr imagined ; not less so than ia 
the light of knowledge to the heslthj condition of man'i 
mental natnre. You cannot grow a health; plant with- 
out a full eapplT of light, neither can a health; human 
lieing bo sustained without it. Plants placed in the 
dark become pale, bleached, and feeble ; and M do men 
and women. See how the plant, immured in darkness, 
I struggles to reach the light, throwing out it* tendrils as 
< if to feel and apprehend it. Plant a vine in a dark place, 
I into which onl; one small stream of light is allowed to 
I enter, and it will grow towards the narrow opening and 
I press eagerlf through it into the day-light. The hop and 
the irj twine round their supporter in the direction of 
the sun, and the sunflower 

Tlie leaves, which are the Inngs of the vegetable world, 
are invariably foand turned towards the light ; and with' 
out its stimulus and agency, their functions could not be 
properly performed, nor their circulating fluids duly pro- 
doced. The most beautiful flowers owe the magic of their 
colonn to a full supply of light ] as does the bril- 
liant carnation flush on the cheek of beanty. Ught, like 
the oiygcn of the air, isindispeniableloBDimBl life; and 
wherever it is deficient, heatth is impaired, feeble, and 
iinenjojed. The tribes of men who live near tho pole, 
i tho Samoicds, Es<]iumBui, Grcenlanders, LB]i1aD<iers, 
i and Ostiadcs, deprived as they are of solar light for three 



months in the year, are stunted in growth, and po< 
very weak muscular powers. Their feature* and sta 
retain an appearance of boyhood or youth almost until 
marks of age appear ; the head is flat, the face brood, and 
the whole figure squat and unattractive. 

This subject is of much importance, considered in its 
relBtinn to the health of the people. Light being obvi- 
ously ODD of the conditions of health, tliere ought to be 
an uurestricted and abundant supply of it in every dwell- 
ing. Valuable evidence illustrative of the necessity of 
the free access of light to all human habitations, was 
given by several diatingoished medical men before the 
Commissioner) ou the Health of Towns. Mr. N. Bagshaw 
Ward, surgeon, stated as follows : — 

" During a practice of thirty years iu a densely pc 
lated neighbourhood, my attention has been repeatedly 
drawn to the influence of light, not only aa a moat efficient 
means of preventing disease, but likewias as tending 
terially to render disease milder when it occurs, and n 
amenable to medical and other treatment. Dupuytren 
relates the case of a lady whose malodiea had baffled the skill 
of several ominent practitioners. This lady resided in 
dark room (into which the bud never shone), in one of 
the narrow streets oF Paris. After a careful eiamination, 
Dupuytrmiras led to refer her complaints to the absence 
of light, and recommended her removal to a more ch< 
All aituation. Ilia change was followed by the n 
beneficial results; all her complaints vanished. Sir 
James Wylie has given a remarkable instance of the In- 
fluence of light; he states that the caae* of disease on 
the dark aide of an extensive barrack at St. Petersburg 
have been uniformly, for many years, in the proportkin of 
three to one to those on the side exposed to the strong 
liglit. The eiperimenta of Dr. Edwards ore conclusive ; 
he has shown that if tadpoles are nourished with proper 
1, and exposed to the constantly renewed contact of 
water, (so that their beneficial reapintion may be main- 
tained), but are entirely deprived of light, their growth | 
itiaues, but their metamorphoiis into the condition 
breathing animals is arrested, and they remain in the 
fbrm of large tadpoles. Dr. Edwards also observes, that 
persons who live in caves and cellon, or in very dark and 
streets, are apt to produce deformed children; 
t men who work in mines are liable to disease and 
deformity beyond what the simple closeness of the tlr 
would be likely to produce.'' 
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It is also observed that persons who live in deep valleys 
between mountains, or in close nan*ow streets into which 
the sun never sliines, present & pale, relaxed sallowness 
of skin, indicating a low and enfeebled state of health, 
which contrasts strongly with the ruddy freshni»3s of 
couTitry folks, who Uve mach>in the sun and the open air. 
Those also who inhabit the side of a hill having a nor- 
thern aspect, are pater and less healthy than pel^ons 
living on its southern or sunny side. The vegetation 
found on the southern slopes is also invariably found better 
and more elaborately developed — the flowers brighter, and 
the foliage more robust and vefdaht. All the vivifying 
influences are more active wherever the sun's light and 
warmth are fireely supplied. 

This question has also a moral aspect, which is not the 
least important. The privation of light has a fearfully 
depressing influence on the human mind ; and most per- 
sons can testify to the dismal feelings produced by occu- 
pying a gloomy apartment, and the brightening infinence, 
on the spirits, of a gleam of sunshine. Every physician 
can bear abundant testimony to the restorative and cheer- 
ing effects of the latter. The consequences of regularly 
living in dark apartments, where depressing influences 
are ^ly at work, has been found to be most deleterious, 
not only to the physical, but to the moral health of the 
persona so situated. The Health of Towns' Commission, a 
few years ago, found that there were in Liverpool 7,892 
cellars, inhabited by 39,460 men, women, and children ; 
and in Manchester, 4,443 cellars, inhabited by 18,217 
persons. It is difficult for the mind to conceive of any 
human habitations more utterly miserable; and Mr. 
Chadwick aflirmed that in the cellars of Liverpool, Man- 
chester, and Leeds, he had seen amongst the operatives 
more vice, misery, and degradation, than those which, 
when detailed by Howard, had excited the sympathy of 
the world. Into these cellars the misery- and vice of thei 
great towns seemed to gravitate ; and such misery Imd 
vice there went on propagating themselves into conse- 
quences of most feaiiful import to the society which so 
harboured them. The Health of Towns' Act has done 
much to abate such nuisances ; and it has excited strong 
public opinion generally in favour of healthier domestic 
accommodation for the poor. 

' But more yet remains to be done in the same direetton, 
and the next step of a Government, anxious to promote 
the welfare of the people, ought to be — the abolition of 
the "Window Tax. From what we have said, this tax is 
virtually a prohibition imposed on full health — except to 
those who can afibrd to pay for light. A full supply of 
light is as important to human health as a foil supply of 
food ; but now, to avoid taxes which many have a cUffi- 
culty in paying, we find Houses are erected with a defi- 
ciency of windows, and very often windows are blocked 
up to keep down the fitimily expenses. Even apparatuses 
constructed for ventilation are taxed as windows ! sky- 
lights are taxed, lights over passage-doors, and the 
meanest bull's-eye in a cellar is liable, provided it com- 
municates with Uie house. Surely this is not as it ought 
to be ; and the Government which permits such a state 
of things, in the face of the above facts, which its own 
Commission has brought prominently to light, is not free 
f^om serious responsibility. We believe, however, that 
remedial measures are intended ; and we trust that the 
present Session of Parliament will not rise until it has 
put an end to the deleterious tax on light. 
^ The taxes on intellectual light are no less objectionable. 
Such as taxes on newspapers, taxes on paper, and taxes 
on advertisements. These are tantamount to interdicts on 
knowledge for the poor. A penny is a small thing ; but to 
a man with few pennies to spare, it is a heavy tax. On a 
fourpenny newspaper it is 25 per cent. This is a virtual 
prohibition of cheap newspapers ; and newspapers are the 
books of the poor man. What would be the effect of putting 
a tax of a penny on journals such as oar own ? To extin- 



guish at once this useful class of labourers in the cause of i 
popular education 1 Such is the effect on newspapers : the i 
tax prohibits their existence for the multitude. Only those ' 
persons who can afford to pay their sixpences can eDJoy 
the luxury. The partial reduction of the tax some years ago 
has, it IS true, greatly increased the circulation of news- 
papers, and enabled the better-pkid of the working da^^es 
to buy them ; but the tax of one penny on each, still 
greatly restricts their circulation, and must be regarded 
as a prohibition of such cheap newspapers as would be 
purchased by the poorer classes of r^ulers. ** Let there 
be light ;" is therefore as applicable in this case as in 
that of restricted window-light. Were this tax abolished, 
newspapers would at once be universally multiplied— they 
would abound in England to the same extent they now 
do in America ; and even the poorest man would be en- 
abled to have his weekly paper. 

The tax oh advertisements is a sore tax on tiie nn- 
employed. A servant Is out of place, and advertises her 
want of emplovment. But in doing so, she must pay 
eighteenpenoe lo the t*ublic Exchequer. How many are 
thus prevented from advertising by this tax levied on their 
misfortune. Or, the shopkeeper is desirous of extending 
his trade, and seeks publicity. He advertises, if he can 
afford it; and is taxed for each advertisement. The 
same tax is imposed on all who make their announcement 
through the medium ofnewsp<^)er8. 

The tax on paper acts injuriously in the same way as 
the stamp duty on newspapers. It add^ to the price, and 
tends to keep literary food out of reach of the poorer 
classes. The addition to the price may not be much ; 
only about a farthing on each newspaper ; still it 
is an addition, and it is like a tax on light, a tax 
on knowledge, which should be free as air. There 
are several excellent cheap publications which have been 
discontinued because of the smallness of the profit, bat 
which the publishers (Messrs. Chambers) have annoanced 
would have been continued had this tax been removed. 
Sufficient profit would then have renuuned to enable 
them to have carried on their pubUcation. The price of 
books is enhanced in the same way, especially in the 
case of those excellent cheap works now printed and sold 
in such immense numbers (as by the Messrs. Bohn, and 
Simms and M'Intyre), the publishers' profits on which are 
the merest fraction. And even though these works pay 
now, the removal of the tax would enable the publishers 
still further to reduce the price to the public, by which 
the great and increasing classes of reaaera would obtain 
considerable advantage. 

Light for the dwelling, and light for the mind— 
healthy homes and healtihy intellects — are alike impe- 
ratively called for ; and legislators certainly could not 
more effectually supply those important requirements, 
than by abolishing the taxes on window light and the 
taxes on knowledge. 



»nr WALK TO " THE OFFICE." 
No. 3. 

Sympathy, what it may do. Mr. Bockhart, Catherine, and her 
husband. A new friend in my walk, a viait to hia home, and a 
question to the reader. 

Ths gushing forth of words of sympathy, and powers of 
healing or soothing others' gnefs and woes from lips that 
really echo the heart's true sentiments, possess a charm 
to which nothing tlds side eternity can boast an equal. 
It seems so God-Ifke in its simplicity and purity, that 
one forgets the suffering which called it forth' while 
listening to the music of its voice j it has a magic so 
beyond our comprehension, that it verges on the super- 
natural, and it would almost seem that the rough waved 
of life's troubled sea were stilled to rest by angel power; 
it has indeed so much of beauty and of loveliness, that 
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we might lead ourselTes to think the One had left us 
this sweet taste of universal love, to give man some idea 
of what A heaven must be. And then« too, what so 
loved and loving, expanding and enduring, even in an 
individual breast ? Sneer at it if you have the heart, and 
yet it thrives; for has it not an ever-welling spring 
within itself, still pouring forth fresh healing water? 
Condemn it, if you will ; martyr, persecute it, if you have 
the power j and, depend upon it, you only spread the 
seed, which will again bud forth, Uke an ear of com, 
giving life's food to those who will but feed upon it. Do 
what you may, you never can annihilate it, so long as 
human nature breathes ; and Airther still ; for lives it not 
beyond the grave ; nay, is it not immortal ? yes, truly, 
if there be a Judgment-day. Look at it from what point 
of view you may, still, Uke a prism in the light, the 
shade may change, but yet 'tis always beautiful. See 
it, as we have lately done^ moving a whole nation's heart 
to one huge pulse of anxious, deep solicitude for the 
welfare of that gallant band, we trust, still safe, though 
traversing perpetual snows — tee how it keeps aUve the 
fire of hope, and battles inch by inch the ground despair 
Yiould seek to occupy. 

Or track its wanderings through dark haunts of crime, 
and bringing to the broMl glare of day the reasons why it 
is that men are found to grovel in iniquity ; and thus, 
havii^^ found the cause, with bold and loving hand 
attempt the remedy. Yes, onward it walks, this sym- 
pathy, or love of man for man, brightening, cheering, 
bettering the blackest heart, and often leading it to such 
a state of light, once never dreamt of in its dismal, 
wretched life of brutish ignorance. 

Or, yet again ; follow it across the mighty main, pene- 
trating into unknown lands, conquering difficulties whic^ 
nothing but such a love as this could hope to'overcome ; 
see it, with unexampled patience, never wearied, never 
regretting tiie sacrifice it needs must make, throwing the 
warm rays of reason's sun upon the clouded intellect 
of some poor black ; t^en watch the breaking germ : 
the savage is subdued ; he learns to know that he too has 
a mind, a heart, a soul ; he looks abroad and sees an open 
book, in which is written by the hand of God himself, 
such lessons, that plead so lovingly, he cannot help but 
Icam; and then it is, that, bursting the fetters which 
liave chained him earthward to the level of a brute, he 
stands erect in the face of Nature and of Nature's God, 
and boasts himself a man. 

And if should it be said, that, after all, he forms but one 
small item in the mass, why then I say, " moat true, my 
potent, grave, and reverend signior, but then 'tis he, anct 
' such as he, that form the little links in that great chain 
which sympathy and civilization shall forge around Uie 
world, fettering us all in one sweet bond of dignified, 
ennobled, undivided love." 

ThiSy then, my reading friend, gives some famt outline 
of what sympathy may do j and if but one spark of the 
true light bum within your heart, extinguish it not, but 
treasure it, as you might a precious gem, and let it shine 
in all its natural brightness over every path you tread. 

As, then, this virtuo is so passing fair, it would be 
strange indeed were its counterfeit not far more generally 
met with than the true original. And yet nothing can 
be more unlike than that is which passes current with the 
world for pure and disinterested sympathy ; but still the 
difference lies in a nutshell, — ^simply in words and deeds, 
the one being redolent to profusion of the former, while 
the other more frequently makes itself heard by acts 
which do not speak — but to the heart. And yet to hear 
Bomo men talk, one might verily bcliove thoy had the 
largest souls imaginable, bora but to bless their fellow- 
creatures with their commiserating sorrow. 

Now, many jean ago I sometimes accompanied a man 
in my walk who professed a large amount of grief for 
his fellow-creatures' misfortunes, collectively and indivi- 



dually. He was always "sorry, very sorry, very sorry 
indeed ; but ... it grieved him ; but ... it was out of his 
power to assist — very sorry indeed," and this too in the 
most honeyed accents pos^ble. Well, somehow or other, 
I never felt comfortable vrith that man ; there was some- 
thing peculiar about him; he was old, and looked as 
though he had never been young ; I oould never realize 
him to my mind as a boy, as a little child, such an utter 
want of humanity was there in his expression. To think 
that once upon a time he might have been fondled, 
nestled to his mother's heart and blessed, seemed quite 
impossible; and yet, of course, he was so once, nay morc^ 
he must have been as one of those of whom it was so 
beautifully and poetically said, " of euch is the kingdom 
of heaven ; " well, all this we can realize of most, but no, 
I never could of him. And then his smile ; I cannot say 
what others thouc ht, but, for my own part, his frt>wn 
was quite delightful in comparison, for there was some 
truth in that, it miplied what was meant — but for the 
other, its meaning was impenetrable. 

And then he was a money-lender, a jobber in bills, and 
lived partly in large cold dismal chambers, which the 
old woman that cleaned them most strenuously affirmed 
were haunted ; but if I cannot vouch for that, for this I 
will, that of whatever character the troubled ghosts mighi 
be, nobody was ever known to enter those walls with 
good spirits for company. 

Now it so happened that Mr. Rockhart — for by that 
name I shall designate him for convenience — had met a 
young lady, of great personal and mental attractions, to 
whom he made an offer of marriage ; but as he was some 
forty years her senior, and wiUial had by no means madeafa- 
vourable impression, he was rejected, and from that mo- 
ment he vowed, and he smiled as he aid it, if ever the op- 
portunity occurred, to be revenged for what he thought an 
insult. But not long after this Catherine Merrington, the 
young lady alluded to, did marry, and Mr. Rockhart, 
having withdrawn all communication with her family, was 
forgotten in the present happiness. And here it will be 
better, that the circumstances may be made clearer, that 
I should follow Catherine's path, and return when occa- 
sion may require it to Mr. R. 

Her choice had fallen upon one apparently deserving 
her, and- she merited one of worth, for if her beauty was 
not absolutely perfect, her sweetness of temper and dis* 
position, I think, was. Four years had passed away, and 
Catherine had now a daughter three years old ; but she 
herself was altered, greatly changed in fact, not in 
heart, but in outward looks ; her once jet hair was even 
tinged with grey, and her cheeks that were of old so 
sweet to look upon, and brought up thoughts of admira- 
tioiji and of love, now looked sunken, pallid, nay quite 
blancbed; her eyes too had lost their lustre, and it was 
but when she stroked the hair apart from off her child's 
sweet face, and kissed its fair fine forehead, that any 
of the old brightness was discernible. 

And reason good enough there was for ell this change. 
Her father, a man well to do in the world, had died, 
leaving, as so many of his class are frequently leaving, no 
provision for those left behind. With ample means for 
doing so, insuring his life had hardly ever entered his 
head, and when it had, some inexplicable and unfounded 
notions of its impropriety, on the ground of " flying in 
the face of providence, and attempting to forestal the 
future," drove it out again, as if the same prudence we 
so vrisely exercise respecting our transactions during life 
should not be put in practice, to guard against the evils 
its neglect entails on those we loved and cherished when 
we sleep the sleep of death. 

But this, the shock once past, could have been borne, 
and what a consolation it would liave been, had she pos- 
sessed the means, to have provided home and comfort to 
her widowed parent; but there was still a greater 
change than this, more lasting, more fatal, more myste- 
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lious i& its origin and end. Some eighteen months 
before the time idladed to* her hushand had become less 
regular in his hoars at home; and those he spent around 
his fireside, once the scene of happiness and jo j« were 
gloomy, silent, and unquiet.* And this got worse, he 
eren absented himself whole nights without any apparent 
reason, and refused any explanation ; his manner too was 
altogeUier changed — he spoke harshly to "his Catherine," 
he nerer smiled upon his child, he was restless, nervous, 
«nd unhinged; as was he also blind to the thousand 
little artifices his wife essayed to bring him back to 
*' home," and win such smiles as she was wont to have 
of old : she tried hard to gain her point, but it was all in 
Tiin } there was within his breast a passion raging, not 
even her lovingness could drive away. And oh, how 
she sttiTered in her heart of hearts ; yet no harsh word 
reproved him; no cutting, bitter taunts, for they she 
knew could do no good; and yet she lived in hope, and 
hung upon the trust she felt in that, no power could 
induce her to believe was really different to what her own 
guildeas hmrt bad taught her it once was;— oh, yes, he 
was her husband still ; and could she have changed her 
part for one of life-enduring bliss, she would not, for she 
was a woman true, a mother and a wife, and loved as 
inch. And that Imby child, how she loved her father 
too, and yet there was but little cause; but this good mother 
had imbued her mind with that firm love she felt within 
lienelf, and in their night and morning prayers was heard 
the Almighty's blessing asked for him, who never sought 
it for himself; oh, it was sweet to hear those voices 
raised in accents of the softest prayer in supplicating 
terms, such only as the two purest loves on earth could 
dictate. The infsnt, in its holy innocence, lisping for 
blessings on a parent's head ; the mother, in tones more 
tremulous, but still as true, for mercy to be shown to 
him for the great wrong he did himself, their child, and 
her. 

Sudi was the state of things, when, one morning, the 
husband, who had been pacing the room with a hurried 
nervous step, his mind wandering from the effect of 
drinking, misery self-sough^ and grievous torturing re- 
morse, seemed to have at last resolved to adopt a course, 
in which lay liis only chance ; so seating himself in a 
chair opposite his wife, with an effort he commenced— 

" Catherine," he said, " I am aware how little right I 
have to ask a favour at your hands ; but still, if all the 
love you once folt for me has not fled, I pray you do me 
one small service, and — ^what still a smile I oh, Catherine, 
I can bear that least of all." 

But, true enough, so soon as the good wife had caught 
the meaning of her husband's speech, and that his future 
welfare might depend on her, she had sidled her chair 
to his, and now was gazing into his tearful eyes with 
some old beams of happiness and smiles. But resuming, 
he continued, " you know not, Catherine, what I have 
been, what I have become ; a gambler first, a drunkard 
next, and a bad husband always." 

" No, no," interrupted Catherine, " not the last, not 
the last ; you were not so in your heart ; you often thought 
of home, — I know you did; but the temptations must 
have be^ so strong — I am sure they must; but tell me 
what it is that I must do ; — I feel so happy, dear, I feel so 
strong." 

And then they stood for some short space clasped to 
each other's breast; so much of truth, of purity, and 
love, bound by afflBction's force to so much that had 
been vile, criminal, and base ; but love indeed is blind, 
for here the first saw not the last. 

Again he attempted to proceed ; but I think it will be 
more convenient to use my own words rather than quote 
his; for so constant - were the self-reproaches, so con- 
tinual the gushing forth of comforting and heart-soothing 
words from the wife, that it would be almost impossible 
to give them in a connected form. In fact, so vividly 



was the picture drawn in his imagination of what be 
might have called his home, and boasted of it, while at 
the same time the fearful reality of the misery he had in- 
curred presented itself in such startling character before 
his mind, that it went nigh to drive him mad; ob, to 
think how rudely he had dashed away the cup, brimAil 
of human joys, and drunk deeply, alas, how deeply ! of a 
bitter poison in its place — it was a painfiod thought. And 
truly indeed had he described himself, as he now stood in 
the law's gravp, without a single jot of tiiis worid's goods 
that he dare lay his hand upon and call his own ; but so 
it was — a gambler first, a drunkard next, a bad husband 
always ; yes, he had trod the steps — one more, and that 
a no uncommon one, and he had gone to his account 1 

However, he succeeded in giving something like an out- 
line of his position at last — how he had begun without any 
intention of going on ; how, having gone on, he found it, 
as he thought, impossible not to go a little farther, re- 
trieve his losses, and then stop; how, finding he did not 
stop, and the losses never were retrieved, he drank to 
give him spirit to proceed ; how all he possessed slipped 
through his fingers with a sort of magic which he could 
not comprehend ; how too he had been introduced to 
ISIr. Rockhart, who had accommodated him, for a consid- 
eration, by discounting a bill or two ; how, in seeking to 
extricate himself he became the more involved, simply 
by the mode of doing it; how too, as his position be- 
came rumoured in his circle, " friends " sneered at him 
as a fool, and foes condemned him as a rogue; and how, 
in short, he awoke firom his fitful, feverish dream, and 
found himself standing on the brink of an abyss, whoee 
awful depths might swallow up his life, his honour, and 
even those who loved and trusted him, but whom he had 
betrayed ; and then it was he turned to that spring firom 
whence flowed the streams of sympathy and forgiveness, 
for the only draught that could revive his spirits, givo 
him strength, and raise up hope of sunshine yet to come; 
and then came the request — it was that Catherine should 
appeal to Mr. Rockhart for the delay of a month, that, 
in the meantime, "something" might be done to save 
a portion of the wreck, and, unpleasant as the task might 
be, not for an instent did she hedtete. ^ 

And what were her feelings as she walked through^'the 
thickly -peopled streets that dreary morning, scarce 
knowing of the presence of a soul, so wet, weary, and 
absorbed was she; were they vindictive? No, not an 
unkind word had occupation in her mind, but one heart- 
wringing pang of deep regret, to think how soon the 
clouds had darkened such a sunny mom before the noon 
had barely come ; one fruitless yearning after that fair 
*bark of happiness she launched so eagerly on the deep 
waters of her existence, and now saw dashed to atoms at 
her feet; but yet through all she had one comfort, and 
she thanked God for it — she had her husband back again. 

It would perhaps be but a waste of time and space to 
give the intCTview between Mr. Rockhart and Catherine. 
Pleadings were in vain, as may be supposed ; he was truly 
sorry, very sorry indeed, but the foct was, he had no 
power in the matter now — it was out of his hands alto- 
gether ; " and," continued Mr. Rockhart, at the done 
of the interview, " even were I able. Madam, — ^it grieves 
me to call it to your recollection, but once you thought 
it your duty to refuse m#; duty, you perceive, Madun, 
I am sorry to say, cuts two ways, — I must refuse yoic 
now," and Mr. Rockhart bowed, smiled, and pointed to 
the door. 

And poor Catherine, with a look half indignanti half 
beseeching, and her heart too faH and sunken for ruply^ 
moved slowly away, and tottered rather than widkeu to- 
waxMls her home ; and when she reached it, that same 
honie, it was stripped of nearly everything — all that she 
cherished as her household gods were gone, all that had 
a charm for her from old associations or the gifts of 
friends, all, all was gone*-and she, still bearing up, and 
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hopiogf in spite of hope, leaning upon her husband's arm, 
went forth to seek a pUce less desolate, and start in life 
afresh. 

. And even now who dares despair ? the does not, neither 
do I. 

* ^ 4> » « * ♦ 

Three years have passed, and I havenow another eom- 
panion in my walk; he is a man, wearing the aspect of 
one who has suffered much, who has battled with the 
world in a hard-fought fight, and beaten it ; his eye is 
clear and bright, and beams with the spirit of happiness 
and contentment, the first-fruits of repentant sorrow of 
his wrong-doings, and a sympathy for those who have 
not learnt to do so ; and when I wish to pass a pleasant, 
happy evening with some one I respect, I visit him in his 
little comfortsJ)le home ; and there I find a wife, all cheer* 
fulness and life, a very nice old lady,, whom she calls 
"mother," and a child, —the whole family beaming with 
rosy smiles of joyousness and health. And sometimes I have 
caught him in a reverie, thinking seemingly of times gone 
by, and looking at his Kate, as he is wont to call her, 
while a tear is trembling in his glistening eyes ; and this, 
and sjme little things beside, have often made me think 
that she must be the Catherine, of whom, some time ago, 
I heard a long, and, was it, reader, tedious tale while 
walking to my " office ? " 

J. St. Clkmknt. 



THE COMING DESTINY OF MANKIND. 

Ir there be an ultimate destiny reserved for the family of 
man, if the earth is to be regarded as something more 
than a vast theatre, upon which nations rise and fall, as 
players strut and fret their hour upon the stage; the idea 
of that destiny is inseparable from the idea of unity. 
It is our natural and original condition, and every ap- 
prozimation to this state must be considered, not so much 
a step in advance as in reium^^ihe laborious climbing 
of the steep from which we have fallen, the closing of 
the wound which has long festered in the bosom of hu- 
manity. Arts, sciences, knowledge, civilization, are 
valuable chiefly in proportion as they conduce to this end, 
throwing down barriers which divide nation from nation, 
knitting together race to race in the bonds of interest 
and sympathy, and teaching the great &mily of man that 
it is one. What, then, is that unity ? What Donds are 
so strong an to hold together so many discordant interests, 
and reconcile so many prejudices ? Every dynasty which 
has swayed the sceptre of power has vainly striven to 
solve the problem. The Bomans carried their victorious 
standards through all the known countries upon the face 
of the earth : they were not content with victory ; they 
strove to cement their acquisitions, and, doubtless, be- 
lieved that they had succeeded in establishing universal 
empire on a foundation which could never be shaken. But 
the recognition of superior power is not unity. Armies 
may subdue, but can never consolidate. In that vast 
dominion there was no internal principle of cohesion, no 
vital spirit pervading the body politic. Rome was the 
mistress of the World, encompassed by her vassals — not 
the patriarch of the human family, surrounded by his 
children.''^ The failure of this great experiment must 
satisfy us, that the unity of which we are in search cannot 
be realized in universal domination. Equally futile is the 
attempt to search for it in the phantom of nationality, 
or to hope that the acknowledgment of a kindred stock 
can efficiently bind together an incongruous mass, linked 
by no tie stronger than the prestige of a name^ and the 
traditions of a common ancestry. Two other principles 
still remain to be considered— the perception of common 
interests, and the recognition of a common faith. Prac- 
tically speaking, the former of these has always been 
found a more efficient bond of union than either the ties 
of blood or of politics. Without doubts our own rda- 



tions with the American Republic are more intimate, 
more durable, and move profitable to both parties^ than 
the connection whidi existed between Rome and her pro- 
vinces, or than now subsists between the various members 
of the German, Sclavonic,* and Italian families. But we 
require something more to satisfy our idea of unity : the 
principle of mutual self-uiterest is deficient in the 
element of durability, because its influence is external, 
and can neither reach the heart nor engage the affections. 
The recognition of a common faith is the only principle 
which has ever achieved this triumph, and possessed the 
power, not only of uniting nations in the bonds of sym- 
pathy and policy, but of weaving together the int^;ral 
portions of society, linking man to man in closest har- 
mony, and thus imparting a power of cohesion, and a 
character of strength to the whole body, which no other 
means could effect. A bare acquiescence in the same 
tenets, the same form of religious worship, is not suffi- 
cient to accomplish this result ; it must be an energetic 
faith taking root in the inmost soul, and thus rendering 
its assertion paramount in importance to any extern^ 
influences or temporary considerations ; the undoabting« 
absorbing faith, which supports the Fakir in his penances 
and consoles the martyr at the stake. ^This energetic 
faith may effect unity, but one more qu ^ty is requisite 
to ensure its continuance. It must be a pure faith, un- 
tinged with error, unclouded with superstition. The my- 
thologies of Greece and Rome commanded the universal 
assent of all who dwelt within thehr scope; but they 
possessed no vital influence over the heart, no enetgetic 
power upon the life. Many of the earlier forms of 
paganism have exerted this power; but though com- 
manding, by virtue of the principles of truth which they 
recognised, the zealous adherence of their disciples, they 
still bore with them, in the corruption of that truth, the 
elements of schism, confusion, and discord. Truth Is 
intolerant. Though it wars neither with sword nor fagot, 
it is essentially antagonistic to error, and will not co- 
exist with it. As Aaron's rod changed into a serpent at 
the foot of Pharaoh's throne, swallowed up the rods of 
the magicians, so truth cannot endure the presence of 
fidsehooid without rebuke, nor can the issue of the contest 
be doubtful — the latter must quit the field or be abeorbed 
in the former. By the operation of this unvarying law, 
we may anticipate the consummation of the destiny of 
man; it is no idle dream, no Utopian chimera. The 
history of the past, our observations of the present, 
entitle us to look forward in a spirit of nndoubting pro- 
phecy to the period when, in the natural course of events, 
truth shall be triumphant, peace universal, and unity 
comp\ete.^F)ra$er^e ifagazine, , 

nature's voices. 
All that we see around us of dead matter lives and 
speaks if wo will hear. Earth is but an opened book : 
her mountains and valleys ; deserts, gemmed with islands 
of refreshment wherever springs break through the sand ; 
fields, and rocks, and waters ; the great sea and " the sky 
spread like an ocean hung on high ;" all these are signi- 
ficant and instructive, if we will let them be so. Poetry 
has always known this. To her the beauty of Nature has 
always been only the transparent covering of its inward 
life, and it has always been her delightful office to make 
that beauty eloquent. But science, the truest and highest 
science, wUl, in coming ages, invest with her own firm* 
ness and consistency truths, that do indeed rest upon im- 
mutable and universal laws, although hitherto seen only 
by the poet. Seen, indeed, by him only in fitful i^ances, 
like the gleams which for a moment pierce a broaid, cold 
doud that darkens the whole heaven ; and because so seen 
only, untaught reason, in the blindneto of its pride, caUs 
them mere beautiful imaginations, even while they stir 
and teach the heart with the power of living truUL^* 
Pttnonm Beeoge* 
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THE SKELETON HAND. 

lla|) ti^p ! B«p t«p ! at the door of the heart ; 

Bap tap, with a loud demand I 
Oh, who ia it rapa at the door of the heart, 
dying, matter and spirit ahall surely part — 
The one to tbe dust, for dust thou art. 

The rest to the spirit land ? 
nia 1 1 'tis I, who knocketh without 
With a bony arm and a knuckle stout — 

Tis I of the Skeleton Hand I 

Rap tap I Rap tap I I hare startled thee up 

In the midst of a misty dream I 
Rap tap ! Rap tap I I have startled thee up 
When thy Upa were fresh from the deadly cup, 
And thy curses grew louder at erevy sup. 

And thy orbs in a frensy gleamod I 
For 'tis II 'ds I, who knocketh without 
With a bony arm and a knuckle atout— 

Tis I of the Sickle Keen I 

^p tap I Rap tap ! on the bony walls ! 

What hoi Art ready within ? 
Bap tap I Rap tap t on the bony walls 
Rap tap 1 Rap tap I still louder it falls ; 
1*11 rent thee no longer these carnal halls. 

Thou hast made them a den of sin t 
Make ready I make ready I 'tis I without 
With a bony arm and a knuckle stout— 

'Tia I of the Skeleton Grim t 

Rap lap r mp Up I but • voice of prayer 

}itunt forth from the sinful wight 1 
Rap tap I Bap tap 1 but a voice of prayer 
Went faltering upwards to spare, oh spare 
For another year— a year to prepare 

For the regions of glory and light ; 
A year to prepare for him without 
With the skeleton arm and the knuckle itout— 

For him with the breath of blight. 

Rap tap no more— >a year is giTen— 

A year of neglect and crime ; 
Rap tap no mor e a year ia giten 
To atrire in the fields where the vightaous hare striven 
For their apotleaa vobes and a homi in heaven. 

But alas I how fleeting Is time ; 
*Ti» past and again ia heard without. 
The skeleton arm and the knuckle stout 

Like a wild and deathly chime. 

Rap tap I Rap tap I on the bony walls, 

What ho! Art ready within r 
Bap tap I Bap tap 1 on the bony walls ; 
Bap tap I Bap tap ! like thunder it falla-- 
111 rent thee no longer these carnal haHs, 

Thou monster of talschood and sin 1 
In a tumult of honor the epirit went out 
O'er ATomua widi him at the knoekie atout— 

With him of the SkeletOB Orlm. 

John G. Dunn. 



DA6UERRE AND HIS PREDECESSORS. 

About forty-five years ago, there lived in a Beduded 
country-house on the banks of the Sadne, a gentleman 
named Joseph Nich^phore Niepce. Assisted by one of 
his brothers, Claude Niepce, he devoted his leisure hours 
to researches in practiad science. In the year 1806, 
they employed themselves in constructing a locomotive 
engine, in which heated air should supply the place of 
•team. They also experimented on the culture and pre- 
paration of woad ; and succeeded in extracting from that 
plant a colouring material identical with India indigo. 
But, a more important invention soon gave a sew direc- 
tion to the labours of Niepoe* 



The art of lithography had just been introduced into 
Prance, and excited universal interest Everywhere 
might bo seen artists and men of science, searching for 
the best kind of chalk. Niepce made several ezperi« 
ments on the soft stone which paves the road to Lyons ; 
but, having failed in his attempts, ho conceived the idoa 
of substituting polished metal (hr stone. He tried to 
draw proofs on a jilate of tin, with lithographic crayons 
and varnish. While prosecuting these reeearcheSp he 
conceived the idea of obtaining on metallic plates a re- 
presentation of external objects, by the sole action of the 
rays of light. 

Let us pause for a moment to consider how it was that 
Niepce, who was far from being a philosopher, thoa 
boldly grappled with the most complicated physical 
problem of his day. It was, because he belonged to that 
class of indefatigable inquirers, who, but slenderly pro- 
vided with technical learning, plunge into untroddea 
paths, seeking the impossible, invoking the unknown. 

It was not a philosopher who discovered the mariner^a 
compass, it was a humble citizen at Naples. It was not 
a learned man who invented the telescope, it was two 
children playing in an optician's shop at Middleburg. It 
was not a chemist who first recognised the mighty povrer 
of steam, it was a simple artisan. It was not a proifoiind 
physician who introduced vaccination, it was a shepherd 
of Languedoc. Nor was it an artist who invented litho- 
graphy, it was a young actor at Munich. Neither did a 
philosopher first contrive balloons, but a woman, Madame 
Montgolfier, one day while she was drying her petticoat* 
by distending it on a large basket. It was not a woani 
who discovered galvanism, but> a physician of Bologna, 
who, happened to pass through his kitchen while his 
oook was preparing a dish of stewed frogs. Thus, per- 
haps to the fiict of Niepoe being but half instructed, we owe 
the existence of photography. Had he been thoroughly 
master of tbo subject, he would have known, that in pro- 

Sostng to create images by the chemical action of l^ht» 
e was confironting the gravest difficulties in the range of 
natural science. He would have recollected, that in England 
the illustrious Humphrey Pavy, and the patient Wedg- 
wood, after many firaitless trials, had declared the pro- 
blem iniolublB. The moment the audadons idea entered 
his mind, he would have dismissed it to repose with the 
reveries of Wilkins, or of Cyrus Bergerae, and with a 
sigh have passed on* But, luckily for science and the 
arts, Niepoe was only half-learned. Difficulties, faintly 
discerned, did not appal him : he could not foresee that 
an experiment, in appearance so simple, would cost hina 
twenty years of close research, and that death would 
surprise him, ere he could reap the just reward of hia 
labours. 

Niepce made his first discovery in the beginning of 
1814. The principle he acted on was very simple. He 
knew, what all painters know, that a certain black 
resinous substance, tbe bitumen of Judsea, when exposed 
to the action of the light, bleaches quickly : he knew, 
what all chemists know, that the greater number of the 
substances composed of silver, originally colourleaa, 
become black under the influence of light. Let us see 
the practical use he made of these properties. Having 
varnished the back of an engraving, in order to render it 
transparent he laid it on a tin plate covered with a layer 
of bitumen. The dark parts of the engraving arrested 
the luminous rays, while the white allowed them to paaa 
freely. Thus the rays tmversiiig the transparent portions 
of ^e paper, whitened the bitumen on the metallic 
plate; and so was obtained a fiuthful image of the priat» 
preserving the lights and shadows in their natural posi- 
tion. Then by plunging the plate into essence of laveii« 
der, the portions of bitumen unimpressed by the light 
were dissolved* and the image secured from the sun'a 
ulterior action. 
But the photogenic copying of e«gnmngs was merely 
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a prelode to more interesting experiments. The end 
to be attained was, the reproduction of images from the 
camera obsciira. M<)st of our readers know that this is 
a sort of box closed on all sides, iiito which light is ad- 
mitted through a small orifice. The rays emanating from 
objects without, cross each other at the entrance, and 
produce a miniature representation of these objects. To 
aid this effect a converging lens is placed in the orifice. 
Thus, in fiust, is produced an artificial eye ; and now the 
object was to fix the ephemeral images painted, so to 
speak, on its retina. 

In 1824, Niepce solved this problem. On a sheet of 
plated copper he placed a layer of bitumen of Judcen. 
This he arranged in the camera, so as to receive on its 
surface the image transmitted through the lens. After a 
considerable time, the light acted on the substance ; by 
plunging it then into a mixture of essence of lavender 
and petroleum, the portions of the bitumen struck by 
the rays remained intact, while the others were rapidly 
dissolved. 

Thus was obtained a picture, in which the lights were 
formed by the whitened part of the bitumen, the shades 
by the denuded surface of the metal, and the half-tints 
by the portions on which the dissolving agent had taken 
a partial effect. These pictures, however, were but faint ; 
Niepce tried to strengthen them by exposing the plate to 
the spontaneous evaporation of iodine, or the vapours 
emanating from sulphuret of potash, with the view of 
producing a dark ground, which would throw out the 
lines more boldly. But in this his success was incom- 
plete. The chieif defect of the process consisted in the 
length of time which was required to impress the bitumen. 
Ten hours it must be exposed ere the image was pro- 
duced ; and during this interval the advancing sun dis- 
placed the lights and shadows, so that the result was far 
from satisfactory. In its principle^ however, the photo- 
graphie problem was resolved. 

At thb time there lived in Paris, a man whose habitual 
occupation had led him to indulge in analogous researches. 
This was M. Daguerre. He had commenced his career 
is a painter of theatrical scenery, and had acquired much 
reputation by inventing the Diorama. He produced a 
remarkable optical illusion, by representing on the same 
canvas two different scenes, which, by an artifice in the 
arrangement of the lights, appeared' alternately to the 
spectators. Reflections on the combination of light, ni|- 
turally suggested to M. Daguerre the possibility of fixing 
the images In the camera obscura ; but it is certain that, 
despite his persevering efforts, he had not yet made any 
discovery, when by chance he learned, that in the comer 
of a remote province, there lived a man who had solved 
this problem. 

it was in January, 1826, that M. Daguerre heard this 
news in the shop of a Paris optician, the friend and con- 
fidant of Niepce. He immediately wrote to the latter, 
and an active correspondence between them ensued, and 
continued during four years. At the end of that period, 
Niepce proposed to Daguerre that they should enter into 
partnership for perfecting the invention ; and a deed beine 
signed by both, Niepce communicated to his friend all the 
facts relative to photography. 

Once fully initiated into the discovery, Daguerre ap- 
plied himself to perfect it. He made some alterations in 
the substance used for coating the metallic plate, with a 
view to lessen the time requisite for obtaining an impres- 
sion, but without much success ; while the picture still 
continued liable to be effaced. 

We have seen that before his association with Daguerre, 
Niepce had tried to strengthen the impressions by sul- 
phurous exhalations, or vapours of iodine. Now it 
happened one day, that a spoon, left by accident on a 
plate of iodised silver, marked its impress on it under 
the action of the surrounding light. The hint was not 
lost. For resinous substances was substituted iodine. 



which imparts to the silver an exquisite sensibility to 
light. 

This was the first step towards the entire solution of a 
problem, which had already cost twenty years of diligent 
research. But it was not reserved for the inventor to 
reap the firuit of his labours. Niepce, aged sixty-three, 
died at Chalons, poor and unknown, on the 5th of July, 
1833. Left to pursue his researches alone, M. Daguerre 
prosecuted them with ardour. In five years from the 
death of Niepce he had matured the admirable process, 
which has entitled him to give his name to a new science. 

At the Session of the Academy of Sciences in Paris, 
on the 7th of January, 1839, M. Arago for the first time 
introduced the Daguerreotype to public notice. The sen- 
sation it caused was marvellous, and may be estimated 
by the fact, that in six months afterwards the French 
Glovftrnment, desirous that so important an invention 
should become public property, determined to purchase 
it, and settled on M. Daguerre a pension of 6000 francs, 
and another of 4000 on the son of Niepce. 

We will now give a brief description of the photogra- 
phic process adopted by M. Daguerre. 

A plate of silvered copper is exposed for some minutes 
to the vapours of iodine, which cover it with a thin add 
exceedingly susceptible of impressions from the rays of 
light. It is then placed in the focus of the camera ob- 
scura, and receives on its saifBoe the image formed by 
the lens of the instrument. light has the property of 
decomposing the iodide of silver ; consequently that 
coating is dissolved on the enlightened parts of the pic- 
ture, the dark portions remain unchanged, aud the half- 
tints are influenced according to the degree of their illu- 
mination. 7 

When removed from the camera, no picture is visible ' 
on the plate : it preserves an uniform shade of gold. It 
is then placed in a little box, and slightly heated by 
liquid mercury contained in a reservoir at the bottom of 
the box. The vapours of the mercury speedily condense 
on the metallic surface ; but not uniformly. They take 
effect only on the part of the iodide of silver which has 
been chemically decomposed by light. It therefore re- 
sults, that the enlightened portions are marked by a bril- 
liant varnish of mercury, and the shades by the un- 
changed surface of the silver. Then from the plate starts 
out suddenly a picture of unrivalled perfection, seeming 
as if traced by some magic pencil. But this is not alL 
The plate is still impregnated with iodide of silver, and 
if allowed to remain so, would quickly become black, 
under atmospheric influence. It is therefore plunged into a 
solution of the hyposulphate of soda, which has the pro- 
perty of decomposing iodide of silver. After undergoing 
this last process, the picture is complete, and may be ex- 
posed with impunity to the most intense light. 

Many defects, however, still existed. There was a 
disagreeable apoitiness, and often faintness in the impres- 
sion ; and living objects could not be represented, because 
an exposure during at least a quarter of an hour to an 
intensely brilliant light was requisite. M. C. Chevalier, 
a French optician, conceived the idea of employing for 
the object glass of the camera, a double achromatic lens, 
which possessed the treble advantage of shortening the 
focus in order to concentrate on the plate a great quan- 
tity of light, of enlarging the field of view, and of varying 
at pleasure the focal distance. By this means the period 
of exposure was reduced to two or three minutes. 

Yet it was not until 1841, that this desideratum was 
fully obtained. M. Claudet, a French artist, living in 
London, and employed as an agent by M. Daguerre, dis- 
covered in that year the properties of accelerating tub- 
ttancet. In photography this name is bestowed on cer- 
tain compounds, which, when applied to a plate pre- 
viously iodized, greatly enhance its sensibility to light. 
In themselves these substances are not photogenic, that 
is to say, that, employed alone, they will not form ft 
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combination capable o( being chemieally influenced by 
light; but when applied to an iodised plate, they com- 
municate to it the property of receiiring a yivid impres- 
lion in a few seconds. The compounds capable of thus 
stimulating iodine are extremely numerous. Amongst 
the most active we may mention — vapour of bromine, 
iodide of bromine, bromoform, chloride of sulphur, chlo- 
rine gas, and many others. With the aid of chlorine 
add, admirable impressions have been obtained in a quarter 
of a second. «>^ 

This discovery of accelerating sabstanoes has conferred 
on the Daguerreotype the power of taking portraits. 
Hitherto it was impossible to support with open eyes the 
condensed brilliancy of the solar rays ; and even with 
closed optics, when prolonged for some minutes, it was 
found sufficiently unpleasant Some intrepid amateurs, 
indeed, made the attempt, but the success was less than 
their courage deserved. The likenesses produced were 
contracted, cadaverous, and adapted to shock the perso- 
nal vanity of even the most stoiod philosopher. 

But by the assistance of an accelerating substance, the 
physiognomy can be seised in a second, and reproduced 
with aU that mobility of expression, which constitutes the 
sign and seal of life. Then indeed was realised the 
ancient dream of the German fabulist : — " A lover, 
wishing to leave with his mistress a durable souvenir, 
looked at a mirror, and bestowed it on her then, with his 
image fixed within it." 

Confirming the impreaion was the next point to be 
gained. The effect of the picture was greatly spoiled by 
the reflecting quality of the metallic plate ; besides the 
contrast of tone between the mercury and the silver was 
but feeble. Added to this, the image was so delicate, 
that the finest pencil passing over its surface entirely 
effaced it. M. Fizeau found a remedy for all these 
defects, by covering the picture with a thin layer of gold. 
He moistened the surface of the plate with a solution of 
chloride of gold mixed with hyposulphate of soda, and 
slightly warmed it. The plate was immediately covered 
with a clear vaniish of metallic gold; and while this 
served to darken the silver, which our readers will 
remember formed the shades of thepicture, and prevented 
its reflecting ; it formed with the mercury a clear white 
amalgam : thus greatly heightening the effect of the 
lights. As to the resistance which a picture thus treated 
offers to the cifacing effects of friction, it is- explained by 
the fact, that the mercury, whose infinitesimal globules 
adhered erewhile but feebly to the plate, is now covered 
by an uniform sheet of gold, which despite its extreme 
tenuity, adheres to the plate by virtue of its chemical ac- 
tion. Pictures thus fixed may be placed in a portfolio, 
and suffer much less firom firiction than an ordinary pencil 
drawing. We will now recapitulate the consecutive 
series of operations employed at the present day to 
obtain a proof firom the daguerreotype : — Exposure of the 
metallic plate to the vapours of iodine, spontaneously 
disengaged by the ordinary atmosphere ; exposure to the 
vapours exhided by some accelerating iubetanee; expo- 
sure to the action of light in the camera obscura ; expo- 
sure to mercurial vapours, in order to make the image 
appear; moistening the plate with a solution of hypo- 
sulphate of soda, to carry off" the superfluous iodide of 
silver: — and finally fixing the whole with chloride of 
gold. « 

Other sciences have stepped in to -the aid of photogra- 
phy ; and amongst them, the first place must be given 
to galvanoplasty. 

This is a recent invention, which consists in producing 
by the action of electricity, a metallic deposit on the sur- 
face of various bodies, and especially of other metals. 
By decomposing certain salts with the voltaic pUe, cop- 
per may with economy be plated on silver, gold on steel, 
silver^ on tin, platina on iron, &c. If, for example, we 
submit to the action of an electric current a solution of 



sulphate of copper, placing beneath the liquid a daguerre- 
otyplsd picture, the copper produced by the decomposi- 
tion of the salt, will by degrees deposit itself on the plate, 
and filling up the slight inequalities of the surface, at the 
end of twenty-four hours we shall have a sheet of copper, 
on which the photographic design will be reproduced 
with perfect fidelity. " I cannot describe," writes M. 
C. Chevalier, " the surprise that I felt, when I first sue- 
ceeded in rq>roducing a photographic proof by means of 
galvanism. Seeking one day some object proper to be 
placed within the galvanoplastic apparatus, and not 
having anything else at hand, I resolved to sacrifice a 
small photographic proof, thinking I should obtain in- 
stead, only a plain leaf of copper. The following day, 
in the presence of M. M. Richoux and Bramer, I de- 
tached the two plates, and found on the copper a perfect 
fiic-similo of the photographic picture. I may add, thst 
the latter was totally uninjured." 

If a daguerreotyped plate be placed in a solution of 
gold, and the poles of a weak voltaic pile be then intro- 
duced into the liquid, the plate in a few moments be- 
comes covered with a thin vaniish of gold. This metallic 
pellicle conveys a variety of rich tinta to the picture, 
from light green to deep yellow. A solution of copper 
used in the same way gives rose-coloured hues. Silver 
has been tried, but while it bestows softness on the 
design, it robs it of some of its vigour. Hie idea of 
transforming photographic sheets into plates for the use 
of engravers, was so natural, that from the commence- 
ment of Daguerre's experiments, many persons tried to 
effect it. M. Fizeau was the first who thoroughly suc- 
ceeded. His mode of proceeding was briefly as foUows : 
— ^he began by submitting the plate to the action of 
some slight acid, which would affect the silver, that is to 
say, the black parts of the picture, without touching the 
mercury, which forms the lights. ^ 

He thus obtained a plate, perfectly, but very super- 
ficially engraved. Now, the essential condition of a good 
engraving, is to have the lines deeply cut; for if the 
hollows be too shallow, the particles of ink, when taking 
off* the impression, overflow them, and the print is neces- 
sarily imperfect. In order therefore to deepen the lines, 
the plate is rubbed with oil, which rests in tlio cavities, 
and does not affect the projecting parts. Then the plate 
is gilded by the aid of the voltaic pile. The gold depo- 
sits itself on the prominent portions, and does not pene- 
trate into the oil-filled hollows. These can afterwards 
be cleaned and made as deep as the artist pleases, by the 
use of aquafortis, for the gold-covered parts are secure 
from the action of the add. Silver, being a soft metal, 
is but ill adapted for engraving on : the iodized plate 
is therefore in the first instance covered with a lay.er of 
copper by means of the galvanoplastic process. 

An Englishman, Mr. Grove, has succeeded in engraving 
photographic proofs by the sole action of an electric cur- 
rent. If a daguerreotyped picture be attached to the 
negative pole of a voltaic pile, charged with a liquid 
slightly acid, placing at the positive pole a sheet of pis- 
tiua, the acid attacks the ulver of the plate, and hollows 
out the dark parts of the picture. A plate thus treated 
can scarcely be distinguished from a' photographic proof. 
When examined under a magnifying-glass, it displays all 
the delicate details of the luminous impression. Thus, a 
picture painted by light is engraved by electricity. How 
marvellous the discoveries which each day brings forth 1 
The mysterious powers of Nature are conquered, and 
become obedient vassals. The trembling hand, the un- 
certain eye, the imperfect fmplemcnt of the artist, are 
rephiced by the resistless foices of natural agents. 



Man is a fleeting paradox, which the fulness of time 
alone can explain ; a living enigma, of which the solution 
will be found in death. 
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THE DAISY. 

All hail ! to the fairest itar of the earth, 

The daisy, beloTcd of old ; 
So modest and lowly it cornea to ita birth 

When windi whistle hollow and cold. 
In its beaoty it shinea on the mountain's side. 

Where the furse and the heather-blooma glow ; 
And it glitters in sunshine, and grows in its pride, 

Where the water-brooka tumble and flow. 

It gIo«s on the hedgebank and in the green brake, 

And under the shade of the trees ; 
In the clefts o* the rock, where it gleams in the wake 

Of the fierce beating mountainous breeze ; 
In every meadow, and crani^, and nook. 

Where'er there's an inch of soil ; 
There it preaches its homilies, better than book 

To the sons and the daughters of toil. 

Under Donnington's oaks, in Umea of yore. 

Old Chaucer in joy would redine 
To gaxe on the daisy, and drink in ita store 

Of wisdom and beauty sublime. 
For the heart of the poet was warmed into love 

When he gased on its starlighted form. 
And hb soul was illumined with light from above 

When he saw it at earliest dawn. 

So the bard of the north-~the hero of toil — 

By its bloom was enraptured and blessed. 
Feeling proud that old Scotia's heather-clad aoil 

Had a gem so endeared and caressed. 
With the heart of a man he could yet shed a tear 

For the blossom destroyed by his plough. 
For it taught him that trouble, and sorrow, and fear. 

Must &11 on each humble brow. 

Then I'll eheriah the dusy, the daisy for me. 

With its wee little star made of snow ; 
'Mid the mosses and grasses, so gaily and free 

Doth it merrily, bonnily grow. 
*Tis the flower of home, and 'twill blossom again. 

Whatever our fate may befal. 
Bringing promise of sunshine and joy in its train, 

And a blessing for each and for all. 

J. S. HiBBBftO. 



LUCY DEAN; 
THE NOBLE NEEDLEWOMAN. 

BY 8ILVERPEN. 
{Concluded from pofft 379.} 

It was well that the minen had followed brave Ben's 
sample in house-building, for, in about a month, thirty 
courtships had proceeded so harmoniously and so pros- 
perously, as to call into force the holy oflSces of one of the 
gentlemen lately from Adelaide ; and, accordingly, on the 
Sunday morning before his departure, the agent having 
fortunately forwarded to Elliott a sufficient amount of 
wedding rings, and a sort of rude chapel having been now 
for some time built, this good priest performed the onerous 
duty of saying thirty marriage services in one, — and 
prayed that olive branches might spring up around the 
table of this mighty land, heaped up with com, with oil, 
with wine. 

These marriages were so prosperous in result, and 
became so noised far and wide, by the agency of the 
stockmen, that Lucy's long-held intention was half assisted 
into accomplishment. She, therefore, now lost no time in 
seeking, though miles away across the plains, or over the 
adjacent chain of hills, those hordes of men who wrought 
at the lead and copper mines of South Australia. Some- 
times her journey occupied weeks ; sometimes sbe was 
accompanied by Elliott or Holdon ; but oftener, when the 
journey was remote, by some of the natives, who, in 



return for kindness done them by her hand, protected 
her as a sacred thing. She told these miners of the good 
done by those who worked under Elliott ; that their small 
contributions (comparatively to their earnings) had 
brought to them, from a noble land, honest useful 
wives ; she told them, that in that land were countless 
women worthy to be such, who, setting aside hunger 
and misery, and destitution, drooped and pined away, 
and died, because their natural mission had been unac- 
complished ; she told them of sterility and barrennass, 
where both were negatives against the hand of nature; 
she said, " here is land where food rots, where verdant 
pathways are untrod, where sweet winds soothe no ear, 
nor waft no cheek, where cradles rock not, and where 
baby hands pluck not one of myriad-painted flowers; 
and yet where you, as men, pine in mournful solitude,-— 
no voice to cheer you, no hand to raise you, no tear to 
drop for you, nothing to make you less sensual, or bring 
you nearer Heaven ! And yet your money lies unused — > 
much of it — so spare a little, and we will call it a Human 
Bridge Tax ; say sixpence a week each man — not much 
alone— ^but vast as a whole ; for it will dry countless eyes, 
and make human mothers out of those whose only office 
yet has been to weep i" 

Not contented with this appeal to one dass of men 
alone, she wrote and sent letters to the newspapers of 
Adelaide, Port Philip, Melbourne, and Sydney ; she ap- 
pealed to the Colonial Government, and to the wealthy 
and industrious of her own sex, and so successfully, as 
soon to bring large aggregate sums into the colonial banks 
of these far- apart towns. This was accomplished in one 
year's time firom the time of commencement ; and now she 
prepared for a voyage to her own country, there to 
whisper to the dear ear and heart of genius, what woman's 
promise unto woman yet shall be. None liked her to go ; 
but her slightest will was a law. 

It was now -the most glorious portion of the Australian 
spring, and the night before her departure, there rode 
into the settlement a gentleman, unattended except by 
his servant, and two natives, who had served as guides. 
He sought Elliott, made known his name as Minwaringf 
and then saw Lucy at his own request alone. 

He had been cultivating, he told her, a very large 
tract of park-like country, lying between Sydney and 
Bateman Bay, on the eastern coast of Australia, that he 
held an official appointment, direct from the colonists 
themselves, and was greatly interested in the subject of 
emigration. That ho had seen her several letters to the 
colonists in Sydney, Port Philip, and Melbourne papers; 
that he instantly recollected her name, as the person of 
whom Miss Austen had spoken of, so nobly in his presence, 
to Mr. Fortescue, and for whom he himself had written 
recommendatory letters. That, making inquiry, he had 
found this to be really the fact — ^he had lost no time in 
making the coast voyage from Sydney to Adelaide, that 
he had travelled from thence across the country by the 
dray-ioute, and now sought her, to see if ho could aid her 
in any way relating to the object of her letters. 

" No, Sir, thank you,*' replied Lucy, «* by the time I 
reach Adelaide, the collected sum will be placed in the 
bank there to Miss Austen's account ; and to her I shall 
bear the bills, untrammeled by one condition. I am but 
her servant, yet I will be a truthful one, though I believe 
the sum is destined to be divided into three portions ; 
one of which will be offered to such populated parishes, as 
will consent each one to give an outfit to a certain number 
of pauper females; a second will be applied to the par- 
tially free emigration of middle class women, such as 
governesses, and the needy daughters of professional men; 
and the third will be applied to the establishment of a 
permanent school, near London, for the instruction of 
females of the lower class, who have asked the boon of fiee^ 
or, partially free emigration." 

This conversation touching Mary Austea« once ooni* 
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menced, proved a fertile and lengthened one ; and before 
Elliott entered to bid his guest to supper, Lucy was pos- 
sessor of a secret destined to be of importance. 

There was little rest for that usually strong, self-re- 
liant heart that night, for a few hours would separate her 
from the endeared scene of her happiest yearb. It was 
at the first blush of the sun that Lucy rose, and dressing, 
went forth into the valley. Here stealing in the shadows 
of the hills before even the miners were astir, and gaining 
the summit of a lovely acclivity looking towards the 
limitless plains, she sat down upon the fragrant turf, 
which, enriched by the opening glory of the early sun, was 
tinged with softest, yet with glorious light. And here 
■o sitting, all her foregone life passed in review before her 
like a continuous picture ; her sorrows about Nelly, the 
death of Lawrence, and her mother — ^her brcadless home, 
and then that night of uttermost despair when she had 
sheltered poor Sweet in the tattered apron ; and from that 
hour, hope growing, she tracked it onward, step by step, 
one bright and shining face ever being a portion of it ; 
till, like her eyes, her soul wont onward with the light 
she tracked, and resting on the far-up mountain crags, 
were one within the glory settled there. 

How long she rested here she scarcely knew; how 
long her tears rained down she could not tell ; but at 
last her hands were taken both together, and looking, she 
found BQiott sitting by her side. She did not wonder — 
there had been much in his manner, for many months, 
that had prepared her for this. 

" What \a said at last proves more than what is said 
at first," he spoke in his old way, " and we have acted 
together too long in peace, in unanimity, and trusts 
to misunderstand one another now — so let the image of 
a pure and earnest mother fade somewhat in the light of 
one, who of all others, will make a pure and earnest wife. 
We want no courtship, or what people call one — ours has 
been one, continuous from the beginning — we will get 
married, Lucy, at Adelaide.** 

" I answer as frankly/' said Lucy, " that I will be 
your wife, but not till I return. The tie I leave behind 
might take away some portion of the duty and the truth 
I owe to one, but for whom, Elliott, I should have never 
seen this land, or you, or anything of good or gladness. 
But I will be as much to you in heart as if we were mar- 
ried at this minute, and when I laud at Sydney, where 
with Mr. Minwaring, you will meet me on my return, J 
will become your wife that day." 

Elliott coiUd not shako her resolution, and only gained 
her consent to his accompanying her to Adelaide with some 
difficulty. 

It was a sorrowful leave-taking, particularly of tiny 
Nelly, but she was left in loving, trusty hands ; and the 
journey to Adelaide accomplished, Lucy Dean embarked 
for England in less than a week after, bearing with her 
the respect and good will of thousands of the colonists. 

The voyage, though long, was quicker than it usually 
is by several days ; wid landing at Liverpool, she lost no 
time in hastening onward to town, and from thence to 
the old village and the old house where she supposed 
Mary yet lived, for there it was she had directed her last 
letters. To her consternation, however, Mary was not 
there. 

" Why, poor dear heart,*' spoke the mistress of the 
house, " her affairs have been a bit straitened of late, 
owing to the expenses of the Emigrant School, and the 
loss of money in the hands of a bookseller. I wanted 
her to stop and trust to better times, but she wouldn't — 
she was always so particular about money matters — so she 
moved, some six months since, to a small lodging in Cam- 
den Town, but rU give you her direction." 

"And her servant — my sister, I mean/' asked 
Lucy. 

" Why the best and faithfulest of little servants, mistress 
eyer bad, yet, foi all th^|;, I wanted Miss Austen to part 



with ber, rather than leave her old home, but she wonld 
not; nothing I could say could persuade her." 

Lucy was not long in riding to town, or in finding oat 
where Miss Austen Uved — she gave her name at the door, 
but went up stairs unannounced, and knocking, went in at 
once, and beheld Mary — not changed in any one respect 
since she had last seen her — but who* with the !*ame pare, 
glad look beaming on her face, sat reading beside a 
table * whilst no great way off, busy with her needle, was 
one whom Mary at a glance knew to be Nelly. But she 
could not speak to her, would not see her, only the one 
bright nature who was so true, so noble. She pressed 
forward, knelt beside Mary, and bending down her head, 
could only utter with convulsed respiration, " Madam, I 
am Lucy Dean." 

Neither could speak, nor did one or other move till 
Lucy raised up her face to look upon that other hce, 
as children kneeling by their mother's side. But this 
bright nature, noble in the moment of her joy, lifted one 
of her hands away, pressed something to her knee, drew it 
down even to the side of Lucy, and then passing her arms 
around what thus so knelt together, said, "Be one, /or 
you are Suters" 

Passionately weeping, both women yet knelt on. 
'' Brave woman," at last said Mary tenderly to Lucy, '* as 
the purest reward that I can give you, let roe, before one 
other word is spoken, tell you that Nelly has proved, by 
every action of her life, how noble here on earth can be 
our self-redemptions ; and in saying that / love her, let 
it be more than sufficient absolution in your eye." 

I need not paint the sequel to this picture. Hours and 
hours Lucy and Mary talked. 

" And why not. Madam," sajd Lucy, " let me, though 
so far away, know about your strait, or if not, CFlanagaq 
or Mr. Fortescue ? " 

" I can beg for others," replied Mary, " but not for 
myself. Besides, Mr, Fortescue so kindly helped me in 
the matter of the emigration school, that I could not, with 
grace, ask him again ; and latterly he has been in rapidly 
declining health, so much so, that OTlanagan now rarely 
stirs abroad." 

In two days Mary was comfortably settled in her old 
home, enriched by many comforts, through the care of 
Lucy. This duty performed, Lucy went and saw the old 
bird-fancier, whose almost first word was concerning the 
family of the Sweets ; and when he heard that they had 
multiplied to a prodigious extent, he muttered something 
about " need of edication," and *' popular airs," took an 
"egg " out of the veritable " bird's-nest," looked astound- 
ingly for a Twiddlesing to look, and finished by saying, 
" he should certainly think about it." 

Her visit to O' Flanagan was of equal interest, the old 
man weeping and laughing between whiles, for Bob^rt 
Fortescue was rapidly turning the last leaf of Life's great 
book. He was, however, yet perfectly sensible, and 
O' Flanagan not only promised to tell him of Lucy's re- 
turn, but to read to hun the letters she had brought him 
from Mr. Minwaring. 

About a week from this date, a carriage was sent for 
Mary and Lucy, and going together, they were admitted 
into the old lawyer's sick room. He was propped up in 
bed, yet he welcomed them with interest and joy. 

"I have lived/' he said, "to some purpose, in thus 
living to see women taking an interest in actual life, par- 
ticularly in relation to the amelioration of the lot of their 
own sex. So be not baffled, but bear onward. Betum 
with Lucy to her adopted country, Mary Austen, and 
marry Mr. Minwaring ; he says he has loved you firom 
the hour he first saw you in my old study, and therefore 
to you both I leave my entire fortune, having executed a 
will to that effect, with the exception of a handsome 
legacy to Patrick O* Flanagan, whom it is my desire 
should accompany you to Australia ; and smaller ones to 
two old men named Twiddlesing and Noseby, the one s 
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bird-fander and the other a newsman. The bulk of my 
fortune thus bequeathed, I wish some of it to be inyested 
either in Australian mines or agriculture, as a perpetual 
fund for female emigration, so that the hand of Robert 
Fbrtescue, even in the grave, may dry the bitter tears of 
woman, and make her holy in the human privilege of 
mother. Now God bless you both, great women — many 
hare united man and woman into one ; let me, upon 
this, my dying bed, do what Si wiser — ^unite woman 
and woman together — and tell them, that in unity, Di- 
vine work lies for them to do." Bo saying he placed 
their hands together. 

For a year after Mr. Portescue's death, Mary and Lucy 
remained in England, achieving fully the spirit of their 
noble work. T%eir project was well received by the 
parishes applied to, and a large body of emigrant women 
sent forth. Very many of the middle classes were in- 
cited by Mary's writings to leave genteel beggary for a 
nobler Ufe. The school was founded a short distance from 
London, and committed to laborious and trusty hands. 

At this time Mary and Lucy, accompanied by 0*FIa- 
nagan and Twiddlesing, and a small fraction of his aviary, 
including the renowned " bird's-nest," and Noseby, left 
England, and after a prosperous voyage landed at Sydney. 
Here they were met by Min waring and Elliott, the latter 
having come on hvi errand of promise to marry Lucy, 
and ^iso to confide to Minwaring the secret, that wishing 
to invest his savings in mining property before his mar- 
riage, he had been making surveys since Lucy's absence, 
and thus discovered a tract of country, so boundless in 
its wealth, that imagination could hardly picture it. The 
secret was yet unknown ; yet still the extent of land was 
beyond his power to purchase. As soon as Minwaring 
learnt this, it was agreed upon that a portion of Mr. For- 
tescue's fortune should be therein invested, as a perpetual 
fund for female emigration. 

Two months after landing, Mary Austen and Lucy 
Dean were married in Sydney by the colonial bishop, 
amidst the greatest festivity and rejoicing, — the former 
proceeding onward to Camden County, with Mr. Min- 
waring, O^Flanagsn, and Noseby ; and the latter setting 
off soon after with her husband, Nelly, and Twiddlesing — 
the bird-fander, being much concerned as to the long- 
neglected edication of the Sweets, to Melbourne, where 
btBve Ben not only met them, and got married at once, 
bat with a proud and glowing heart, took Nelly across the 
plains to her for-off home ; there for her to dasp once 
more her baby to her heart, and to hear it say, as it led 
her amidst tame parrots and kangaroos, and little cageless 
Sweets, " Mud'yer's coming." 

In one year, this great block of country had been 
torveyed, purchased, and a copper-mine of inestimable 
value opened, which, being at once called Robert For- 
tbscub's Wheal, was set down amongst other yet 
unwrought mines in perpetuity, for providing a large sum 
for annual and equal division between the Colonial and 
English Governments, conjointly with the annual tax 
before-mentioned, for free and national emigration, under 
certain regulations. " 

Both on the same day, Mary and Lucy, became mothers 
of boys. As soon as she was well enough, Lucy, whose 
baby was bom at Adelaide, took the coast-voyage to 
Camden to see Mrs. Minwaring ; and there one evening, 
sitting hand in hand on the broad sands, against which 
swept the mighty ocean, their infants couched upon one 
shawl beside them, the spiritual faith of both seemed 
to have a voice and say, — " Flow on thou mighty ocean, 
and tell the myriad oceans of myriad worlds, that what 
is boundless in them, what is deep, or what is pure, has 
prototype and likeness in the Soui. or Woman I 
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CasBMONT — All that is considered necessary by many 
in religion and friendship. 



%tii(iva fox Eittte <dtttir. 

TJIB TWO SHILLII^GS. 

The morning sun shone brightly on the birthday of the 
twin-sisters. Rose and Ellen Campbell were early 
awake ; and having washed and dressed themselves, and 
offered up their mutual thanksgivings for the blessings 
which surrounded them, they ran out, hand in hand, 
into the garden. There they found their papa already at 
work, and having received his congratulations, and passed 
a happy hour with him amongst the choice flowers with 
which that sweet spot was filled, they went into break- 
fast, with faces blooming and bright as the roses which 
they had gathered to decorate the breakfast-table. Tlieir 
mamma was just beginning to pour out the coffee ; and 
beside the little white basins of bread and milk placed 
for the twins, were two tempting-looking square parcels 
of considerable bulk. The little girls would have im- 
mediately opened their birth-day presents, but Mrs. 
Campbell restrained their impatience, telling them to 
wait until thdr father came in. So the sisters dressed 
the table and the mantel-piece, and the cheffonier with 
the flowers, and placed one choice moss-rosebud in a 
small glass beside their mamma's plate. Mr. Campbell 
now came in, having put off his gardening-coat, and 
washed his hands, and while he drank his coffee the 
children proceeded to the inspection of their presents. 

" Oh ! papa, what a pretty, pretty workbox !" cried 
Ellen, as she unfolded the last paper of her parcel. 
" Now, papa, I shall like sewing better than ever. Look 1 
Rose, look ! mamma, did you ever see anything pret- 
tier ?" 

But Rose was not able to look just then, for she vias 
absorbed in equal admiration of a large and complete 
drawing-box. There were the double row of water- 
colours, the palette and tumbler, Indian-ink and crayonSj 
and brushes and pencils of all sizes and numbers." 

"But, papa," suddenly exclaimed they both, "what 
is this shUUng for ?" 

Each of the little girls had found a shilling in a parti- 
tion of her box. 

" I have not given you money before my dears," said 
their father, " because I wished you to be old enough 
to learn its value, and not to squander it upon trifles 
that yield no real pleasure ; as I have often seen children 
do, when much older than yourselves. I now give each 
of you a shilling, with permission to spend it as you 
please ; but, at the same time, I wish you to understand 
that I shall expect you to lay the money out profitably, 
and by your purchases I shall judge, whether or not you 
are fit to be trusted with more." 

The little girls promised to do their best ; and break- 
fast being over, they soon after prepared to set out with 
their nurse to the town, to make their purchases. 

" But will not you go with us dear mamma ?" said 
Ellen. I am sure we diould manage much better with 
your advice." 

" No, Ellen," said Rose, " mamma had better not go 
with us. I want to shew papa that we can lay out our 
money properly, by ourselves." 

" Yes, Rose, it is better that I should not go with you 
this time. But, my love, do not be too confident. You 
are very young, and may easily make a mistake, and then 
in proportion to your previous confidence in yourself will 
be your mortification, when your error is pointed out to 
you." 

The twins set off in high spirits, continually feeling in 
their pockets as they walked along, to be sure that their 
treasures were safe. 

"Now, Ellen," said Rose, as they entered a long 
street containing many shops, " have you made up your 
mind what to buy ?" 

" I have been thinking of sevend things," Ellen r»- 
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pliedj " I don't t?vink I want anything mysolf. I have 
toys enough, and f*pa has furnished my new workbox to 
completely, that I have nothing left to wish for." 

'^ Should you not like something good co eat, or an 
omanient of some kind ? " 

" I don't know. Papa and mamma do not approve of 
ornaments for little girls ; besides I believe they cost a 
great deal more than a shilling. And if we were to buy 
anything to eat^ the money would be gone, and no good 
of it. I am sure papa would not be pleased then. Nurse, 
whr.t do you think?" 

" No no, Ellen, we must not ask anybody, or it will 
not be our own doing. So, nurse, don't say anything, 
please." 

Just then they passed the bazaar, and stopped to look 
at the pretty things in the window. 

" Sec ! KUcn, see I" cried Rose, " the very shop we 
want. ' All these for one shilling each,' the ticket says. 
Let us go in and choose immediately." 

" Stop, Rose, one moment. Let us look at them first, 
because I shall be ashamed to be very long in the shop. 
There is a packet of scented soap ; that is very useful, 
but then mamma supplies us with soap." 

*' Only it is not scented, Ellen. But, there is some- 
thing much prettier in this corner, a scent-box, with 
bottles of different kinds of perfumes, and a violet sachet, 
like what cousin Maria used to have." 

" But what could little girU like us do with scents ? 
Papa would quite laugh." 

" Oh ! they would be so nice to put on our handkerchiefs 
when we go to aunt Morris's Christmas party. Then wo 
are to bo invited to Mrs. Simpson's. Grace said so* 
Buy what you like, Ellen, I am for the scent-box. It 
will look so pretty standing on the rosewood loo-table in 
the drawing-room." 

" My dears," said the nurse, " we had better go into 
the bazaar, and then you can have a nearer view of these 
nice things." 

So they went in, and the young lady behind the 
counter took them to a table on which were ranged 
shilling articles, of the same kind as those they had seen 
in the window, and many more besides. There were 
packets of note paper and envelopes, boxes of sealing-wax 
and mottoes; cards with a dozen pens, pencil-case and 
pen-holder; flower- vases and cigar-trays, small boxes 
with lock and key; pocket-books, shawl-pins and 
brooches ; in short, all manner of useful and ornamental 
trifles. Rose soon fixed upon a scent-box, still prettier 
than tliat which she had seen in the window, the lid 
being ornamented by a picture of a beautiful Spanish 
lady, with a rose in her dark hair, and a fan in her hand. 
Ellen deliberated long between a flower-vase and a 
*' Papeterie," and then appearing to be struck by a 
sudden remembrance, she odled her sister aside. 

" Rose," said she, " don't you remember how sorry 
mamma was when she lost the brooch that fastened her 
shawl ? She said that it was a present from an old 
friend ; and that she would rather have lost many a more 
costly ornament." 

' Yes, Ellen, I remember it ; but what then ? " 

" Well, amongst those brooches there is one exactly 
similar. I should like to buy it for her." 

" Is there indeed ? But that will not be anything for 
yourself, Ellen, and papa gave us these shillings to spend 
upon ourselves." 

" Yes, but I am sure that he will not be displeased 
with me for buying something for mamma. I have never 
made her a present yet. And she will be so pleased with 
this." 

"Very well, Ellen, do as yon like. I have already 
fixed upon my purchase." 

And with a somewhat important air, for she was 
spending money for the first time in her life, and felt 
qoite dignified upon the occasion. Rose turned to the 



young woman who was waiting their commands, and told 
her that she should take the scent-box with the Spanish 
lady on the lid. Ellen also having pointed out lu*r 
choice, the little girls paid their money and departed* 
each holding a hand of the nurse, and charting gaUy all tlie 
way home. As soon as they arrived tliey ran eagerlj 
into the dining-room, expecting to find their papa» and 
longing to exhibit theur purchases. But, in this they 
were disappointed, for their mamma, who was sitting 
alone, told them that Ae had been suddenly called awaj^ 
and would not return until evening. 

"Shall we then show you, mamma?" asked Ellen, 
for once taking precedence of Roie, who generally 
assumed the lead, " May we show them to you, mamma ? 
I have got something so pretty." 

" No, dears, wait until to-morrow morning. It wiU ba 
a little exercise of your patience, and you will not have a 
good opportunity before then." 

" Why not this evening, mamma?" 

*' Don't you know that I have invited all yonr little 
friends, and that you are to have a dance on the grass-plot 
after tea?" 

"Oh! mamma, dear mamma, are we indeed?" ex« 
claimed Rose. "I heard you lay something about it 
once to pap«» but I did not know you had reidly invited 
any one." 

The little ghrls ran off, wild with joy, and first pnttingr 
their purchases carefully away in their drawer^ they 
gathered all the flowers that could be spared from the 
garden to decorate the arbour, where they always took tea 
on these occasions, when the weaUier would permU; of 
their remaining out of doors. 

By twos and threes, the juvenile party arrived; and 
merrily passed the hours till bed-time. Rose and Ellen 
produced their burthday presents, which were admired by 
all; and when the twins, after Udding adieu to the latest 
departure, retired into their own little bedroom, th^ 
agreed that they had never passed a happier day. The 
next morning they were awake with the first twitter of 
the birds, notwithstanding their unusual dissipation the 
evening before, for they were anxious to show their papa 
the things they had bought* and curious to know whrther 
he would approve of them. As soon as they were dressed 
they went into the garden as usual, but they could not 
find their papa, so tiiey stepped gently up stairs to hia 
bedroom door. 

"Who is there?" inquired he, in answer to their 
gentle tap. 

" Rose and Ellen, papa." 

" And what do Rose and Ellen want, before pi^a is up 
and dressed ?" 

" Shall you be long, papa ? We are waiting for you in 
the garden." 

"And we have such pretty things to show you." 

Mr. Campbell assured them that he should not be long, 
and they returned to the garden, and employed them- 
selves in cutting off the dead roses for their mamma'a 
scent-jar, and tying up the pinks and carnations. At 
length their papa appeared at the end of a walk; and they 
ran towards him. 

" Don't show me your pretty things just now, my 
dears," he said. "Wait uutil we go in to break- 
fast, and then mamma can see them at the same 
time." 

" Yes, Rose," said EUen, "that will do better. Yon 
know why. Rose ? " 

Rose nodded, and looked mysterionaly i and the sub- 
ject was dropped. 

As soon as they were all seated round the breakfast 
table, the little giris produced their purchases, still con- 
cealed by the papers that enveloped them. 

" Now, papa and mamma," commenced Rose, "as I 
am the eldest, you shall first guess what my parcel con- 
tains." 
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Mr. Campbell took it into Lis hands, 
iqoare, and flat, and hard," said he. *' I 
box of Bome kind." 

" Right, papa, right," cried Rose, clappbg her hands. 
''Now, papa, dear, what kind of a box ?" 
Mr. Campbell speculated in vain. 
" Come, Rose," said Mrs. Campbell, " you have kept 
your papa's curiosity on the stretch long enough. Show 
us this wonderful box." 

Rose, delighted with the idea of her papa's curiosity, 
unfolded the wrappings, and after some delay, triumph- 
antly displayed the box of scents. 

" Now, papa," exclaimed she, " do not I know how 
to spend a shilling ? See how Tcry pretty my box is. 
Look at this beautiful picture on the lid ; which I shall 
copy, mamma, with the colours in my drawing-box. And 
then, inside are two pretty bottles, covered with gilt 
paper, and so snugly laid in cotton wool. They contain 
lovely perfumes. I can't read the Flrench names though, 
papa. And in the middle is a sachet of dried Tiolets, to 
put amongst my handkerchiefs, mamma, like cousin 
Maria." 

Mr. and Mrs. Campbell could not help smiling at 
their little daughter's volubility. As soon as she stopped 
for want of breath, " My dear," said her papa, " do you 
not remember, that one quality of your purchase was 
to be usefulness?" 

" Well, papa, and will not my box be useful when I 
am going to parties ?" 

" No. People do not expect little girls like you to be 
scented. All that they require of them is to be neat, and 
clean, and prettily dressed according to their station, 
and even grown-up ladies are laughed at, when they use 
much scent." 

Rose began to look very rueful. " Then you do not 
think, papa, that I have laid out my shilling well ?" 

" Not very much amiss, but still not as well as I could 
have wished. I am glad, however, that you have not 
spent it in sweet-things, as some children would have 
done. And now, Ellen, let us see your choice." 

Ellen tremblingly produced it, for she feared to come 
under the same censure with Rose. 

" It is not very useful, papa, but I thought mamma 
would like it." 

Mrs. Campbell gaied upon the brooch with astonish- 
ment and delight. ** Why it is my own brooch ! " said 
she, " the loss of which I have so much lamented. Let 
me see it nearer, Ellen dear." 

Ellen placed it in her mamma's hand. Mrs. Camp- 
bell touched a spring, and the back of the trinket flew 
open, disclosing a small portrait. 

" Yes, manfma, it ie yours," exclaimed Ellen, with 
great joy. " I did not think the brooch could be the 
same, because you lost it such a distance from here, did 
you not, mamma?" 

" Tes, my love, sixty miles off, and how it has tra- 
velled hither I cannot imagine. If they had known 
the secret of the spring, you coiiid not have bought it 
for a shilling. It scarcely looks the same, does it ? It is 
improved by this lackering. 

" Then, dear mamma, you accept it from me ?" 
"With pleasure, dearest. Come here and give me 
a kiss." 

"Ellen has certainly laid out her shilling most to my 
approbation," said Mr. Campbell, "My little Rose 
pleased her eye and her taste, but her acquisition vrill be 
of no real use or pleasure to her; while Ellen, totally un- 
selfish, chose nothing for herself, out endeavoured to 
gratify her mother by supplying the loss of a trinket 
greatly valued by her. The one pleased herself only, and 
that in a mistaken way; the other displayed her sympa- 
thizing affection towards her best friend. I did not in- 
tend to make you weep. Rosy dear," for the tears were 
sparkling on the little girl's long lashes. " You will be 



wiser in time, and I shall not fear to trust you with an- 
other shilling some day. So now, my darlings, ask your 
mamma if you may put on your bonnets and take a long 
walk with me. 



THE COTTAGE. 

Tbbwi was a labouring man, who built a cottage for 
himself and wife. A dark grey rock overhung it, and 
helped to keep it from the winds. 

When the cottage was finished, he thought he would 
paint it grey, like the rock. And so exactly did he get 
the same shade of colour, that it looked almost as if the 
little dwelling sprang from the bosom of the rock that 
sheltered it. 

After a while the cottager became able to purchase a 
cow. In the summer she picked up most of her living 
very well ; but in winter she needed to be fed, and kept 
from the cold. 

So he built a bam for her. It was so small, that it 
looked more like a shed than a barn ; but it was quite 
warm and comfortable. 
When it was done, a neighbour came in and said — 
" What colour will you paint your barn ?" 
" I had not thought about that," said the cottager. 
" Then I advise you by all means to paint it black ; 
and here is a pot of black paint, which I have brought 
on purpose to give you." 

Soon another neighbour, coming in, praised his neat 
shed, and expressed a wbh to help him a little about the 
building. " White is by far the most genteel colour," 
he added, " and here is a pot of white paint, of which I 
make you a present." 

While he was in doubt which of the gifts to use, the 
eldest and wisest man in the village came to visit him. 
His hair was entirely white, and everybody loved him, 
for he was good as well as wise. 

When the cottager had told him the story of the pots 
of paint, the old man said — "Ho who gave you the 
black, is one who dislikes you, and wishes you to do a 
foolish thing. He who gave you the white paint is a 
partial friend, and desires you to make more show than 
is wise. Neither of their opinions should you follow. 
If the shed is either black or white, it will disagree with 
the colour of your house. Moreover, the black paint 
will draw the sun, and cause the edges of the boards to 
curl and split; and the white will look well but for a 
little while, and then become soiled, and then need 
painting anew. Now, take my advice, and mix the black 
and white together." 

So the cottager poured one pot into the other, and 
mixed them up with his brushes ; and it made the very 
grey colour which he liked, and had used before upon his 
house. 

He had in one comer of his small ])iece of ground a 
hop-vine. He carefully gathered the ripened hops, and 
his wife made beer of them, which refreshed him when 
he was warm and weary. 

It had also twined on two poles, which ho had fastened 
in the earth to give it sapport. But the cottager was 
fond of building, and he made a little arbour for it to run 
upon and cluster about. 

He painted the arbour grey. So the rock and the cot- 
tage, and the shed and the arbour were all the same grey 
colour. And every thing around looked neat and comfor- 
table, though it was small and poor. 

When the cottager and his wife grew old, they were 
sitting together in their arbour, at the sunset of a sum- 
mer's day. 

A stranger, who seemed to be looking at the coantr>% 
stopped, and enquired how everything nnmd that small 
habitation happened to be the shade of grey. 

" It is very well it is so," said the cottager, "for my 
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wife and I, you see are grey also. And we have lived 
so long, that the world itself looks old and grey to us 
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now. 

Then he told him the story of the hlack and white 
paint — and how the advice of an aged man prevented 
him from making his little estate ridiculous, when young. 

" 1 have thought of this circumstance," said he, " so 
often, tliat it has given me instruction. He who gave 
me the black paint proved to be an enemy ; and he who 
urged me to use the white was a friend. The advice of 
neither was good. 

" Those who love us too well are blind to our faults 
— and those who dislike us are not willing to see our 
virtues. One would make all white — the other all black* 
But neither of them are right. For we are of a mixed 
nature, good and evil, like the grey paint, made of op- 
posite qualities. 

** If then, neither the council of our foes, nor our par- 
tial friends is safe to be taken, we should cultivate a cor- 
rect judgment, which, like the grey paint, mixed both 
together, may avoid the evil and secure the good." — 
Mrt, Sigoumey, 



ftntitti Of 9(tD tSSodur. 

Latter Day Pamphletg, No, 1. The Prennt Time: — 
by Thomas Ca&lylk. Chapman and Hall. 

When Mr. Carlyle speaks, there is never any want of 
listeners. When he writes, there is no lack of readers. 
He is a thoroughly original roan, alike original in his 
thoughts, and original in his s])eech. In some respects 
he is a great poet, and pierces the marrow of a thought 
with the keen vision of a Seer. He sometimes lays 
open, in a few brief sentences, a whole realm of thought 
to the thinker. He is eminently suggestive. He in- 
cites tlie minds of others to action. He wields that great 
power over others, which the earnest man invariably ex- 
ercises. It is dear that he writes exactly as he thinks, 
and as he feels. We believe his soul longs after good, 
after higher and purer life, and we are all ready, nay, most 
thinkers are all eager, to listen to his utterance. 

But Mr. Carlyle is an incarnation of the uneasiness, the 
melancholy, the gloominess, which have seized hold of no 
small portion of the thinking men of this age. They feel 
that the tiroes are sick and out-of-joint : that faith is 
dying out, and religious and social scepticism prevails. 
They recognise the necessity of a great religious thought 
to rescue us from doubt, and a social faith to save us from 
anarchy. Mr. Carlyle breaks the silence, and in his 
" Sartor Resartus " lifts up his voice against the shams, 
routine, and formalism, of our time. Amidst the noise of 
machinery, spinning-jennies, and steam-engines, he pro- 
tests against materialism, and proclaims the merits of the 
spiritual life. He recognises in the universe, not a vast 
workshop of material production, but a temple* in which 
man, sanctified by suffering and toil, studies the infinite 
in the finite, and walks on towards his object, in faith 
and in hope, with eyes turned towards heaven. 

Man, however, is not a contemplative being merely ; his 
life is action ; and if man would influence hU age. he 
must set men at work in one way or another. It \s 
when wti consider the tendency and effect of Mr. Carlyle's 
writings lu this way, that our feeling of disappointment 
begins. He makes us thoughtful, but at the same time 
gloomy, satirical, and discontented with what it ; for, the 
world is all wrong, according to him. From Dan to 
Beersheba, all is barren of good. The age is one of shams, 
formahsm, and cant. A vein of cynicism runs through even 
his most beautiful thoughts. He refuses to recognise 
any noble purpose, any true work, in tlie life of the 
present age. His aduiirutioji is directed to the stern 
bigots of former times, who are heroes in his eyes, pro- 



vided they were successful. We fear this is a very vttlgar 
notion of heroism, even though it be Mr. Carlyle's. T*lke 
heroism of the unsuccessful, of the martyrs, the dovrn* 
trodden, and the vanquished — calls forth none of iiis 
sympathy. It is reserved for Mahomet, Croraweli, 
Napoleon, and such, like. We had almost said that be 
was a worshipper of physical force — for it matters ixot 
what the Cause for which these men fought — provided 
they prevailed, it is enough for him. 

On turning to the "Latter-Day Pamphlet,*' on "The 
Present Time," recently published, we looked with inte- 
rest for Mr. Carlyle's mature thoughts upon the working;s 
of this age. We are disappointed. We find a mixture of 
Byron and Diogenes — so much strong writing against 
" cant," that we begin to think there may possibly be 
even a savour of cant about this. " Shams ' are again 
told to get themselves out of the way, and much more to 
the same effect, until we begin to feel that we have too mu<^ 
of this sort of thing. A rapid and vivid sketch is given 
of the career of the recent revolutionary furor througb- 
out Europe, beginning with the Pope, and aiding witb 
France; this is depicted in a way thoroughly artistic, for 
Mr. Carlyle, in his " French Revolution, " has already- 
given proof of his graphic powers in historical painting. 
The following is hia description of the revolutionary 
year 1848:— 

" Not since the irruption of the Northern Barbarians 
has there been the like. Everywhere iouneasurable 
Democracy rose monstrous, loud, blatant, inarticulate &s 
the voice of Chaos. Everywhere the Official holy-of -holies 
was scandalously laid bare to dogs and the profane : — 
Enter, all the world, see what kind of Official holy it b. 
Kings everywhere, and reigning persons, stared in sud- 
den horror, the voice of the whole world bellowing in 
theur ear, ' Begone, ye imbecile hypocrites, histrios not 
heroes I Off with you, off I ' — and, what was peculiar and 
notable in this year for the first time, the Kings all made 
haste to go, as if excUuming, * We are poor histrios, we 
sure enough ; — did you want heroes ? Don't kill us, we 
couldn't help it I ' Not one of them turned round, and 
stood upon his Kingship, as upon a right he could afford 
to die for, or to risk his skin upon; by no manner of 
means. That, I say, is the alarming peculiarity at pre- 
sent. Democracy, on this new occasion, finds all Kings 
con9ciou» that they are but Playactors. The miserable 
mortals, enacting their High Life Below Stairs, with faith 
only that the Universe may perhaps be all a phantasm 
and hypocrisis, — the truculent Constable of the Destinies 
suddenly entws : ' Scandalous Phantasms, what do you 
here ? Are ' solemnly constituted Impostors ' the proper 
Kings of men ? Did you think the Life of Man was a 
grimacing dance of apes? To be led always by the 
squeak of your paj^bry fiddle ? Ye miserable, this Uni- 
verse is not an upholstery Puppet-play, but a terrible 
God-Fact} and you, I think — had not you better be 
gone ? They fied precipitately, some of them with what 
we may call an exquisite ignominy, — in terror of the 
treadmill, or worse." 

So much for Kingship, and now behold Democracy 
on the stage. Against this democracy in all its forms, 
Mr. Carlyle deals tlie full force of hi.i sarcasm. In 
France, it was for a brief time presided over by M. 
Lamartine, who is thus described : — 

"A most eloquent fair-spoken literary gentleman, 
whom thoughtless persons took for a prophet, priest, and 
heavm-sent evangelist, and whom a wise Yankee friend 
of mine discerned to be properly ' the first stump-orator 
in the world, standing, too, on the liighest stump, — for 
the time.' A sorrowfiil spectacle to men of reflection, 
during tlie time be lasted^ that poor M. de Lamartine; 
with nothing in him but melodious wind and et^ sowder, 
which he and others took for something divine and not 
diaboUc I " 

And so on with all the other manifestations of demo* 
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crsLcy in these lafcter times — issuing in what Mr. Carlyle 
calls a ** Universal bankruptcy of Imposture." Suffrages 
and ballot-boxes are hurled by hiui into the pit. 
Political doctors are consigned to scorn and unirersal 
hissing ; and the author seems to lotig for some strong 
tyrant to do the needful among men. The democracy of 
the United States, in his opinion, is conspicuous only for 
its " enormous Megatherions, as ugly as ever were bom 
of mud/' and for its " eighteen Millions of the greatest 
bores ever seen in the world before I ** He will reeognise 
no healthy action in them, no vital spark of upward 
tendency, no beneficient issue of their free institutions. 
The only part of their system, which he seems prepared 
to sympathize with, is that of domestic slavery — ^which 
the columns of Frater lately witnessed. "On this side 
of the Atlantic, and on that, democracy, we apprehend, 
is for ever impossible ! " Such is his verdict. 
' What, then, U possible, according to Mr. Carlyle? 
We are most eager to know. We read on ; but, sdas I 
Mr. Carlyle retires in A nebulous haze of thought ! We 
try to reduce his thought, such as it is, into a plan of 
action ; but it escapes us, and instead of a system, we 
have a phrase of Mr. Carlyle's. We are to have " Orga- 
nization of Labour'' under "Captains of Industry." 
H(no we are to organize industry differently from what is 
now practised, we are furnished with not the least inkling 
of. St. Simon, Proui^hon, Louis Blanc* Fourier, and 
Robert Owen, put forth their systems ; but Mr. Carlyle 
has none. He is satisfied with merely repeating their 
phrase. The Red Republic is more specifie th&n he is. It 
is true, he tells us " that the few wbe will have, by one 
method or another, to take eotnmand of the innumerable 
foolish ; that they must be got to take it ; and that, in 
fact, since Wisdom, which means also Valour and heroic 
Nobleness, is alone strong in this world, and one wise 
man is stronger than all men unwise, they can be got. 
That they must take it ; and having taken^ must keep it, 
and do their 6od*s-Me3sage in it, and defend the same, 
at their life's peril, against all men and devils." But 
who are the wUe ? Here is the difficulty. Most men 
think they are the wise; perhaps Mr. Carlyle himself 
thinks he is so, in discovering that everything is wrong 
and that nothing is right. Will he take the command ? 
But first let him show us what he will do, and how set 
about it. Mystic speech against "ballot-boxing" will 
not serve our purpose : this is not the wisdom that is to 
guide the foolish, whose " everlasting privilege it is to be 
governed by the wise." Let us know what it is, for 
which we are to abandon the old ways of progress and 
the existing methods of improvement. We may be dull, 
but we profess to be able to detect nothing in Mr. Car- 
lyle's prelections to induce us to leave our present paths. 

So far as we can gather the drift of this Pamphlet, the 
following seems to us to contain the one practical pas- 
sage in it, put into the mouth of the Possible British 
Prime Minister : — 

" To each of you I will then say : Here is work for 
yx>u ; strike into it with manlike* soldierlike obedience 
and heartiness, according to the methods here [where /] 
prescribed, — wages follow for you without difficulty 
[poor eempetremee for example ?'] ; all manner of just 
remuneration [Jbr handloom weavers and all such like f,] 
and at length [when .'] emancipation itself follows. Re* 
fuse to strike into it ; shirk the heavy labour, disobey 
the rules, — I will admonish and endeavour to incite 
you ; if in vain, I will ^og you ; if still in vain, I will 
at last SHOOT you, — and make God's Earth, and the 
forlorn-hope in God's Battle free of you. Understand 
it, I advise you ! The Organization of Labour." . . . 

And here a hiatus occurs, and the British Prime Minister 
is "left speaking" After all, tlie cart-whip and the musket- 
bullet seem to be Mr. Carlyle's only hope. As fur his 
phrase of " Organization of Labour," we mw«?t hold it 
as a mere Cant-phrase until ho tells us what he means. 



To us the prospects of the human speuies are not so 
utterly hopeless. We have seen roan conquer, one by 
one, his rights to personal freedom, to freedom of utter- 
ance, to freedom of opinion, to freedom of worship. We 
have risen from serfdom to citizenship, from vassalage to 
power. Flunkeyism is going down ; and cant has not 
so great an influence as it used to have. " Clothes" 
are pretty general, it is true, but they contain something 
more than stuffing for coats and breeches. Even cotton- 
spinning and railway-making require something more than 
this. Fools, we may still retain among us, but even these 
we would not give up for a drearjr belief in the universality 
of ' sham.' 

We must be content to carry on the good work which 
our fathers have left us to do* We are their historic 
children, keeping up the connection of their lives with the 
future race. The realities of slavery which they repu- 
diated, we like them shall abjure, and endeavour, if we 
can, to work our way to greater light and towards higher 
conditions of life. We believe in the progressive moral 
amelioration of man, and we see abundant evidehces that 
it does make steady progress at this day. Not so rapidly 
as we could wish, but still the destiny of man advances. 
The idea of Duty enlarges with the Ages — Duty pn^ires- 
sive as the evolution of the truth. Ever and everywhere, 
its source ia Grod and his law ; its object, humanity ; its 
guarantee, the mutual responribility of men ; its measure, 
the intellect of the individual and the demands of the 
period; its limit, power. By-and-by, new social laws 
will evolve themselves — man is as yet but in his infancy 
— but let not any faint heart despair ; for the great God 
still stretches forth to us his helping hand, and his good- 
ness everywhere overshadoweth us. 



ENDURE HABDSHIF. 

As a gladiator trained the body, so must we train the 
mind to self-sacrifice "to endure all things," to meet and 
overcome difficulty and danger. We must take the 
rough and thorny road, as well as the smooth and plea- 
sant ; and a portion at least of our daily duty must be 
hard and disagreeable; for the mind cannot be kept 
strong and healthy in perpetual sunshine only, and the 
most dangerous of all states is, that of constantly-recur- 
ring pleasure, ease, and prosperity. Most persons will 
find difficulties and hardships enough without seeking 
them ; let them not repine, but take them as a part of 
that educational discipline necessary to fit the mind to 
arrive at its highest good. — Education of the Feelings f by 
Charles Bray, 

ETIL8 OF FASTIDIOtTS REFINEMENT. 

Ideality is a strong guardian of virtue, for they who 
have tasted its genuine pleasures can never rest satisfied 
with those of mere sense. But it is possible, however, 
to cultivate the taste to such a degree as to induce a 
fastidious refinement, when it becomes the inlet of more 
pain than pleasure. Over-refinement is apt to interfere 
with benevolence, to avoid the sight of inelegant distress, to 
shrink from the contact of vulgar worth, and to lead us 
to despise those whose feeling of taste is less delicate and 
correct than our own. If the beautiful and the useful be 
incompatible, the beautiful must give way, as the means 
of the existence and comfort of the masses must be pro- 
vided before the elegancies which can only conduce to 
the pleasure of the few. Selfishness, though refined, is 
still but selfishness ; and refinement ought never to in- 
terfere with the means of doing good in the world as it 
at present exists. It is not desirable to appeal early to 
this feeling, or perhaps ever directly to cultivate it. If 
the other fEiculties are well developed and properly culti- 
vated, thi<) will attain sufficient strength of itself. — Bray 
on the Education qfthe Feelings, 
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MY NAME. 

Xhssb wm a tree— a flourishing tree- ■ 

Stood bj a gentle itream, 
And iU noble item, lur, strong, and free, 
Became eo precious a thing to me. 

That it haunted my midnight dream. 

For I lored to look on its branchee bright 

So graceful and so green. 
And I loTed to watch the golden light 
Come nuhing down the sapphire height 

To sleep in its leafy screen. 

I sat at its root and sang its praise. 

And talked to it many a time. 
And wished I were a bird, whose days 
Could be spent on its boughs in roundelsys, 

Far richer than my poor rhyme. 

I carred my name on that lisir tree 

With deep and earnest mark. 
And something of a triumph glee 
Came orer my youthful heart to see 

The letters Utc on the bark. 

I wrought each line with doting care, 

And thought, as the last was done. 
That in after years I might come back there 
And see how that brare tree still would bear 

2Jy name in the summer sun. 

Fond child of Hope ! I went again 

When a lengthened span had passed. 
And I sought the tree, with a busy brain. 
That pictured the letters as clear and plain 

As when I beheld them last. 

But my spirit met a chilling cloud 

In that cherished memory spot, 
For the name of which I had been so proud 
Had been hidden long in a rugged shroud. 

And was but a graceless blot. 

The letters grayed with joTous care 

Had lost all shapely trace. 
The tree had grown more grand and fair. 
But my poor name — oh nothing was there 

Save a blurred and knotted place I 

I stood and gased— and thus, I said. 

Has many a trusting one 
Been proud of the impress they have made 
On some lovyl heart, that was arrayed 

In the light of Affection's sun 

They thought they had canred their name on a thing 

That would wear it and bear it for erer ; 
That the winds of Winter and showers of Spring, 
And all the changes Life's seasons could bring. 

Would work with a vain endeavour. 

They have fondly dreamt of finding it there 

When long, long years had gone by ; 
They have thought it firmly sculptured where 
The beautiful tablet, sound and fiur, 

Would never let it die. 

But alas I Time plap a guileful part, 

And many have lived to see. 
With Disappointment's baneful smart. 
Their name blotted out in some loved heart 

As mine fnnn the cherished tree. 

£liza Cook. 



DIAMOND DUST. 

Thk aspersions of libellers may bo compared to follev^a 
earth, which, though it may seem to dirt you at first, 
only leaTes you more pure and spotless when it b rubbed 
off. 

To be thrown upon one's own resources is to be cast 
into the Tery lap of fortune, for our faculties then un- 
dergo a development, and display an energy^ of which tbej 
were prcTionsly unsusceptible. 

In the library of the world, men haye hitherto been 
ranged according to the form, the size, and the bindk^. 
The time is coming when they will take rank and order 
according to their contents and intrinsic merits. 

Every man has two Arabias in his heart. The ono 
full of freshness, fertility, and odour; the other sandy, 
arid, and desert. 

Grsat businesses turn on a little pin. 

LovB matches are often formed by people, who pay for 
a month of honey with a life of vinegar. 

Thi character and mind of the person who commends 
us should be considered, before we set a value on hia 
esteem. 

Hb who fears not is to be feared. 

Think not of <fotti^ om you like ; do as you ought to do. 

PoKTs are the chemists of sentiment, who aualvze and 
purify it. 

If opinion has cried your name up, let modesty cry 
your heart down, lest you deceive it, or it deceives you. 
There is no less danger in a great name than in a fasd 
one; and no less honour in deserving praise, than in 
enduring it. 

Antiquity — ^the stalking-horse on which knaves and 
bigots invariably mount, when they want to ride over Uie 
timid and credulous. 

Trb every-day cares and duties which men call 
drudgery are the weights and counterpoises of the clock 
of Time, giving its pendulum a truer vibration, and its 
hands a regular motion ; and when they cease to h»n^ 
upon the wheels, the pendulum no longer swings^ the 
hands no longer move, the clock stands still. 

We never can be hurt but by ourselves. If our reason 
bo what it ought, and our actions according to it, wo are 
invulnerable. 

He that lets the sun go. down upon his wralh, and 
goes angry to bed, is like to have the devil for his bed- 
fellow. 

Thb hypocrite is the deadly nightshade of humanity. 

Immoobratb sorrow is a species of tardy suicide. 

Despair is the offspring of fear, laziness, and im- 
patience. 

Form is good, but not formality. 

Wb have yet to leani that the difficulty of a task im- 
posed by duty-=>a difficulty too often of our own increas- 
ing in ^e case of temper— can excuse us from attempting 
it. We stey the stream! — w£ embank the sea! Are 
human passions alone — those fearful torrents of destruc- 
tion — ^those terrific, devastating floods, destroying the 
immortal with the mortel — ^to be left without a check or 
bound? 

Beitbr kind friends than oold kindred. 

Nbtbr make a fnend of a coward; his heart is m 
dung-hill, while suspicion is the only cock that ever crows 
on it. 
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BBGOINQ PHILANTHROPY. 



■r niached ill 



The gnat ut of beggins bu probablr 
dimkx in this eotuitrr. As puticular 
tiDgnished for the derelopment of the sa*enl kits which 
bave ehancUriied them : 4a, tot instance, one ceuturf ia 
diatiiigaished is the cantorj of pointed gothic arobitec- 
ttue, another of ths high style in paintiDg, another of 
missal and mamiKrlpt iilaminatioa, and lo on, — prubabl;r. 
in fntare times, the nineteenth csntnrj msj emphaticallj 
be characterised as the centnrj of begging. 

Wa speak not now of the begging of the mere poor : 
tbor "looped and windowed raggednesa" hai, in all ages, 
appttled to the charitj of given, Teiy much in the same 
manner as now ; and wo leave othera to deal with this 
branch of the question. Bet we apeak of the genteel 
beggan — the respectable, well-dreased artiits, who come 
before ni on gilt-edged note-paper, aealed with a crest j 
Qioae who, with the aweeteat possible smile, inainnate 
nnder our ejea a sabacriptiou list headed 1>t a lord, ca a 
nicely ruled paaa-book, each page of which ia beaded by 
a anm aet down in poonda, &om fift^ downwardi ; 
tboie conanmmale tadiciana, who fear no rebafi^ are 
ready to eneonnlCT any degree of resiaUncei to remore 
all manner of objeetioni on the part of the Beggee, and 
whoie gentle peralatenoe ia nioally rewarded by a moat 
rtlactant anbscription. 

Now the canaa is a &Tonrita dty Charity, onder royal 
or noble patronage — now it is a partlcnlar fond — or it is 
a baiaar, or a ball, or a>We, for eoroe chazitable purpose. 
Reams of proapectnses and drenlars are printed and dia- 
tribnted, tui when the harrest comes to be reaped, it is 
really sstoniBhing to find how prodactiie it has proied. 

The host of actiTB agencies employed on such occa- 
sions is immeMe. Paragnqiha (aotompanying adrortiae- 
ments, which are paid for,) are got into the leading 
newBpapers; committees are farmed, with gorernors and 
goTernOBsea, chairmen and chairwomen, secretaries and 
treosoren — habit making the working of this maoey- 
getting machinery quite perfecL It is soon at full work ; 
pass-books and anbscription-liata, in the hands of ladies 
and gentlemen, are diligently performing their drcuita 
tram door to door, and from atreet to stteet. The pre- 
•enteea thereof are quite eloquent in the adnicacy of the 
canae for which they Iwc; and the haUt of ginng so 



growl upon people — the example of othera giiing proiet 
ao contagioas apon tbem, that, whether they can afford to 
give or not, people snbscribe, and thrir namea appear in 
the printed listi accordingly. 

Then there springs up suddenly a Testimonial mania 1 
Such a host of aubscHptions are got Dp, that one would 
think eierybody was going to give a teatimonial to 
e-ecybody. A friend itepa in — " Fine momhig. Sir I " 
"Very!" " I think, Sir, yon are a personal friend of 
Mr, A. i" " I know Mr. A. »ery wdl, and have been 
obliged to him on aereral occaaiona." " Ah I yon are 
just the manl wanted, Sirl" "How?" "Why, hia 
IHends propose to present him with a teatimonial, and 
we wish you to head the liat I " Here is a ataoaer I 
Bat how to edge off! Yon refuse to head the lis^ on 
some plea of modesty perhapi ; bnt, yon cannot refuse 
to sabscribe, for there are the "obligations," already 
confeued. The kind gentleman, who has called, will uke 
your anbicription nnder any coaditiona. You cannot 
shake him off. Yon are "milked;" and fbrthwitb your 
name is advertised in the newspapers. 

" fl. C. Esq. £ ." 

In eereral recent instances, it has happened that the 
man, towards whose teatimonial you have thua subscribed, 
ia little better than a swindler — he bos been robbing the 
poor through the medinm of a Saringa* Bonk, 
been fleecing the public by bis crafty miam. 
of some Rulway Company. But the begging has lue- 
ceeded, and he ha) meanwhile got hia teatimonial. 

The cause of theae beggars ia alwaya quite a model 
cause, whether it be in a small way ; ■■ for instanoe, to 
buy a new horse (br some serious carter, (whose old horse 
has just died,) left with a wife and eight small children 
unprovided Ibr; or to help some equally worthy man, 
desiroos of emigrating, to get to Auitnlia j or to buy 
a mangle for an old worn-out oemnt, her mistress 
being the beggar, a most charitable woman at other 
people's expense; or to set up some deserving qud 
in boaioesa, yon finding the capital; all are equally 
excellent and preasing casea, and eloc|uenc« and per- 
auailon rarely (oil in their object. Oftcner, it is some 
great public cause ; and the duty ia urged upon you of 
forthwith paying down your money. Sodelie* of all 
kinds — religions, sooal, and political — are organised fbr 
the pnrpoie of collecting and expending the oontributiana 
of the given. Many are the pleas to give nrfwd npo* 
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you: you roust give "according as it hath beeu pros- 
pered you in the world;" you must not give because Mr. 
So and So has given, and " what will people say if such 
as you do not give ?" you must give^ to show the power of 
the voluntary piiudple ; you must give because a tival 
sect is giving, and we cannot be behind them. The 
b^fing-box is placed everywhere — in the church — on 
the banker's counter — in the lobby of the private dwel- 
ling. Pound-coards and shilling-cards are distributed 
among friends to be filled up; young ladies solicit 
yoimg gentlemen for money, and young gentlemen 
young ladies. Thus we have the public running about 
taking each other for subscriptions, and millions of 
money are yearly gathered in this way, from the willing 
and unwilling — from those who give because they like, 
and from those who give because they cannot, dare not, 
or "do not like" to refuse. Let any man be so nnfor- 
tilDate as to be selected by his fellow-dtisens as a 
,eommoii-oouncilman, an alderman, a mayor, or a member 
of Parliament, and he is immediately pounced upon by 
•U the chsoity seekers, by all the beggars^ public and 
private. Be^ng letters oome pouring in upon him, 
and his door is visited by men and women with pass- 
books. He does not like to be "shabby," and he 
subscribes to a most fearful extent. If he is not an 
ambitious man, he takes the first opportunity of freeing 
himself of office; and looks back upon the period during 
which he held it, as a time of painful victimisation. 

Now, many of the causes* in which such a host of 
philanthropic beggars are thus engaged, are no doabt very 
praiseworthy and proper ; and the objects they have in 
view are just and benevolent. Yet, the philanthropy 
has usually a very seedy side, which is too frequently over- 
looked. In the first place, the money-getting philan- 
thropists proceed upon the false assumption, Uiat good 
works are to be performed mainly through the a^ncy ^f 
money i and "Give! give I give I" is their cry. But, the 
greatest and most beneficial changes in society have never, 
in any Age, been accomplished by means of money. 
Money w^l not elevate and ehnoble a man's aspirations, 
Dor root out the evils which afflict hitai. Motiey will fail 
to accomplish any great moral reform; money cannot 
develope the best powers of men; money cannot teach 
love, cannot inculcate virtue, cannot propaeate faith. 
A few earnest hearts will do more in any of these works 
than a thousand purses of gold. Paul planted the Chris- 
tian religion over half an empirai while he kept himself 
by tent-making. Look at the great moral and social revo- 
. lutions of the world : none of them were effected by money, 
least of all by subscriptions and collections. We would 
have men moved by a resolute purpose, and an earnest 
sense of right, of truth, and of justice. It is not possible to 
elevate a depressed class by presenting the several mem- 
bers thereof with tickets for soup; nor to remedy the 
mischiefs of social oppression, by providing the victims 
with Elizabethan poor-houses. Remove the hindrances 
to self-help, which stand in the way of the poor man, and 
he can dispense with your alms, fie just to him, and he 
vrill not seek for your charity. It is just possible — nay, 
very probable, that in attempting to remedy social 
sufiering by the distribution of money, you are only 
feeding the evil — meddling instead of mending, and 
tinkerhig up the elTects while you are continuing the 
causes which produce it. Moreover, the fact of accepting 
charity is in all cases injurious to that self-respect and 
pride of character, which are the springs of all true and 
manly action. And when this charity is offered in lieu 
of justice, and in postponement of its higher claims, 
it is not only a mockery and a delusion, but, it approxi- 
mates very much to the character of an insult. 

Let the benevolent then feel, that the best proof which 
they can give of their earnestness in the cause of the 
poor, b, not in bestowing gifts uf money upon them, but 
in repealing all those restrictions which hinder their self- 






advancement, education, and progress ; in giving them s 
fair stage, and a free opportunity of well-doing; in 
abolishing needless restraint, removing practical wrongs, 
and giving up all unfair advantages. The benevolent must 
have courage and clear perception. Let them not delude 
themselves with thinking that they are doing their duty 
by the suffering classes, when they are merely giving 
tlieir money. The rich can help the poor in a far better 
way i they caK do them justice. Nor will opportunities 
be wanting at all times, for the display of the moral and 
social amenities of life* All classes can help each other — 
the wise can instruct the ignorant — the strong can help 
the weak — the successful can aid the struggling ; and sdl 
this can be done without superciliousness, without 
"condescension," without the air of "doing charity.*' 
Above all, the influential classes can aid the poorer 
classes in all efforts at co-operation for their own im- 
provement. They can plant associations, and invite all 
men to join as partners, not as mere recipients, aa» for 
instance, in the movements that are now set on foot for 
the Improvement of the dwellings of the Industrious 
Classes; the Freehold Land Movement, Building So- 
cieties, Benefit and Life Assurance Societies ; these pro- 
eeed on the true principle of philanthropic action, 
enabling the poor to be their own helpers, and their 
own elevators. Many similar movements might be 
instanced. 

Yet, the merely begging and distributing mania is still 
far too rife. It is the fashion of the day, among thoea 
who dc not see below the sur&ce of society and are con- 
tented with treating surface symptoms after the man« 
ner of quacks. One mischievous result, in addition to 
those above alluded to, is the host of impostors, which 
the general encouragement given to begging calls into 
existence. Joseph Ady is but the type of a large class 
of knaves^ who live by taking advantage of the charitable 
disposition of the public. They sometimes cheat the 
unwary by the bait of " something to their advantage.*' 
At other times they get up agonizing pictures of distress — 
represent themselves as literary persons, in the last ex- 
tremity of hunger, and rarely fail to extract large tame 
firom the benevolent money-givers* Only the ot^er day^ 
a scoundrel of this large class hired a furnished lodging 
in the name of one of our most distinguished authoresses, 
and from thence addressed letters, couched in the most 
piteous and eloquent language, to all the high Dignitaries 
of State, to lords, ladies, bishops, and other people of 
distinction ; and, in the course of a few days, letters full 
of money came flowing in. The knave was discovered, 
and decamped; buL in the meantime he had played 
upon the weakness oi the benevolent, and taxed it for his 
vUe purposes. This system of beggitig has now grown 
into a trade, and there are thriving beggars who keep 
their staff of clerks and book-keepers. One cannot help 
loving the tenderness of heart of the feeling daasea, 
who are thus remorselessly victimixed by the beggars; 
although at the same time we cannot help deploring the 
superficiality of philanthropy, ih which we rear in too 
many ceses it has its origin. 



A GHOST STORY. 

LovDLT the tempest raged over mountain and valley, 
ftirest and plain. The wind rushed and roared through 
the tall and gloomy fire» as though the spirits of the 
storm were playing their maddest music, in wild joy that 
the earth had oecome as it were the field of their boiste- 
rous sports. On flew the gale over the dark and dreary 
country, toow whirling through the streets of a busy 
town, now scaring some peaceful village, howling in the 
chimneys^ screeching among the queer old gables, and 
making the rusty weather-cocks creak again, .^fiolua 
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bende Umnlf with tor- 



bad it «U his own mif, aai 
bnlence. 

Far difTdrent was the scene in the comfortable study of 
worthy pastor Barrenkamp, where he sat with his wife, 
the giMid Fmn pastorin, and two of his old fHends— -tibe 
schoolmaster, and the steward of tlw manor. A qniet 
conTsrsation was going on, intermpted from time to time 
by the whifft from three pipes, and the sips which the 
smokers took from the tankards of warm beer that stood 
on the massive oaken table. The fire biased brightly on 
the hearth, and except when a fiercer blast or heavier 
gust of rain shook tiie window, the talk went on as 
Siongh the party sought to forget the temp e s tuo us wea- 
ther ontside. 

It was during a pause, while the pastor rose and draw- 
ing aside the curtain peered out into the darkness, that 
the steward said : — 

" Yon did quite right, Fran pastorin, in being a little 
out of the common way to-day, and taking up your 
quarters in this snug apartment ibr the great room is 
anything but oomfiyrtable in such weatiier. Yet it is 
worse outside ; and at times one cannot help fancying 
that strange words and spoken tones are heard in the 
howling wind — I should not like to cross the churchyard 
to-night." 

" Not cross the churchyard ?" replied the pastor, with 
a smile, as he returned from the window, " what are you 
afrsid of, friend steward? Ha, ha, a man of your 
yesrs — '* 

" My best Herr pastor," rejoined the eteward, shift- 
ing hither and thither on his seat, " with me it is not a 
question of fisar, I am not a wicked man myself, and — 
do not t>eUeve in ghosts, why then should I be afraid f 
Yet—*' 

"Yetj" said tite pastor laaghing, with a playftil 
glance at the speaker, " yet I our good steward leaves a 
back door open." 

" Nay," was the answer, " I meant only with respect 
to the chnrchysrd. I know as well as any other that the 
dead rest quietly there below, without coming up at 
night to ait upon the cold mounds and play at hide and 
s^k behind the white tomb-stones i but I purposely 
avoid any useless excitement, which always causes me 
a head-ache and discomfort afterwards. There is some- 
thing disagreeable to fancy that you see forms in white 
garments, flitting about among the waving willows and 
shrubs in the dim twilight, and that every minute some- 
body is coming behind yon. For the same reason, I 
do not like to sit alone in a room at night with my back 
towards a half-open door. I know well enough that no 
one is in the other room, afid that no one can come to 
me from thence, and yet, strange to say, I cannot rest 
until I either turn myself round, or shut the door." 

As was to be exped«d, this turn to the conversation on 
Such a night led on to the supernatural. If the pastorin 
attributed phantoms to the workings of a lively imagina- 
tion, the schoolmaster on the contrary declared his belief 
in forebodings and warnings ; and one and the other had 
some f^arfbl mystery to relate, or some plausible expla- 
nation to offer. The steward had once encountered a 
phantom on the skirts of a forest, which there was every 
reason to b^eve was that of his brother, who, when a 
soldier, had been killed and buried on the spot where 
the shade disappeared; and the schoolmaster harrowed 
the fbelings of his auditors by an account of what befel 
a gay young lieutenant, who one night called on his 
image to step forth from a large looking-glass, before 
which he stood in a lonely room. In one of the pauses 
the good Fran started up, pale with alarm, declaring she 
had heard a fUnt cry for help at a distance ; the school- 
master tried to persuade her it was but the over-excite- 
ment of imagination, and the pastor looked again out of 
the window, but saw nothing except the radely shaken 
branches of trees in the dismal 



Presently the two guests departed, resisting all induce- 
ments to pass the night at the parsonage, on account 
of the weather : the wife began to remove the drinking 
vessels from the table, suddenly she uttered an exclama- 
tion of terror, and one of the jugs felling from her 
hand broke into shivers on the floor. 

"What's the matter with you?" asked the pastor» 
turning hastily round to his wife, who stood ashy pale, 
listening with intense attention towards the win- 
dow. Nothing however was to be heard outside but 
the wind, and occasional gusts of rain from the driving 
clouds. 

" It was again that same cry for help," she replied in 
a hollow whisper, " the same tone and — Heinrich — as I 
hope for Heaven's aid in my last need — it sounded ex- 
actly like my frther^s voice." She hid her face in her 
hands, and a shudder ran through her whole frame. 

" Folly," relied her husband petulantly, lifting his 
black cap from off his left ear, *' folly 1 the silly tales 
have excited you, and now you begin to see and hear 
ghosts. We will go to bed, it is sleeping-time ; and to- 
morrow, with the bright daylight all your sad and anxious 
thoughts will pass away." 

But the pastorin's feelings had been too much worked 
upon to be quieted by soothing words. " I feel," she 
said, " the schoolmaster is quite right, there are super- 
natural powera ; it cannot be otherwise. For when we 
know that the smallest drop of water is inhabited by in- 
numerable living creatures, how dare we presume that 
the illimitable ether-space, which surrounds the universe, 
is hollow and empty. No, it is not possible ; round about, 
within and above us something moves and works. Distant 
objects aflfect us but little, perhaps because our nerves are 
not Buflidently delicate to become sensible of them ; I 
can scarcely describe my idea, but it seems to me that 
some are in closer affinity between us — perhaps magnetic 
— than others, and so act upon us as a foreboding con- 
sciousness." 

" I cannot comprehend you at all," replied the pastor 
with a smile. 

"It is now the third night,*' continued his wife, 
"that I feel this same anxious unrest. You know that 
on the first evening, just before bed-time, I received that 
letter from home telling us of my father's illness.*' 

" Only an obstinate cold, as your mother stikted, which 
probably has quite left him by this time." 

'*No, not A cold, Heinrich, it is a worse case than 
that, or why did she send the letter express, and why 
her subsequent silence? The intelligence could have 
been here in nine hours by railway." 

" Come, child," retorted Barrenkamp, " let us go to 
bed, and to .morrow we will talk quietly over the matter. 
See, the wind at Isst has swept the sky dear, and the 
moon shines with friendly light in at the window, when 
the storm abates we shall have fine weather. Come, 
little one, be my brave wife : you surely are not terrified 
at ghost stories ? " 

" No, Heinrich, not at ghost stories," whispered the 
Fran, staring with almost lustreless eyes into the comer 
of the room, now scarcely Uluminated by the diminishing 
lamp-light — " certainly not afraid of tales, I have already 
nearly forgotten what the steward and schoolmaster re- 
lated, but it is in myself; and I feci that now, at this very 
moment, something is taking place among my friends. 
However much I resist, still I cannot get the image of 
my father out of my mind. I see him continually, with 
pale and moumfol face, in his green dressing gown, 
and black cap, pass and repass before me, twirling his 
steel watch diain, which he did only when sick or suffer- 
ing! And so plainly do I hear the gentle clink, that I 
have looked behind me many times to see what could 
be the cause— but it sounds only in my ear — ^yon — ^the 
others have not perceived it." ^ 

"Yon are excited to night, child, that is the sole 
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cause/' answered the pastor soothingly; "come, once 
more, to bed ; it is late, and I am tired : besides the lamp 
will go out, idl the oil seems to be gone." 

As he ceased, a low, plaintive tone was heard, which 
sounded like a distant cry of distress, — whether from the 
court-yard or the house itself was not easy to decide — ^in 
the noise of the yet violent wind. Huddenly too, the 
flame of the lamp expired, and the pastor, who, in con- 
sequence of his wife's alarm, could not himself repress 
an uneasy feeling, was about to fetch a candle that stood 
in the adjoining chamber, when the Frau seised him 
hastily and convulsively by the arm, and with a voice 
half-choked by terror whispered, while pointing to the 
door with out-stretched arm — " See, see there ! ** 

The two were standing in the shadow of the wall in the 
now darkened room, while a single moon-ray fell on the 
opposite staircase door ; but, dimmed by a thin curtain, 
the objects on which it shone were confused and indis- 
tinct. Nevertheless the pastor and his wife saw the 
polished latch lift up, and the usually creaking door open 
slowly without the least noise, and a form glide in, whose 
aspect made the blood in their veins stand still, — ^there 
was the green dressing-gown, the black cap, the tall pale 
figure. The pastorin stood, her eyes almost starting from 
their sockets., her mouth half-open, her arm still out- 
stretched towards the spectre, while her husband no 
longer able to dispute the evidence of his own eyes, 
remained transfixed in bewildered surprise. 

In another moment, the hitherto motionless form 
moved slowly across the dark side of the room, and a 
sound was heard like the clink of steel against steel. 
Barrenkamp felt a tighter grasp on his arm, and possessed 
by a vague terror scarcely knew whether to stand still or 
rush forwards. Then his wife's hold slackened^ and she 
would have fallen but for his ready support. 

When he turned again towards the apparition it had 
dissppeared, and the moon shone calmly into the quiet 
room. 

His wife had fainted; he carried her to the bed in 
the next room, and, hurriedly lighting the candle, 
hastened back to the study, down the stairs, along all 
the passages, examined every lock, found the house-door 
fast, crossed the court-yard, and knocked at the sexton's 
chamber, but in vain, the old man had been long asleep 
and was not to be roused. The stillness was unearthly, 
and yet there seemed to be a flitting and whispering, and 
the sweep of rustling garments went up and down the 
passages and stairs. A shudder seised the usually fear- 
less man, and it was only by an effort that he kept down 
a choking sensation in his breast. 

" It must be the wind," he said, as though to check 
his alarm, at the same time flying rather than walking 
back to his room. Here, however, he recovered himself; 
and, having woke the maid to attend to her mistress, he 
again searched the whole house, and went out to the 
yard gate, but nothing appeared to have been disturbed, 
and the mysterious apparition was still unaccounted 
for. 

As soon as daylight appeared, and his wife had sunk 
into a quiet and refreshing sleep, he shut himself up in 
his study, the whole forenoon, to arrange and seal various 
papers and writings. Shortly after dinner the postman 
brought a letter. Barrenkamp tore it open. Looked at 
the signature — it was from his sister»in-law, and with 
glistening eyes read the hastily-written and scarcely 
legible lines : — 

Dear Brother-in-law. — Providence visited us yester- 
even in a melancholy and terrible manner. Between ton 
and half-past my dear father died, apparently from a 
ruptured blood-vessel. Impart the awKil news to BUsa 
with caution. Ah, his last earnest desire was to see her 
once more before his end. Come over here if possible, 
but Eliza will hardly be able as yet to endure your 
absence. I write in the night, snd send the letter by a 



railway conductor for expeditioDy that you may 
it to day. Ck>mfbrt my poor sister. 

Yours* 



xeoeive 



Two months went by : the cold and bare dreariness of 
winter had given plisoe to the soft breath, and lovely 
green of eariy spring. It was pleasant and eheeHol ib 
the parsonage garden, where under a sweet-blocymlng 
apple>tree sat the pastor and his vrife, the latter but just 
arisen from a long and severe illness. Her strength of 
constitution had at last conquered the burning fever« and 
her feeble look revived at the sight of the active and 
glorious world. But» the melancholy of the convalescent, 
her heavy hour-long dreaming and brooding, the terror 
which seized her if left alone fbr a minute in the eveningSy 
all too plainly showed she had not forgotten the fearful 
hour of terror, but that the painful recollection yei 
remained and preyed upon hw. 

This care and anxiety troubled Barrenkamp's heart* as 
he sat holding his wife*s thin hand, and looking sorrow- 
fully on her pale features, at the same time abstaining 
carefully from any remark which might renew her 
anguish. He had acquainted no one with the events of 
that dreadful night, except his old friend, the school- 
master, who now believed more firmly than ever in warn- 
ings and omens. 

The worthy couple were still sitting in silence when 
the lower garden gate opened, and Mnnzer, the aged 
sexton, came with the schoolmaster along the broad 
central path, and both, on their approach, cordially con- 
gratulated the patient on her first appearance out of 
doors after her convalescence, while the old grave-digger 
delivered a letter to the pastor which required immediate 
attention. The good man perused it hastily, and then 
said, as he rose from his seat and turned towards the 
house : — 

"1 shall hAve the answer ready in a few minutes 
Muazer, and you can take it bac^ with you at once. 
Stay both of you for a little while with my wife, and help 
her to pass the time; she will like to hear the village 
gossip again." 

" How do you do. Sexton ?" said the pastorin, holding 
out her white and shrunken hand — " you look well; thia 
spring weather seems to agree with you. Sit down by 
me — ^and you, schoolmaster, pray take a seat — how does 
your garden come on, your cow, and your little fi^d ? 
We have not seen one another for a long time." 

"Ah, best Frau pastorin," replied the grey-haired 
sexton, taking the offered hand, "not for eight wh<de 
weeks, not since that night when the storm tore up the 
old linden tree in the churchyard by the roots ; and blew 
down Nebbeck's diimney-stack, yonder in the village, 
which came near falling on his youngest child. That 
was an awful night in all respects, and for my part I 
shall never forget it as long as I live. You, Fran 
pastorin, fell ill then, and were obliged to lay by. I 
remember quite well how on the next morning-~but 
good heaven, is anything the matter with you ?" 

" After all, it is rather too cool for you out here^ Fran 
pastorin," interrupted the schoolmaster quickly, vnshing 
to cut as short as possible a conversation of such a 
tendency. " You would be better in-dbors in your mam. 
room. Perhaps I may lead jou. in?" 

" Thank you, thank you, Herr schoolmaster," an- 
swered the invalid; holding her handkerchief for a few 
moments to her eyes. It was the first time, since her 
father's death, that the fatal evening had been mentioned 
in her presence, and she was unwilling that the emotiona 
thereby excited should be noticed. " It was only a pas- 
sing feintness," she said, with a half smile ; " my femier 
strength is not yet come back ; it will soon be over. But 
do not be uneasy, Munzer, you said that night was an 
awful one, did you — did anjihing happen to you that you 
will not be able to foiget it ?' 



li 



I 



>»* 



ELIZA COOK'S JOURNAL. 



405 



" Do not talk of that nigbt, bett Fran pastorin," intrea- 
ted the schoolmaster, " it m long past ; why go back to it ? 
Mnnser cati tell yon a welcome bit of news; his landlord 
has doubled the field which he has so long rented, and 
promised him a snpply of potatoes for seed." 

Bnt the Fran kept her eyes fixed inquiringly on the 
sexton ; something, it was evident, held possession of 
bis thoaght, for although his long-cherished wish had been 
gratified in the fact related by the schoolmaster, he dis- 
regarded it ; something else was in his mind, and re- 
lating to that mysterious night, and the pastorin, in her 
excited condition, seixed on it eagerly. 

"What happened to you, Munxer?" she whispered, 
and took the old man by the arm ; "what was it — ^tell 
me — ^what about that night ?'* 

"Not exactly happened to me, Fran pastorin," re- 
plied the sexton, grinding his heel into the grarel in 
embarrassment ; " nothing happened at all, but— if you 
will know it, and won't laugh at me — I saw an appa- 
rition." 

"Munzerl" cried the schoolmaster, reproachfully, 
and now to his terror the old man became aware, as he 
raised his eyes of the impression his words had made. 

" You saw — ^you saw my ihther 1" exclaimed the Frau, 
with a hoarse, scarcely audible voice, " confess it only — 
confess, Munxer ; that evening you saw my father ?" 

The invalid's excitement was alarming, and the sexton 
would have given anything to have kept the matter to 
himself — but too late. Just then the pastor came back 
from the house, and though shocked at the unfortunate 
blunder, he found it impossible to divert his wifo from 
her purpose. Hear she would, hear firom the sexton's 
own mouth, what he had seen ; she would know for a 
certainty that her Cither had called her, " and then — 
then," she said, putting back the hair from her pale, 
damp forehead — " she would be calmer — better." 

There was no alternative, and at last tlie pastor en- 
joined the sexton to relate what he knew, but as he 
hoped for salvation to state nothing false or exaggerated. 

"Ah, good Herr pastor," replied the old man, " would 
to God I had held my tongue, the more so as I cannot 
say anything positive about the figure." 

"The figure," repeated the pastorin, scarcely con- 
scious, "where was it — what was it like?" 

" I can't say distinctly," stammered the sexton in re- 
ply, while he looked over his shoulder as though the 
thought made him fearful, even in the glad sunlight, 
" however, it will, perhaps, be best to tell you the whole 
in few words. On that evening, then, I had gone to bed 
early, much earlier than usual ; the weather was stormy, 
and my old rheumatism plagued me beyond the common; 
but as soon as I tried to sleep, there began a dismal 
creaking noise, which I soon found came from the shut- 
ters of (he vestry, which had been left unfastened. Now 
it would have been easy for me to go across and ftsten 
them ; if s not £ur, you know, from the back door of my 
little room, and I was afraid the wind might break them 
off their hinges — bnt I had left the keys in master's 
study—" 

Here the schoolmaster looked up, and gazed inqui- 
ringly at tiie speaker. The sexton continued — " I felt 
shy of going up to distnri> him, so laid still till half-past 
ten ; but the noise grew worse, and at last I was pretty 
certain everybody was in bed — ^for I can see plainly on 
the lime-tree in front of my window if there is a light 
still in the study — so I put on my list shoes and my old 
morning-gown, and crept softly up the steps — " 

" What, were you in my room on that evening ?" cried 
the pastor, while his lips parted with astoniahment and 
surprise. 

"It seemed unked upon the stairs," continued the 
sexton, paying no heed to the question, " the stormy wind 
roaring outside sounded in the confined space like whis- 
pering and hissing, and I opened the door hastily, and 



stepped towards the well-known spot, where the Herr 
pastor always puts the keys in the evening, so that I may 
get them early next morning. I had just got them in 
my hand when a faint streak of moonlight fell across the 
room, and — ^it makes my blood freeze even now to think 
of it— and then I heard a slight groan, and turning my 
head suddenly round, I saw a figure all in white, which 
seemed to be stretching out its arm towards me. I was 
struck dumb and stood motionless, but presently, when I 
saw that the apparition really moved, when I heard the 
rustling of the white grave-clothes, I can't at all tell how 
I got out of the room. I only remember flying down the 
stairs, rushing into my chamber, fastening the door, and 
getting into bed, where I covered myself all over with the 
clothes, and prayed fervently to God that he would turn 
away all evil from myself and from this house." 

" And what became of the shutters?" asked the school • 
master, as with a laugh he took the pastor by the hand. 

"The wind soon went down," rejoined the sexton, 
"and so the creaking ceased ; but had it been ever so 
stormy, ten horses would not have dragged me to the 
vestry that night." 

"Sliza I" said the pastor, and passing an arm round 
the waist of his pale and trembling wife, he drew her 
gently towards himself; she hesitated a moment, east her 
eyes downwards with a doubting, shuddering look, and 
then sobbing loudly, hid her face on her husband's 
breast. 

" My good Fran pastorin^" supplicated the old grave- 
digger, in consternation. 

" Hearken, old friend," spoke the schoolmaster, taking 
the sexton's arm within his own, " you have this day 
done the wisest thing ever thought of; bnt come, my 
noble apparition, here is your document, you shall go 
home and dine with me." 

" But Herr schoolmaster I don't comprehend — " 

" Neither is it necessary, my beauty, it is not at all 
necessary ; old bones grow lively at times. Hurra ! sex- 
ton, I am so springy, I think I could dance a minuet, 
and whistle the tune myself." And without giving the 
old man time to address a word to the weeping pastorin, 
the schoolmaster drew him along the path, and both dis- 
appeared through the gate. 

And the Fnu? 

A few weeks have passed since the eventful morning, but 
there is no longer an invalid at the parsonage. The 
pastor's brave wife, although still somewhat pale and 
weak, again conducts her household affairs as promptly 
as ever. The schoolmaster and steward also come in 
in the evenings, as was the custom, and chat for an 
hour or so, — but ghost stories are no longer told, — ^and 
the sexton now takes the vestry keys into his own room 
at night, so that the old man no more needs to mount 
the stairs to fetch them when he gets up in the morning. 



CHEMISTRY FOR THE KITCHEN. 

8AZ.T. 

The old proverb, " Hunger is the best 8auce,|' is, like 
most other dogmatical assertions, only a partial truth; 
of the condiments, or seasoning agents used by man, one 
at least, is not merely a luxury, but an absolute necessary 
of life ; this substance is common salt, an article so essen- 
tial to life, that no animal can exist without it, and which 
although found naturally in small quantities in the food 
and drink of animals, is not obtained in this way by man, 
in sufficient quantity to satisfy the wants of the system. 
He therefore^ like most of the higher animals is endowed 
with an instinctive appetite for it ; and by one of those 
benevolent provisions, which are constantly to be re- 
marked in the natural world, this substance is one of 
the most extenaively distributed, and universiJIy abundant. 
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In the IwrbMoas timef of the middle ages, wlien the 
object of tee pimishment of crimhiAls wms tlM gratifica- 
tion of a fiendish revenge, and not the reformation of the 
offender; it was a practice to pumiah certain oflbnoes by 
oonfining the prisoner to a diet of pore bread made with- 
out salt, and pure water, the effect of sooh a course is 
stated to have produced a lingering death, loathsome and 
horrible in the eitreme. 

Salty considered chemically, is a compound of two 
elementary or simple substances, viz. : chlorine and 
sodium ; both of these elements, when existing in an 
uncombined state, are characterized by the most energetic 
chemical properties; chlorine is a poisonous, irritating 
gas, capable of destroying all vegetable colours, and pos- 
sessing a most poweri^ action on animal substances; 
sodium is a soft metal, lighter than water, and having 
iuch intense affinity fi>r other bodies, that it is capable 
of decomposing water, and is inflammable to a high 
d^ree: these two elements when combined together, 
as they exist in salt, destroy entirely each other's 
properties, and a perfectly neutral compound is the result 
of their union, possessing a series of properties entirely 
disshnilar to those of either of the two elements pro- 
ducing it. 

When dissolved in water, the elements of salt may be 
r^arded as entering into new arrangements with those of 
the water, and upon this circumstance depends entirely 
its use as an absolutely necessary of Ufe. 

Water, as is generally known, ia a compound also of 
two elements, viz. : hydrogen and oxygen. When salt ia 
dissolved in it we may regard the following action as taking 
place ; the chlorine of the salt unites with the hydrogen 
of the water, and forms that acid, called commonly 
muriatic acid, or spirits of salts ; whilst the sodium of 
the salt uniting with the oxygen of the water, forma the 
pure alkali soda j these two substances so produced re- 
main united with one another, and each jwevents the 
manifestation of the other's properties. 

This mutual action of salt and water on each other 
mby, perhaps, be rendered more evident by arranging the 
elements as follows; in which the upper and lower 
braokets include the elements arranged so as to fimn 
salt and water ; whilst the side brackets indose them^ as 
forming muriatic acid and soda. 



Salt 



Hnriatie fCUodiM. 
Acid. I 



Hodium.^ 



Hydrogen. 

^^ y— 

Water, 



Oxygen 



J 



Soda. 



When a solution of salt in water is made, the Nanltfaig 
muriatic add and soda remain as has been stated, perfectly 
united with each other ; but, when taken into the body, 
these substances are, by the living power of the system 
acting in some manner which is not understood, sepa- 
rated ftom each other, the soda is found in the bile and 
in the blood, being in both of these fluids absolutely 
essential to life, whilst the muriatic acid is one of the 
most important ingredients in the gastric juice — ^that 
liquid, the office of which is the digestion of our food. 

Herb-feeding animala, which require an immense 
quantity of bile, obtain salt from their food and drink, in 
both of which it exists naturally ; but so sensible are 
they from instinct of the good effects of this snbstanoe, 
that they show the greatest preference for salt springs^ 
and will lick solid salt if placed (as it should be,) witUn 
their reach, and they thrive much bettsr if they are sup- 
plied with it, either In the form of rock salt to Hck, or 
mixed with their food, than without it. 

After what has been stated as to the action of salt 
in the animal economy, it would be a waste of time to 
Insist on its being used fireely as an article of diet ; with 



children its emplojneot in 

quiaite; m our eoustrf the aboodanft sappliea 

snbslMice» both from the loek salt of 

the aea salt of ovr eoasti^ mader it en 

but, where injwiew mesienoUet of it aie in tike handa of 

the Govemnsentk as in India and Rassii^ the feaiii c taun 

in iU use has an injnrioiis aotien «pon the health of the 

poorer inhabitanta. 

The qnantity of salt manni&etwed annually in Baginrnd 
is estimated at 500,000 tonSy of which th» SDok adfat 
mines and salt springs of Cheabue yield about 40i>»0Oa. 
of this immense quantity neariy lOO^OOO tens 
snmed in thn manofsotnte ef aoda^ aa upliinad 
last article. 

Some of the properties posaasied hf mik hi ita 
states are curious in themselves, and worthy of ' 
tion, — for instanee, it mny be meatbned that the 
tions of rock salt which are t o ler a bly free frem cnrtkj 
impurities, are periSactly irimaparmt to heat, (if >«ch 
expression may be used;) a thin sheet of glassy 
example, placed near a vessel ef hot water vnndd 
allow the heat thrown ont by that vesaal to 
it, but would stop the passage of the wamth* and heoonae 
hot itself. If however, a sheet of roek salt were placed 
in such a position, the heal would paae through it witli 
great readineaa, and it would not become heated ilseIC 
Rock salt being as trantparmU to heat as glass is to 
light. No oth^ substanee poisessfB this 
quality in an eqn^ degree. 

Disaolved in water, salt axhibita another 
peculiarity ; that ia, that whatevei may be the warmth of 
the water we employ, whether it be nearly boiling, or but 
just above freeiing, it will dissolve exactly tin same 
quantity ef salt, lOOlba. of water dtoolving 371bs. of salt 
at all temperatuies; hence it vriU be seen, that if a strong 
brine is required for any purpose, nothing ia gained in 
strength, or saved in time either by wing hot water* or 
by boihog. 

Salt hM an attraetion for watm, and In damp weather 
abeorbs it from the air, and b o eo m es moist } hence, pieces 
of roek salt aie sometimes kept as a kind Qiw9Mtker§imm ; 
the use of salt in pi earn' ring meat, dM., depends in great 
pert on this property,— 4t withdraws horn the flesh a 
large proportion of the fluids^ and with them nnfor- 
tuMtely also a grcat part of the nourishment. 

Tho evil effects of a long continued diet of salted meat, 
is not owing to the pres c p e o of the salt^ but to the 
inferior nourishing power of tiie flesh* In frMit» the 
seurry,.indueed by the want ef fresh meat* ia moat readily 
remedied by the use of salt and lemon jaioa. 

So salutary is salt to the system* thai itmay, when in 
weak solution, be injeeted into the velna in considerable 
quantity, so as to mingle and drenlate with the blood 
itself} tiiie treatment was famserly extensively used in 
Cholera cases, and irith iasmonse* but unfortunately only 
temporary benefits 

In cases of poisoning by any vegetable iubeiafnesa, weh 
as poisonous berries or roots* &e., or by any animal 
poison, as unwholesome fish, &c.; salt fumishee the 
most nadily obtained emetic, and many a life might have 
been saved, if instead of waiting for medical assistance in 
such cases, two tahle^spoonfrils ef salt in a tnmUer of 
water had been immediately adasinistered. and repeated 
every ten minutes if reqnisifc*; a laifa teaspooafol of 
mustard may be added, whioli wiH be found to qaicken 
the action. 

In country plnees particularly, where, in many nsaBO* 
the servioes of a tnrgaon are not to be obtained fl)i* the 
space of some eonsiderabkB time^ it very frequently 
happens that children are poisoned by eating the seeds of 
the laburnum, the berries of the belladonaa, and thn 
yew, the leaves of the foxglove and monkshood, and in 
such cases the lapse of time before medfteal aid can be 
procured, is freqnenUy mffident for the poison to be m> 
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far abiorbed into the ayftMn as to canie death ; whereaa, 
if lemoved from the ttonaoh on the fint diaoovery, hj the 
afniple, anil everywhere to be proeiwed, meaua recom- 
mended, the life may be Mved. 

* When folid talt ii mixed with gnow or pounded ie»> in 
the proportion of one part of tlie former to three of the 
latter, both solids immediatoly begin to melt, and in so 
doing beoome intensely cold} the fall of temperature 
prodooed is in fact more than thirty degrees below that 
at which water freeaes $ adTantage i» token of this ciroum- 
atMioe by eonfectumers, who freeae iee creaots by placing 
them in pewter vessels in such a mixture. 

The liquid produced by the action of snow, or ice and 
aalt on each other» does not freeze itself, even at the degree 
of eold which the admixtore produces ; salt therefore is 
frequently employed to melt away the firmly trodden 
snow from the footpaths in cities— the proceeding is how- 
ever decidedly objectionable» it eau^es an intense degree 
of cold, highly injurious to the feet of the pedestrians, 
the sloppy wet mud produced does not dry up, nor can it 
freeae again so as to harden ; in fact, the union of cold, 
wet and dirt is but poorly haiamyd by the amount of 
labour saved, and may be taken as a pretty sore outward 
sign of the small amount of industry and comfortable 
cUanlinesa to be found within the house. 

W. BlEILNHASi). 



OH, LET ME BE HAPPY TO-DAY. 

Ekouoh for each day is the evil it brings I 

If one dijr. then, be firee from dark sorrow, 
Ob, chsae aoC its joy hj the aad ottered few 

Thftt some trouble may rise on the UKMroWt 
While clear and undimm'd is the blue arch above. 

And the sunlight glows warm, do not say 
That tempests nuy rage ere the nightshades dqiart. 

Bat, oh, let me be happy to-day. 

If the heart hath one hope life's lone way to cheer, 

One dear form it would ding to and dierish. 
While warm with love's light is the shrine, whbper not 

That the idol so wonUppod must perish t 
Cast not o'er my spirit the chill shroud of grief, 

There are cares enough thrown in my way i 
^wake not the Paat-^ the Future apeak not. 

Bat, oh, let me be happy to-day. 



ALOISS 8SNEFSLPE&. 

At Munich, in the year 1795, a new comedy was acted, 
one night, at the principal theatre. The part of one of 
the characters, whose duty it was to keep t^ audience in 
a perpetual roar of laughter, was sustained by a young 
man, whoste mournful aspect, and spiritless gestures, 
were strangely at variance with the drolleries he uttered. 
He seemed to be about seventeen years old, his figure was 
tall and slender, his countenaoos pale, and bis large blue 
eyes wore an ezpresaioa of profound melancholy. The 
piece was unmercifully hissed; and, as soon as it was 
over, while the young actor wa^ changing lua dress, one 
of the attendants appeared. 

*'Mr. Aloiae Benefelderl" said he, "The manager 
wishes to speak to you immediately." 

" Tell him, I am coming," replied the young man ; 
and, hastily finishing his toilette, he repaired to the 
manager's room. 

" Mr. Senefelder," said the man in authority, "do you 
know that I am the author of the phiy acted to-nigbt ? " 

" Yes, Sir," said Aloise, timidly. 

" Do you know the piece is condemned ? " 

" Sir," said Aloise, " I did my beat,--" 

" To make it fail, and you have succeeded," said the 
in c e n s e d author. " From this moment you are no longer 



one of my company. Here is what I owe you — take it^ 
Sir, and withdraw." 

Astonished at these w(Mnds, Aloise stood like a statue : 
he seemed without power, either to take the money or to 
move. At length the box-keeper, wlu) was present, took 
the few cgins and placed theui in Iua hoiiJ ; and the qold 
contact of the silver recalling hiui to recoUcctioo, he 
clasped his fingers convulsively together, and faUiug on 
his knees, burst into teai's. 

" Ah I don't send me away, don't send mo away ! " he 
cried. 

" I want an actor, not a mourner," said the manager- 
author, in whose ears the hisses were yet ringing. " In 
place of huighiog you weep." 

" Sir, my father died two days ago, and he is not yet 
buried, for want of a coffin to contain his dear remains. 
My noother and my five little brothers and sisters have 
only me to depend on — try me then, Mr. Sparmann, try 
me once more, I beseech you." 

" Sorry I can't grant your request," said the manager, 
taking up his hat, and moving towards the door. Aa he 
passed Aloise, on whose pale face the burning tears 
seemed fro2en by despair, the feelings of the fnon partly 
eonquerod those oi the author, 

" Double the salary, and pay fi^r the father's fnnend, 
Mr. Frits," he said to the box-keeper, and went out. 

Frita took a few crowns from a drawer, placed them in 
the hand of Aloise, helped him to rise ; and then, giving 
him hie arm, assisted him out of the theatre. 

Kindly supporting the poor boy's tottering steps, the 
box-keeper led him to an undertoker's shop, and gave 
orders for a humble colfin : then seeing him able to^walk 
alone to his mother's lodgiug, Fritx took leave of him 
and returned to the theatre. 

The widow Senefelder inhabited a miserable apartment 
in an obscure part of the city. Want and misery were 
stamped on the innocent faces of the five little ones who 
surrounded her, and who, with one accord, rushed towards 
Aloise as he entered. 

The eldest, a pretty girl of ten years old, drew them 
back, and putting her lips close to her brother's ear 
whispered — 

" Have you brought any supper, Aloise ? " 

" Here," said he, giving her the silver he had re- 
ceived. 

"So much as that!" said the sister, "theymiaet be 
very much pleased to give you so many crowns." 

" So much pleased, Marianne, that they have disyniaied 
me. 

" Then yon an no longer an actor," said one of the 
little boys, " So ouicfa the better: it is an ungodly pro- 
£sssion, our curate says." 

" Yes," Bctjoined another child, " but how ahali we get 
money to buy bread, if Aloiae d(MS nothing ? " 

" Hush, luish," said Marianne, " don't let ijsig dear 
mamma hear this bad news to-night. We will pray to 
God, who has taken papa to Himself, and perhaps He 
will send us some consolation." 

Aloise was silent. He watehed all night by his father^s 
corpse, and the next morning followed it to the grave. 
Instead of returning home, he wandered idly through the 
streets, pursued by the still recurring question : " What 
can I do ? " Night approached. He thought of iwtuming 
to his mother, recollecting how uneasy his absence would 
make her; but when he looked around, he knew not 
where he was. In absence of mind, he had wandoed fiur 
into the country, and the rushing of a river struck his 
ear. He approached* its bank, and overcome by fiatigiie 
and hunger he sank down on the soft grass. For some 
time he watehed the flowing water, till a dreadful idea 
entered his poor harassed brain. 

" Beneath that quiet wave," he thought, "all my woea 
would soon be ended. I am no longer good for any- 
thing i I am only a burden to my mother, giving htf 
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Miother moatli to feed. I will therefore die, and all will 
be over ! " 

Aloise had been educated in sentiments of christian 
piety ; and now^ like a ray of light from heaven, the 
thoug^ht stmck him that he was meditating a fearliil 
crime. He shuddered, and kneeling down, prayed 
fervently to God for pardon. 

While on his knees, his ideas became gradoally oon- 
fhsed, the water ceased to flow, and the stars to shine. 
Aloise slept. 

When he opened his eyes, it was daylight; the scene 
around was gilded by the rising son : be heard the plea- 
sant singing of the birds, and his heart expanded with 
joy. He was still among the living, he had not acoom- 
ptished his wicked resolution, and fslling again on his 
knees, he thanked God for his mercy. Notwithstanding 
his bodily weakness, he felt refreshed, and sat down for a 
few moments on the grass, to collect his thoughts, ere he 
set out on his return to the city. 

While thus resting, his eyes fell on a smooth white 
cfaalk*stone, on which was traced the delicate semblance 
of a sprig of moss, with all its minute flowers and tender 
fibres. He remembered that the evening before, his 
tears had fallen on this stone, and moistened the sprig of 
moss, whidi had probably &Uen on it from the beak of 
some wandering bird. Now, the moss was no longer 
there, the wind had borne it away, bat its impress 
remained to exquisitely traced on the smooth white 
snrfaoe of the stone, that the young German oould not 
help being struck with the phenomenon. 

'This means something," thought he. " I may have 
been led in mercy to this spot. I am a bad actor, a bad 
singer, but who knows ? I may be reserved for some- 
thing better." 

Taking the stone in his hand, Aloise rose up, and 
turned Ids steps homeward. 

At the gate of the city, he met his little brother, whom 
his mother had sent to seek him. The child told him 
that an old undo of their mother had come to see her the 
morning of the burial, and had given her a sum of money, 
to rdieve her wants. 

"My God. I thank thee," said young Benefelder, 
mentally. He did not then know that the stone, which 
he held in his hand, would cause him in after days still 
greater emotions of thankfolness. At first he employed 
his discovery only in ornamenting the covers of caskets, 
snuff-boxes, &c.; but^ one day it occurred to him to take 
off on wet p^>er the picture drawn on stone. The ex- 
periment succeeded, and lithography was discovered. 

la time, Aloise brought the art to perfiaction, he 
studied chemistry for the purpose; and rich and happy 
with his prosperous family aronnd him, he felt that he 
oould never be sufficiently thankful for having outlived 
his design of self-destruction. 

*' Why should we ever despair ? " he would say. God 
can tun our pain into pleasure, and our bitterness into 



THE POETRY OP FLOWERS. 

" A thing of besuty ii a joy for ever t 
It« lovelineM inereaaes { it will nerer 
Pms into nothingneM ; bat atiU will keep 
A bower quiet for ua, and a tleep 
Pull of sweet dreanu, and healtn, and quiet breathing." 

HxAYBN rest thy soul, John Keats 1 I shed tears for thee 
whenever I read the monody of thy loving brother, 
Shelley; and think how thou liest peacefully in thy 
sequestered and flowery nook, in the lovely cemetery of 
the Protestants, within the circuit of ancient Rome. 
There art thou resting in a sweet place, and the violets 
and daisies bloom and keep their vigils above thee all 
the winter; knowing how gentle a heart lies sleeping 
down below. Nature has a care for thee, for thou didst 



love her truly, and she will bind, thy gimvo with 
and deck it with flowers ; for in thy dying moments than 
didst already feel the daisies growing over tiiee. Happy 
art thou, for no cynical critic can now sow tbe seeds ai 
bitterness in thy heart, and blight the lovely flowers o€ 
thy soul with a cold and poisonous brea^ 

The feverish joys of this world ara indeed hollow and 
evanescent, like the gilded dreams which haunt the poor 
maniac, and make him feel himself a king. Life is » 
poisoned chalice, from which we drink an m*^^r**r^ 
potion, and in the intoxicating madness of its wcnrkingv 
we crown ourselves with thorny garlands which lacerate 
our brows, and then struggling and staggering we sink 
down to die. And what is all this vanity-fed ambition ? 
a dreamy vision, a castle built upon the sands, where 
the waves of time sap its loose foundations, and it fidls^ 
to bury all its inmates in its ruins i-^ 

** Tet ipite of all thb eager ttrife. 
The ceaaelen play, the geaoine Ufe, 

That eerrea the ■teadnat boon t 
It in the naas beneath that grows 
Unheeded, and the mute repoee 

Of sweetly breathing flowers." 

The earth is indeed fitted to become aparadisf* ; we are 

ever invited to become joyful partakers of happiness by 

those almoners of divine bounty — ^the flowers. Those 

emblems of all virtue, purity, and holiness ; those Uving 

preachers of hope, and faith, and charity, who breathe 

into our souls their voices of invisible perfume^ and shed a 

light which speaks of God over that atony wildemeas, 

the human heart. 

** By the breath of flowers 
Thou eallest us from city throngs and carce 
Back to the woods, the birds, the mountain streama. 
That sing of Thee I back to free childhood's heart 
Fresh with the dews of tenderness I Thoa bidd'sk 
The lilies of the fleld with placid smile 
Beprove man's feverish stnTings, and infuse 
Through his worn soul a more unworldly life 
With their soft, holy breath."— Mas. Hbxams. 

All poetry is to teach and to elevate man above the 
petty strife of the world, and to feed his soul with ever- 
lasting beauty; for 

" Flowers are holv things ; the poet, ever 

Proud to his kind, hath bent his knee to them: 

And often when his haod hath dared to sever 
One of those heavenly ohildxen from its stem. 

His soul bath wept, to think that it could never 
Back to the casket give life's stolen gem ; 

Weeping that love which prompted him to seise 

As o*er dead Hylas wept the Naiadca."— OnASAM. 

Hear a loving brother, who has just finished his pil- 
grimage on earth, and has taken up his abode in a 
brighter and better world, thus sing the praises of the 
flowers, — 



If 



Ye matin worshippers I who bending lowly 

Before the uprisen sun, God's lidless eye, 

Tlirow from your chalicea a sweet and holy 

iDceoae on high. 

Te briKht Mosaics I that with storied beauty 

11m floor of Nature's temple tesselato, 
What numeroaa amUema ol inatmctiTe dntj 

Tour IbnnB create. 

'Neath doistered boughs, each floral bough that ewlngeth. 

And tolls its perfume on the passing air, 
Makes Sabbath in the fields, and even ringeth 

A call to prayer. 

To that cathedral, boundless as our wonder, 

Whojoe quenchless lamps the sun and moon supply ; 
Its choir, the winds and waves { its organ, thunder j 

Its dome the sky. 

There, as in shade and solitude I wander 

Through the green idsles, or stretehed upon the sod. 
Awed by the silence, reverently ponder 

The ways of God. 

Posthumous glories I angel-like collection t 

Upraised from seed or bulb, interred in earth, 
Te are to me a type of resurrection 

And second bkth. 
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Were T, O <3od ! in ehurcbleu landa reimdning', 

Far from all voice of teachers and diviaes> 
My aoul would find, in ftowen of thj ordaining, 

Priests, sermons, shrines ! " 
lIoRACB Smith. 

" Sweet is communion with God 

In brighter or in darker honrs. 
Beneath the smile, beneath the rod, 

In joy's bright beams or sorrow's showers ; 
If prosperous days shine fair. He gave 

The sun and flowers, and bid them bloom : 
If toaaed apon the stormy wave, 

He darts a ray amid the gloom. 
With Him we rest, though far from home, 

He lives our friend, though others die, 
Aod (happy thought () we cannot room 

From uuardian Infinity ! " 

Oh I ye Bweefe dwellers in graen lanes and shady 
woods ; how did ye in times of old speak to the ragged 
hearts of barbarous men, and bid them discern in all 
the wonder-work of nature, the presiding hand of a 
protecting Father ; who has graciously provided for the 
wants of all his children, and has endowed them with 
noble souls to receive the inspirations of his poetry and 
love. What is life ? 

" 'TU to have 
Attentive and believing faculties ; 
To go abroad rejoicing in the jo^ 
Of beautifttl and well-created things } 
To love the voice of waters, and the sheen 
Of silver fountains leaping to the sea ; 
To thrill with the rich melody of birds 
Living their life of music ; to be glad 
In the gay sunshine, reverent in the storm ; 
To see a beauty in the stirring leaf. 
And find calm thoughts beneath the whispering tree : 
To sec, and hear, and breathe the evidence 
Of God's deep wisdom in the natural world." 

N, P. WlLI.19. 

It was the simple flower which grew between the 
paving stones at Fenestrella which brought back Cbar- 
ney to his God« He, who had outlived all the enjoyments 
of fashionable life, and had found the world a barren 
wilderness, producing only hollowness of heart ; and with 
nought to love or cherish, could find a new world of 
hopes in the little prison flower. Shut within his lonely 
cell, the demon of his own thoughts possessed him, and his 
haughty heart became desolate and dead, till the little 
plant came like a messenger from God, to bring medicine 
for his wounded and broken spirit. He who had plunged 
into the dark depths of atheism now came to recognise 
a God in that "picciola," that "poor little thing.' 
Taught by that humble plant — the first object he had 
ever loved — ^he came to know that wise and beneficent 
laws rule the universe, and that throughout all the dread 
immensity of creation harmony prevails. He came to 
know that poetry pervades all around; that it is the 
highest office of nature to feed the soul with beauty, and 
to give it the key to all her symbols, raising the brow of 
man to heaven, to seek there, his Creator. " Men exist 
near to each other, but without a connecting link. For the 
body, this world is a crowded arena, where one is 
battled with, and bruised on all sides ; but for the heart 
it is a desert." Chamey found this connecting link in his 
beloved picciola ; and she told him, also, that the world 
might be something better than a desert, for sympathies 
and ties are not of the head, but of the heart and the soul. 

Truly, we need sometimes to be assured that we ore; 
that life i* a reality— a fact. The present age has a 
gross tendency to materialities. The spiritual architec- 
ture lies in the substratum of human affairs. Its beau- 
tiful colunvis and elegant carvings are overwhelmed by 
the bricks and rubbish of decaying worldly temples. The 
affairs of the pot and kettle have trodden upon the heels 
of the outgoing life, and the crushed spirit wuls its me- 
lancholy fate. We must have the earthy dross, in pre- 
ference to the shining gold ; we snatch that which lies 
up in the cupel, dull, heavy, and gross as it is, instead of 
seeking the pure and brilliant metal which lies below. 
What we seek is the ^gis surmounted with Medusa's 



head, and which tamed into stones the eyes of all who 
beheld it. The flower is simply a flower for what it will 
produce when crashed and compounded as a nostram ; it 
has no soul-value. This bugbear of Utilitarianism is 
ever hugging us in its oM and deadly embrace. This is 
why self-taught men have to go edging through the 
world under the ban of suspicion. If the soul has been 
bitten by the Tarantula, it mast be cured by music. 

We must learn to Imow that nature is in unison with 
herself; that there is a bond of relation between the 
slow-moving blood and daily life of the creeping worm, 
and the far-off star, that dashes onward in its swift 
career, while bathed in the light of the everlasting God. 
This soul of ours goes flitting about and seeking for its 
own world of beauty, from which it has been exiled, and 
endeavours to see itself reflected in the deep waters of 
eteraity. Why have we this innate love of beauty, this 
yearaing for green fields and flowers ^ but that it is the 
soul's privilege to drink the inspiring draughts which gush 
unceasingly from the meek bosom of naturo. This is 
the poetry which Qod has written in the fields, and which 
lives in the moss and the flowers. This is the poetry 
which buras in every page of the Creation, and which 
flows from every fountain of the untrodden universe. 
This is the poetry which should grow in man's soul, and 
raise him up to the high throne of the Almighty, thera 
to dwell in glory and joy unceasingly and for ever. 

Nature seizes upon times and occasions to impress 
upon us the great faets of our being, fihe resorts to 
wiles and tricks in order to make us open our hearts and 
receive her teachings. She seizes upon particular mo- 
ments to utter her great tratbs, in order that they may 
be plainly heard, and thereby sink deep into the univeml 
heart of humanity. A Charaey is blinded by his own 
dreamy infatuations, and the little flower oomes to make 
a revolution in his heart and soul. Flowers of forget- 
me*n6t spring up in unbounded luxuriance on the blood- 
soddened field of Waterloo. Columbus is in danger, 
when just about to realize one of the greatest eras in the 
history of the worid, when an eclipse oocun to redeem 
him. These occasions are seen also in the births of poets 
and philosophers. They come in obedience to a law. 
Ages may elapse between theur production. The levia* 
than spirit may slumber for a time, until it breaks forth 
in the genius of a Shakspere to light up all the world. 
Then she endues men with thoughts too grand and 
mighty to be imprisoned in words, and their poetry and 
inspiration is made manifest in action. In all her beauty 
nature utters oracles. In all her outward appearances 
she breathes inspiration and poetry, which are indeed 
the life of the soul. When the western sun glides over 
the tops of the dark mountain pines, and his fading hues 
blend with the mists of night ; when the shadows 
lengthen on the ground, and the winding forest path 
seems like some vast cathedral aisle, stretching away in 
airy shadowness ; and night hangs her jewelled tapestry 
above the earth ; man's heart silently expands, and his 
soul breathes the fragrance which emanates from the 
beauty of flowers. Those burning and rolling orbs, which 
flash upon us from the deeps of heaven, are a part of us, 
and speak to us, and through us. Our worship should 
be in groves and in gardens, or green fields, where the 
poetry of love may be heard in the gentle winds and 
rustling leaves : for " nature never yet betrayed the heart 
that loved her," and never refused the joyous offering 
sacrificed upon her altar of flowers. 

What a ghastly spectre, what a shadow of life, 
what a living death, would be existence upon this 
throbbing earth, without the poetry of nature ! For 
want of this soul-food, the human heart becomes 
withered and hollow Uke the aged forest-trees, which have 
been storm-stricken for centuries. Without poetry 
the voice and inspiration of nature becomes dead in the 
heart, and all the rivers of God's love, which should 
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flow through the soul, are dried up. We muet shsttor 
and eiplode the rocky foundaiious of aocietx, ia order to 
discover the veins of pure metal which lie lurking 
beneath. It should be for man to feel that he is fitted 
for a nobler and snblimer life ; that he is gifted with 
power to grasp all the Universe within his arms ; that it 
is his prerogative to go onward, and upward, in the 
divinity and light of his own transcendent beauty } like 
the fair star that glides from out the bosom of the east, 
and then goes climbing up the steeps of heaven. This 
IS the resurrection to which mankind will one day awake, 
to know that the whole thought and purpose of the 
Universe bums in the common heart of man i for life 
should be a song of triumph, echoed through the arches 
of the sky, and borne npwtfd to the everlasting throne 
of God. 

Our lives should flow like sweet and holy music, deep 
and harmonious, yet loud and grand, as the anthems 
chanted by the stars when going in procession through 
the aisles of heaven. Even now, the echoes of that far^ 
off musio swell within the soul, and all the glory of those 
rejoicing spheres becomes the inheritance of man. And 
angels ever hover around us, and join themselves in 
troops, to make glorious melodies and songs of joy, when 
the soul becomes a redpieni of God's bountiftil sun- 
light. 

Above the stormy donds that bedim the great world 
of humanity, the poet sits alone, enthroned in beauty 
and majesty ; as when some great and solitary star stands 
out upon the axnre vault of the sky, to shout forth the 
notes of nature's jubilee. It Is his high office to teach 
us that we are men, and that we have souk that require 
feeding; that we should seek not merely to fill our 
panniers and mule bags ; and to have washing and iron* 
ing; but that we should have noble thoughts and hea- 
venly aspirations ; that we should seek not merely bread 
for the body, food for to-day or to-morrow, but for the 
soul and for eternity ; and that we should go in a joyful 
fellowship to get Life, Wisdom, and liove; that we 
must be warmed by new fire from the Empyrean, and 
fed on grapes from Mount Olympus. 

Who has not felt these influences when contemplating 
the beauty of flowers ? who has not then felt a yearning 
to penetrate the deep abyss of God, and to realiae man's 
highest destiny — to reach thai shining temple a£tf, — 
that vast untrodden home^ beyond this vale of tears, 
whereof this soul-seeking of nature is but the presage 
and the shadow. This is the poetry of flowers. These 
are the sentiments which they express. Let men go into 
the woods and flelds, and listen to the homilies which 
arise from tlie enamelled ground. L»t them see the 
flower flourishing in its own beauty, and developing its 
own beatified existence; struggling and battling with 
the fierce winds of March ; smiling joyously in the sun- 
shine of summer ; bringing forth the seed in the fruited 
autumn; and sinking into the grave amid the winter 
snows, to arise again to new life with the first sun- 
shine of spring. How, too, do those heroes of the 
forest, the aged trees, whisper to us in mute beseechings, 
and offer to us the accumulated wisdom of long-buried 
years. Oh i ye venerable trees, ye poets and patriarchs 
of a thousand years, how do ye sympathize with us ! 
I think that when the angry winds rush through your 
naked branches in the dreary winter-time, ye wail and 
moan, and stoop down to whisper what ye cannot 
■peak. Oh I 

" What ii life, without a heart to feel 
The great and lovelv, and the poetry 
And McredneH of things 7 For all thinga an 
Saered^and the eye of Ood ia on them abi. 
And baUowa all with it." 

Yes, the liearts of all good men are imbued with the 
highest poetry, and there is a whispering of God's love 
in everything around; in the soft light of the stars. 



in the rosy hues of morning, in the sad moonligfaf^ 
There are sweet and hallowed influences in every hud, 
and leaf, and flower, which steal upon the heart, and 
make it serenely calm, holy, and pure, like the still air 
upon the Alpine snows. And when these sublime rap- 
tures come softly over the heart, we seem to breathe the 
very breath of Grod ; a new spirit awakea within q»— 
the spirit of beauty, the spirit of the flowers, conjuring 
life and gladuees from the dust of dead worlds, aad 
making the green earth a garden of love, whence odous 
rise like the warm breeaes of the south, which coma 
laden with spices and the framnce of myrtle bowers. 

Let us then worship God before the altar of ever- 
blooming flowers, which nature with her unseen fingcra, 
has placed upon the bosom of the exulting earth ; and 
while invisibla fingers sweep the heartstrings, malrittj 
new music in its secret chambers, our souls wiU be made 
joyful partakers of all the riches of Creation. Th«« 
are times, when new and unknown sounds vibrate within 
the temple of the soul, and the inward life has a tone 
aad prescience of its destiny, and bows before the 
uplifted finger of God. For, as the shell unoeasingly 
sings the music of its far-off ocean home, so the eool 
holds communion with an unseen world, and becomes 
subdued by the sounds of holy rapture which swell 
within its sacred deeps. Then a new worid of 
beauty bursts upon that manacled existence!, aod the 
soul leaps and pants within its narrow prison ban, and 
yearns to stretch its broad wings and take its flight eway 
into the eternal deeps, to regain its own world of joy; 
there to expand and grow in strength aad greatness, 
and to become as vast and mighty as tiie wnlip^y*:^ 
and untrodden universe of God. 

Stretched above us is a great dome sparkling with 
stars ; at our feet a carpeting of flowers. The flow^v 
are the stars of earth; the stars are the flowers of 
heaven ; and as the bow of day arches In majesty the 
blue vaulted skies, so these silent preachers arch us over, 
and protect us with their holy benedictions. 

I know of scarcely any incident more affecting; or 
which speaks more directly to the heart, than the grief 
of the Highland emigrants, when they found that their 
much loved heather would not grow in the soil of Canada. 
Ann Pratt has beautifully expressed the sorrowful fedings 
of these hardy sons of Scotland, in a touching poem on 
the subject. 

" He wept, that hardy raountauieer, 

Whc» faded thua hia loved heath flowar. 
Yet, *mid the ills of life, no tear 

Had wet his cheek until that hour. 
You might have deemed the mountain tree 

Hod aoooer shrunk before the blaac, 
Or that hia native rock should be 

Rent by the winds which hurried past, 
Bather than he a tear should shed 

Becauaa a wild flower drooped iu bead." 

Bob Eoy says, in his reply to Mr. Osbaldiston^ *' The 
heather that I have trodden upon when living must bloom 
over me when 1 am dead ; for my heart would sink, and 
my arm would wither like fern in the forest, were I to 
lose sight of my native hills, nor has the world a aceae 
that would console me for the loss of the rocks ^**A 
cairns, wild as they are, which I see around me." 

" Flower of the wild t whoae purple glow 

Adorns the dusky mountain'a aide. 
Not the m huea of Iria' bow, 

Nor garcfen's artful, varied pride 
With sll its wealth of sweets could cheer. 
Like thee, the hardy mountaineer. 

Flower of hia heart ! thy fragranee mild. 
Of peace and freedom aeems to breaths | 

To pluck thy blossoms in the vrild. 
And deck his bonnet with the wreaths 

Where dwelt of old his nude airea, 

la all his simple wish requires." 

Mas. OaAvr* 
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I've Men va old mm'* •ttak«n «y« in ecttaey grow wet 
At meation of the heather-bell, or framnt violet : 
The brief recital 1 convey, because ao fuU of truth, 
Of what is felt in froetj age, and taught in melting yontlu 

Tbia ib thfi poetry which we feel and know, but which 
we oaonot adequately express. There are times, when 
we are unyoked from the harness and trappings of the 
world, that we can look on nature face to face, and feel 
this power in all its force and beauty. la such a time, 
life seems to lose somewhat of its stern reality, it is no 
longer a painful struggle, but a most enchanting dream'. 

The soil is egressive : the aspects of nature are ever 
new : there is inspiration in the spontaneous thoughts 
which flash upon us in the fields and woods. 1 have 
many times gased in rapture upon the throes of nature 
in the birth of a new day ; when the soft light of the 
morning came trembling over the hill-tops, and the land- 
scape was bathed in rosy light; when the gentle winds went 
■inging by, making melancholy dirges in the trees, and 
the ever-changing clouds were suffused in crimson dyes. 
What a glorious life have those clouds, rolling majes- 
tically, and assuming innumerable shapes up there in the 
blue depths of the sky, while bathed in the blessed 
sunlight. ^Aye, glorious indeed, and yet they are but 
clouds I » 

If God so clothe the clouds in beauty, and infuse life 
and poetry into all nature, shall not man's soul rejoice 
for idl the untold greatness which is its inheritance and 
birthright ? For to the uttermost verge of the celestial 
vault, and in the bosom of the earth-girdling ocean, and 
in every flower of the field, the deep thoughts of the 
Eternal One are hidden, and it is man's task to seek them 
out. Let him stand out like a god upon the brink of 
eternity, and shout forth to the glittering worlds which 
bum around him, till his voice is reverberated through 
all the arches of heaven, lik^ the deep thunder crashing 
in the hyaline. 

We will go on our way rejoicing that God has planted 
those teachers of love upon the earth ; that he has sown 
the fields with the riches of His unapproachable beauty ; 
that His voice is hctard in every breeze that bears to us 
fresh life upon its wings, and is seen in everj sunbeam 
that sheds a hallowed light upon our path, and brings 
new joy in its etherial beam; and in every flower that 
lives on in its own meekness and simplicity, and which 
scatters its own perfumes in the wild; offering inex- 
haustible poetry for the solace of man's heart. 

Yes, flowers twine around us in their love, and melt 
the stony heart, until it gushes forth in tears ; as the rock 
In the wilderness was smitten by the patriarch of eld, that 
the waters of life might flow bountifully frtim it. Flowers 
which, though meek and lowly, are yet mighty to subdue 
all stormy passions, and to soften the heart into the 
calmness and tranquillity of sleep. Flowers, whose voices 
are like soft echoes swelUng over sunny fields, and making 
joyful music in the fr'agrant wild, as the songs of angels 
floatmg over peaceful waters at eventide. Flowers, wMch 
bloom alike in the desert, on the snow-clad mountain, on 
the slippery glacier, or the wide moorland ; ever gifted 
with divine faculties and perceptions to accomplish the 
true errand of mercy, and rejoicing to be the messengers 
of God's bounty and goodness. Silent participators in 
our joys and sorrows, our smiles and tears ; yet always 
breeching beauty and hope, and making earth a paradise 
of loveliness and joy. In liie flowers and streams, in the 
skies and the earth, all, all is poetry. 



Every mind has something which it turns to, as espe- 
cially its own, and each thing connected with it is looked 
on with a peculiar fondness. It has its society of thoughts 
and feelings, which are as old friends to it ; and though it 
may find entertainment abroad^ these are of its household 



STANZAS. 

" £vnv ebip ii a romantie olgect cxeept that we sail in. Embarkt 
and the romance quits our vessel and nangs on every other sidl h| 
the horizon." — EuaasoN. 

Biound about and round about 

Heaven ever lies, 
Blooming in the verdant grass, 

Shining in the skies. 

In the vistas of the wood 

Where the sunlight gleanu, 
In the water-lilied creek 

Of the urarmuring streams. 

In the deep and winding lane 

Arched with hasel boughs, 
In the blustering March wind 

FUIed with the rook's carouse. 

In the whispers ^f the breece 

Blowing from the hills, 
In the blackoird's welcome son^— 

The first song that he trills. 

By the ever-echoing shore, 

By the talk sea sit. 
Watch the distant, shadowy sail 

O'er the billow flit. 

On that bright and boundless main 

Heaven surely lies, 
Mount the bark and sul awajr 

To where it meets the skies. 

Tom— behold that peaceful shore, 

The ruin on the hill, 
The upland fann, the pointing spire, 

Grey diff, and busy mUl. 

Shorewards stretch yoor longing anna | 

Sighing swells your heart ; 
" Ah, wherefore from that lovely ihorsb 

Ah, wherefore did I part I " 

Round about and round about 

Heaven ever lies, 
But the best heaven is within 

The bosom of the wise. 

Tet, 'tie not strange this longing. 

So constant and so fond. 
To grasp at all the beautiful 

Which lies around, beyond. 

The soul Is of the Infinite, 

Though held in earth's embnea. 
And well it knows that e t eiy w he re 

Shall be its dweUing-irface. 

'Tis ever struggling to free 

From earth its heavenly essence, 
With Here and There unsatisfied 

It longs for Omnipresence. 



THE INDIA aHAWL. 

"Well, wonders will never cease ! Who'd have thought 
of Milly Wentworth getting a husband at last !" ex- 
claimed Mrs. Seymour, throwing down upon her dressing- 
table a couple of beautifully decorated cards, tied together 
with a silver cord, hy a well-known peculiar knot. 
" She's four or five years older than I am, and even 
when she was young she was considered remarkably 
plain." Here the lady glanced at the mirror before her, 
and arranged some of her auburn ringlets, which had 
become displaced. "And to a rich man too — " she 
pursued, taking up an open letter. " She owns he's a 
Utile advanced in Ufe, so I dare say he's some silly dotard 
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of foar-score. But this wedding visit is the most vexing 
thing of all/' she added, knitting her fair hrow into a 
frown. " I wouldn't go otherwise than elegantly dressed 
for the world. I'm sure she has invited me only to show 
me her grand house and furniture, and I wouldn't let her 
know that I couldn't afford to make as g^d an appear- 
ance on any account. Seymour is in one of his cross 
and stingy humours just now, and I'm afraid ifs no use 
asking him for money. Well this is trying, end — let 
me see," she again looked at the letter, "she says she 
will he at home to me on tho 28th — that will he next 
Tuesday." 

All this, gentle reader, was soliloqmxed aloud hy a 
hlooming matron of about thirty, or it might be a little 
more, whilst she was engaged in attiring herself for 
payine morning calls. 

"This velvet cloak is really quite threadbare," she 
continued, closely examining the article as she spoke, 
"and my satin one is no better. Then my shawls are 
more shabby still. I really must have something new — 
my honnet and violet satin dress would do tolerably well, 
if I had but a suitable cloak or shawl. Well, I'll try 
what I can do with Seymour," and having come to this 
determination, the lady put on what she termed her 
threadbare cloak, and sallied forth. 

Caroline Medwin — ^now Mrs. Seymour< — had the mis- 
fortune to be an only child, and a beauty — the misfor- 
tune we say, because she was in consequence petted and 
spoiled. She was, moreover, brought up with the notion, 
that happiness consists in being able to sustain a certain 
station in society, and that it was at least excusable to 
aim at attaining that station at any sacrifice. As she 
had no pretensions to rank, it had been her desire to 
marry a professional gentleman, hut Mr. Seymour's offer 
being deemed highly advantageous in many respects, 
both by herself and her parents, she had been induced to 
accept of it. 

Mr. William Seymour had, at that time, recer.tly become 
a partner in an old established and flourishing line of 
commerce. He was possessed of those upright princi- 
ples, and had contracted those sober habits which make 
a man respected in all classes of society, and in none more 
so than in that middle rank which in reality forms the 
bulwark of our country. Added to this, he was naturally 
of a domestic turn, and an easy temper, but as these 
were not the qualities his fair bride thought most desira- 
ble, the consequence was, as might reasonably be ex- 
pected, they were not happy. 

Nearly ten years had passed, and she was now the 
mother of three children. She was still, however, in the 
prime of her beauty, and her passion for show and admi- 
ration was not a wbit lessened. Thup much in explana- 
tion — ^we will now proceed with our story. 

As Mrs. Seymour was pursuing her round of unmean- 
ing visits — stopping five minutes with Mrs. Such-a-one, 
to say that it was very unseasonable weather, and how 
many persons were ill with a prevailing epidemic ; and ten 
minutes with Miss So-and-So, hearing an account of 
what was most worn in west-end circles ; and a quarter, 
or perhaps half-an-hour in listening to a tale of scandal, 
half whispered and half implied by shrugs from the lips 
of a faded belle. As she thus hurried from the mansion 
of one hollow acquaintance to another, casting ever and 
anon a longing eye upon the elegant mantles and shawls 
which were temptingly displayed in the shop-windows 
she passed ; a thought, as she deemed a lucky thought, 
came suddenly into her head ; this %as, she remembered 
that her friend Mrs. Green had once told her, in con- 
fidence, that she had hired a beautiful India shawl, to 
appear in one evening at the Opera. To he sure the 
terms were exorbitant, eight or ten guineas, she thought 
she told her, but then the value of the shawl was four or 
five hundred pounds, and it would be worth something 
to be seen in such an elegant and expensive thing, by 



a woman she wanted to humble and vex. Of 
Mrs. Jarman would conclude it was her own, she kni 
nothing of London life, and London expedients, far 
was just raw from the country. 

But where were the eigbt or ten giiineits to coioe 
fi?om ? That was a question less Misily answered than 
the decision in favour of the shawl. It would never do 
to ask her husband for it. He would not enter intQ 
her feelings, nor would he be disposed to pay a tenth 
part of the sum for the mere loon of an article of dress. 
She had not got one guinea left of her quarterns pin 
money, and she could not ask Mr. Seymour to gire it 
to her in advance without stating what ahe wanted it 
for, or at least having something to show for it after- 
wards ; he was so very disagreeable about such things. 
Her only hope was, that Mrs. Green would help her ia 
the aflair. She had lent her money on a few pressing 
occasions, though she was not very firee in such matters. 
Well, she would try. 

This matter decided on, she determined on asking tiie 
question at once, and accordingly stepped into one of 
those disagreeable accommodations ydept omniboseey 
and was in less than half-an-hour at her door. 

We will pass over the scene between the two ladies, as 
the result alone bears upon our story. This was, that 
Mrs. Green, after some little hesitation, agreed to find the 
money, and not only so, but as Ae was well known to 
one of the dealers in the articles, she engaged also to 
guarantee the safe return. 

Mrs. Seymour thought of little else than her intended 
visit till the morning arrived on which it was to be paid. 
But we cannot say that she felt very comfortable, knowing 
that if the affair should by any means reach the ears of 
her husband he would be highly incensed. We have 
said he was of an easy temper, still anything in the shape 
of paltry deception never failed to caU for^ his indigna- 
tion. As they sat at breakfast on the eventful morning, 
she ventured to tell him that she was going to see an 
early friend of hers, who was recently married and come 
to reside in town, and as she spoke she opened her 
pocket-book, and threw down the wedding cards on the 
table before him. 

Mr. Seymour took them up. "Mrs. Eustace Jannan," 
he read aloud, and with evident surprise. "Is Mrs. 
Jarman your friend, Caroline ? " 

" Yes — ^that is, we were schoolfellows, though sht?a a 
good deal older than I am. We were near neighbours 
too, before I was married, and we used to meet at parties, 
but we were never very intimate." 

"Then it's for old acquaintance sake she pays yon 
this compliment." 

" I suppose so," Mrs. Seymour replied, fat she dared 
not venture to say to her husband what was her ovm 
opinion of the motive, feeling sure he would tax her with 
uncharitableness if she did. " But what do yon know of 
them ?" she inquired. 

" I know nothing of the lady, I only know Mr. Jar- 
man," was his answer. " He has been a vridower for 
some years." 

" Oh, he was a widower, was he ? I fancied him an oU 
bachelor. What aged man is he ?" 

" A little beyond fifty, I should suppose." 

" And what sort of a man may he be ?" 

" My intercourse with him has been only in businetSy 
but I believe him to be an honest, upright tndes- 
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man. 

" Oh, he's in trade then ? But I did not mean that. 
I meant what sort of a looking man is he ?" Mis. Sey- 
mour added. 

Her husband laughed. " Tou ladies always think so 
much about a man's looks. Well, he's neither very tall, 
nor very short ; neither very fkt, nor very thin ; neither 
very handsome, nor very pkin ; but he's of the middle 
size, and rather fair and florid." 
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And he's vary rich, isn't he ?" 

" I flboold think he had been pretty prosperous 
through life. He looks like a man who has had but few 
cares." 

Here Mr. Seymour rose to depart for business. 

We will now follow Mrs. Seymour, arrayed in her 
elegant and costly shawl, to the mansion of her ci'dewuU 
acquaintance. She could not think of paying such a visit 
on foot, especially when thus equipped, so a smart vehicle 
waa hired for the occasion. On reaching the house she 
was, however, much surprised to find that it was not larger 
than her own, and her astonishment, increased when, on 
alighting, she was led by the housemaid — for there was 
no footman — ^into a plainly furnished drawing-room, 
in which there were no modem ornaments, nor any- 
thing else to indicate wealth, or even the desire to make 
a display. But the visitor had scarcely satisfied her 
ouriosity by taking a survey of the apartment, when the 
bride entered. She was a mild-looking gentlewoman of 
five or six and thirty, habited in a style of simplicity 
almost amounting to quaker-like plainness. She accosted 
Mrs. Seymour with that frank and easy manner which is 
the result of eomlnned good feeling and good breeding, 
and having received with a courteous smile the customary 
compliments, she sat down familiarly by her side, and 
tried to draw the conversation into pleasant remini- 
ficenoes of their youth. 

This was not, however, the theme her visitor wished to 
dwell upon. She was anxious to gather all she could 
about her present position, and sIm turned the conver- 
sation to that point by saying, that she was agreeably 
surprised that morning to hear firom Mr. Seymour that 
he was acquainted with Mr. Jarman. 

Mrs. Jarman was aware of it already, she said, adding, 
that it had given her much pleasure to hear her husband 
speak of Mr. Seymour, in terms which led her to desire 
his acquaintance. " I am a stranger in London," she 
pursued, " you are almost the only person known to me 
in the slightest degree, and it is not my wish to form a 
very large circle of acquaintances. If I can collect a 
very few real friends around me I shall bo satisfied." 

"Ah, you will find that rather a difficult matter, my 
dear lady," r^oined Mrs. Sejrmour. 

** I hope not," her hostess replied. " I should despair 
of it," she continued, " if I intended to collect them by 
giving gay balls and mnr^. I shall not be in haste, but 
rather put up with solitude for a little while. I have 
been used to a very quiet life in the country you know," 
she added smiling, " so I shall not feel it so much." 

** Well 1" thonght Mrs. Seymour, and she fidgeted 
a little in her chair to vent her irritation. "Well, I 
wouldn't have put myself to the trouble and expense of 
getting this shawl, if I'd had an idea of the antiquated, 
homespun person I was going to see." 

The visitor returned home vexed and disappointed. " I 
really don't believe she noticed whether I had on an 
India shawl or one made of linsey-wolsey," she said to 
herself, "and the money I've borrowed of Mrs. Green 
mutt be paid out of my next quarter's allowance ; it is 
handy to have a friend one ctm boirow of on an emer- 
gency!" From this we gather that Mrs. Seymour's 
honesty was notiiing better than policy. 

She was mistaken, however, with regard to the notice 
Mrs. Jarman had taken of her shawl, as we shall find, 
if we listen to a brief conversation which passed between 
that lady and her husband, on the return of the latter 
from his business duties. 

" You seem out of spirits to-night, my dear," said the 
wife, looking in his face with affectionate concern. 

" Well, Amelia, to own the truth, I am, for I have 
just heard something that has greatly distressed me." 

" Indeed I what may it be ? " 

" Oh nothing that concerns us my love, don't be 
alarmed — I'll tdl you presently. 



*» 



*i 



Forgive my impatience," returned the lady, " I am 
not curious, but I wish to share in every anxiety or trou- 
ble you may have." 

" Well, my love, I'll tell you because I believe you to 
be too prudent to gossip the matter abroad. I've just 
heard that the firm of Darwin, Courtney, and Seymour 
is on the point of bankruptcy. Courtney has decamped 
with an' immense sum of money, and Seymour — the 
husband of your old schoolfellow, you know, is suspected 
of some concern in the nefarious transaction, and is 
now in custody." 

" Is it possible I" exclaimed Mrs. Jarman, in breathless 
astonishment. " Why Mrs. Seymour was here a few hours 
ago." 

" Was she ? And did she mention the af&ir ? " 

" No, she said not a word which could lead me to 
suppose she was in any trouble, whatever ; indeed she 
was dressed very gay, and seemed full of spirits; but 
perhaps she had not heard of it herself, as you say it has 
but just become known." 

" I can scarcely think that likely," Mr. Jarman replied, 
" and yet it might be so. Well, the affair has altoge- 
ther troubled me greatly, for I had a great respect for the 
man." 

" Mr. Seymour you mean." 

" Yes, Courtney I know nothing of; but I thought 
Seymour an upright tradesman, and I mean — " He 
stopped abruptly, then quickly added, " What did you 
say about his wife's appearance ?" 

" Ob, I only said she was very gaily dressed ; but, I'm 
sorry for it, for should she chance to meet with the 
ii^ured party on her return home, it will not go in her 
husband's ftivour. She had on a very beautiful India 
shawl, which I could almost have taken for the one you 
gave me on our wedding-day, if I hadn't known it was 
safe in my o«vn wardrobe — it was so like it." 

"Why, Milly, I gave four hundred pounds for that 
shawl. Are you quite sure it was the same sort of 
thing ? " 

" Oh, yes, I'm quite sure of that ; but it might have 
been a present." 

" What sort of a woman is she ? " Mr. Jarman asked. 

" Well, to own the truth, my dear, I was much dis- 
appointed in her," replied his wife. " I had hoped to 
meet with a friend, as we were such early acquaintances, 
but she seemed so much taken up with amusement and 
dress, I was rather sorry that I had renewed the inti- 
macy by sending her our cards." 

Very little more was said on the subject, but Mr. 
Jarman did not recover his spirits during the evening, 
not even the affectionate attentions of his amiable bride 
could restore him to himself. 

Enough has been said to lead the reader to guess 
the deep distress in which Mrs. Seymour finished that 
eventful day. Her own foUy and extravagance had has- 
tened the ruin which was impending over her family. 
Her departure in the hired carriage, and her costly 
apparel, had been observed oy a person who was sent to 
the house as a spy, and it corroborated the suspicion the 
senior partner in the firm had before entertained, that 
Mr. Seymour was an accomplice in the crime, though he 
professed to be a sharer in the loss; and he at once 
took measures for his apprehension. 

The unfortunate merdiant waa at first thunderstruck 
with the suddenness of the blow, but conscious integrity 
enabled him to bear up with manly dignity. When told 
however, that his wife's unsuitable appearance had deep- 
ened Mr. Darwin's unfavourable impressions, he felt 
almost overwhelmed, and begged to be permitted to see 
her, but this request was denied. 

It would be impossible to describe the anguish of 
mind endured by the unhappy woman, when she became 
aware of the whole truth. To whom could she turn for 
oonsolatioa or aid } Her miscaUfxl friend, Mrs. Green, 
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to her the next mornini^, bat it was to load her 
with invectiTes, for having, as she termed it, robbed her 
of her money. Her servants were clamorous for arrears 
of wages, and tradeamen from all quarters poured in 
bills for debts she had contracted without her husband's 
knowledge. Not one of these demands, however, could 
•he satisfy, for officers of justice were placed in the house 
to see that nothing was removed. 

To let the reader into a secret, which Mr. Jarman had 
not revealed even to his bride, that gentleman had, on 
first hearing of the affair, resolved to espouse the cause 
of Mr. Seymour, and clo all that friendship, with the 
potent aid of money, could do to extricate him ftom his 
distressing situation ; but this resolve was made whilst 
he believed him to be an honest and injured man. The 
tale he heard on his return home, shook his confidence. 
Still he did not allow it to shut up his sympathies, and 
he therefore made a call on Mr. Darwin, the very next 
morning. Unhappily, however, for Mr. Seymour^s cause, 
the information he there received confirmed his worst 
fiears, and he now came to the conclusion to await the 
result of the trial. • 

That trial, as may. be supposed, brought to light Mrs. 
Seymour's deception, folly, and extravagance ; still, the 
very fact of the matter being unknown to her husband, 
told in his favour. There were, moreover, some other 
circumstances brought before the court, which gave in- 
eontestable evidence of Bfr. Seymour's innocence. He 
was accordingly set at large, with strong expressions of 
eoncem on the part of the judge, for the undeserved 
opprobrium under which his character had suffered. 
Great indignation was also expressed by the spectators, 
against Mr. Darwin, but, Mr. Seymour, with oharae- 
teristio generosity, was the foremost to palliate the wrong, 
by readily admitting that circumstances had appeared 
very much against him. 

The firm had not suffered quite so much as was at first 
•npposed. Mr. Darwin was a rich man, and the loss of 
a few thousands was soon made up. But, he had not 
the liberality to make what amends he could to his in- 
jured partner, by offering him an equal share in the 
business i though he well knew he had nothing to fall 
back upon, and supposed that he must recommence with 
all the disadvantages attendant on a young beginner. 
It was now, however, that Mr. Jarman nobly stepped 
forth to his aid. He had been an inactive* but not an 
uninterested observer of all the proceedings, and feeling 
convinced that his generosity would be well bestowed, he 
offered to advance a sum of money, without interest, 
which would place Mr. Seymour on a more even footing 
with his senior partner, and consequently ensure him a 
larger share in the profits of the concern. After what 
has been said of Bir. Seymour's character, it need scarcely 
be told that he received it with gratitude, and repaid it 
with scrupulous punctuality. 

We are happy to state that Mrs. Seymour profited by 
the lesson she had learned in the rough school of 
adversity. She could not but see that much of the dis- 
tress, and likewise the disgrace, had been brought on 
them by her misconduct. Her better feelings were called 
into action by the sufferings of her husband and children, 
and heartily sick of the hollowness of her butterfly friends, 
she resolved to seek happiness for the future beside the 
domestic hearth* Never, we venture to affirm, never did 
woman make this wise resolve wholly in vain — even wh«i 
there has been no apparent respoiAe on the part of the 
husband, it has often produced the desired result. But, 
in this case it was not so, and Mrs. Seymour now only 
regretted that she had made the discovery bo late, and 
that more than ten years of her married life had conse- 
qnently been worse than lost. Never afterwards was she 
seen arrayed in an India shawl. 

Anna Maria SAnoBAHT. 
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ftatitti at ifitta CRKotM. 

Cola Monti; or, the Story qf a Getuut, by the 

of " How to Win Love," &c.— Arthur HaU Mud Co. 

Wrkn a child's book is good. It is not merely good, it is 
delightful. It becomes invested with the simplicity, the 
freshness and buoyant hope of the age for which it bas 
been written. l*he mother, the teacher, and the child 
read it with a pleasure almost equal in degree, thovgis 
different in nature. The former feel charmed to return 
so easily to the ^ure source of early joys ; the child* 
though merely delighted with its present enjoyment^ on- 
eonseiously lays up a store of pleasing recolleotions lor 
future years. 

That it is no easy task to write a good child's book 
is generally acknowledged. This is abundantly prorod 
by the fact, that the best tales and novels of ererj- 
age invariably end by becoming the classical works of 
youth, unless indeed when they are obviously unfitted 
for early perusaL " Don Quixote," " Robinson Cm- 
soe," " Telemachus," '« Paul and Virginia," suad 
'* Bliiabeth i or, the Bxlles of Sibaria," were never in- 
tended for the amusement of juvenile readers, yet what 
child has not pored over their pages, has not laughed, 
striven, endured, loved or pitiied with their imaginary 
heroes .' The truth is, these little folks ai« very exoeUaat 
judges in their way; the fhlae briUianey, eold wit, or ex- 
aggerated sentiment, which so often seduce older hends^ 
touch them not ; to move them you must strike n tme 
human key, and this is also another reason why good 
children's books please readers of every age i they posien i 
the human element ; they come home to the hesirt. I 

We conf^ for our part that when we took up " Cola 
Monti," we read it through, and fUt unwilling to lay the 
book dovm before it was quite finished, so chsrmln^y 
and with so much truthfulness is this simple story told. 
The subject is not very novel, but it is one that will 
never cease to intereet : a struggle for position, independ- 
ence, and the fiill development of great natural powers 
are fertile themes not yet worn out. One of tlie gresit 
attractions of this pleasing tale is that the hero is neither 
an immaculate young Grandison, nor one of those "naughty 
boys," held up as an awful warning to juvenile offenders. 
Cola is just a warm-hearted Italian lad, rather fiery at 
first, according to Bnglish notions, and with all the 
pride and impulsiveness of an artisf s temperament, but 
good and loveable upon the whole. His character is 
happily oontrasted with that of the prudent, yet generous 
Seotch boy, Archibald M'Kaye. The interest of the 
story is always kept up ; it is morapver written wall, 
though simply, with a vein of thonghtfolneas, quiet 
huoMNir and kindly fooling, that oontribnte to render it 
still more attractive. 



One Hundred Sonnets, by Henrt Frank Lott. — 
WUloughby and Co., London. 

There is true poetry in the heart of every man, ae would 
be seen, if each would let Nature have her own way, and 
shine fbrth in her truth and aimplictty, unfettered by 
affectation, and unclouded by overstrained sentimentality* 
There is undoubtedly a poetry of grief ae well as of joy, 
of grandeur as weU as simplicity, but these belong only 
to deep suffering, or to high and earnest power. They 
are specially, but not so universally true as that poetry, ef 
which the whole of some lives, and many passages of 
every lifo, aie the best examples. We have but little 
sympathy with those who counterfeit griefs they never 
felt, or live in the shadow of worldly pomp, and in- 
fluenced by such feelings, pen stanias overflowing with 
morbid feeling, or in soaring rhymes pretend to be great. 
That is not the class of minds which should write poetry 
for the workers, whose lyrics should be foil of joy, and 
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instinct with the sjmpathies of their doily life, and the 
better feelings which prompt their usual actions. Such 
poetry perhaps can only flow from a real worker like 
Frank Lott, a man whode daily toil eami his daily bread, 
in whem poetry, instead of producing aspirations after 
personal greatness, or clouding his mind with discontent 
and foreboding, is a source of joy and happiness — a relief 
at onoe intellectual and moral to the physical toil by 
which he lives. 

The apostles of the poetry of labour must come from 
among the labourers, they must have the straightforward- 
ness and the earnestness which would almost seem the 
birthright of those who toil, they must have a high sense 
of the real dignity of work, a dependence upon Industry 
and perseverance, and a faith in the truth of the poetry 
of real life. 

We find these qualities in this handsome little volnme 
of a " Hundred Sonnets." Here for example is the an- 
swer of a true worker to tibose who would divorce toil 
from poetry :-. 

*' Why worldlings ! I'm u proud to wlald the ats, 
Ab I am happj I can guiae the pen 
To frame a sonnet — and return again 
To a day's toil, that would disjoint the necki 
Of half your dandy poets." 

Ill Frank Lott, as in almost all men who think from 
the heart rather than the head, we find the family feelings 
almost overpoweringly strong, mingling themselves with 
every thought and sentiment, and sheidding a glow of 
love over all, and, as their result, we have here several 
beautiful sonnets to the poet's friends and relations. For 
his mother he has that earnest affection and deep reve- 
rence which is a sure mark of a true child-like mind. 
She is to him one of whom he says : — 

*' Mv best affections still to thee incline, 
Tny breast has been to me a holy shrine, 
Where love onsclfish, glowing gratitude, 
With all that makes us kind, or leaves us good. 
In one unchanging sentiment combine." 

Some sonnets addressed to his sister on her marriage, 
shew these family feelings in their noblest form. There 
is no regret that she is to have new ties, no sorrowful 
anticipations that her affection for those of her blood will 
diminish. He sees an expansion instead of a contrac- 
tion of her sympathies which he speaks of as 

•• Ties like ours 
Were gentle influences, yea, holy powers 
To gladden life, to soothe or baiiisb care." 

He evidently has a faith that no new affection need 

kill these holy influences, aud sings — 

" He who takes 
And calls thre his entirely, robs not me 
Of one of thine affections', but awnkrs 
Another chord of kindly sympathy." 

The only gloomy strain of thought in the book is one 
arising out of a fine appreciation and a deep love of 
Nature. Bom and nurtured amid the fairest rural scenes, 
breathing the pure atmosphere which surrounds the hills 
of Kent, he cannot bear — 

** To be awoke 
Morn after mom, through clatter in the street ; 
To rise and grind hard granite 'neath the feet, 
Then breathe its particles and swallow smoke. 
And feel ere breakfast, as if one would choke." 
Then comes the longing for — 

** My early home. 
And the green meadows where I loved to roam." 

and he begs his mother in her letters, 

" To send a daisy with a * crimson tip,' 
Or deep blue violet, or primrose pale, 
Or wood anemone, or wild oxlip. 
Or dearer still, a lily of the vale." 

But this sensibility never becomes morbid, it never 

links into maudlin, and when the mild regret has passed, 

" It gives no pain 
The path of honest indiutry to tread." 

and he adds with all the self-reliance proper to his data 



" Were fame to weave a garland round my head, 
I could not look on labour nith disdain." 

This is the right kind of healthy poetry for the masses, 
for while it lifts them to love beauty and to have high 
aspirations for the future, it rivets their attention to the 
necessity for present effort. We may be sure that Frank 
Lott will add example to precept, and not become ame- 
nable to his own just censure, thus expressed : — 

" And he's a prodigal who wasteth time 
In profitless, unmeaning solitude. 
Who but devotes his days to making rhjrme i 
When Fancy's dreams on serious cares intrude, 
The negligence is little short of crime." 

but that he will by truthfully working out his life, make 
it a higher poem than he can ever write. 

We heartily wish this " little book'* success, and that 
the labour of the earnest-minded writer will be light 
enough, to enable him to strew his aud our paths with 
more of the wild flowers of poetry. 



WIT AND HUMOUR. 

Wit was originally a general name for all the intel- 
lectual powers, meaning the faculty which kens, perceives, 
knows, understands; it was gradually narrowed in its 
signification, to express merely the resemblance between 
ideas ; and lastly, to note that resemblance when it occa- 
sioned ludicrous surprise. It marries ideas, lying wide 
apart, by a sudden jerk of the understanding. Humour 
originally meant moisture — a signification it metiiphori- 
cally retains — for it is the very juice of the mind, oozing 
from the brain, and enriching and fertilizing wherever it 
falls. Wit exists by antipathy j Humour by sympathy. 
Wit laughs at things ; Humour laughs trt7A them. Wit 
lashes external appearances, or cunningly exaggerates 
single foibles into character; Humour glides into the 
heart of its object, looks lovingly on the infirmities it 
detects, and represents the whole man. Wit is abrupt, 
darting, scornful, and tosses its analogies in your face; 
Humour is slow and shy, insinuating its fun into your 
heart. Wit is negative, analytical, destructive ; Humour 
is creative. The couplets of Pope are witty, but Sancho 
Panza is a humorous creation. Wit, when earnest, has 
the earnestness of passion, seeking to destroy ; Humour 
has the earnestness of affection, and would Uft up what 
is seemingly low into our charity and love. Wit, bright, 
rapid, and blasting as the lightning, flashes, strikes, and 
vanishes in an instant : Humour, warm and all-embracing 
as the sunshine, bathes its objects in a genial and abiding 
light. Wit implies hatred or contempt of folly and crime, 
produces its effects by brisk shocks of surprise, uses the 
whip of scorpions and the branding-iron, stabs, stings, 
pinches, tortures, goads, teases, corrodes, undermines; 
Humour implies a sure conception of the beautiful, the 
majestic, and the true, by whose light it surveys and 
shapes their opposites. It is a humane influence, 
softening with mirth the ragged inequalities of existence, 
promoting tolerant views of life, bridging over the spaces 
which separate the lofty from the lowly, the great from 
the humble. Old Dr. Fuller's remark, that a negro is 
" the image of God cut in ebony," is humorous ; Hor- 
race Smith's inversion of it, " the taskmaster is the image 
of the devil cut in ivory," is witty. Wit can co-exist with 
fierce and malignant passions ; but Humour demands good 
feeling and fellow-feeling ; feeling not merely for what is 
above us, but for what is around and beneath us. When 
Wit and Humour are commingled, the result is a genial 
sharpness, dealing with i^s object somewhat as old Izaak 
Walton dealt with the frt)g he used for bait — running the 
hook neatly through his mouth and out at his gills, and 
in so doing "using him as though he loved himl" 
Sydney Smith and Shakspere's "Touchstone" are exam- 
ples.— £. P. Whipple. 
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THE GALLOPING STEED. 

TsBfts's a Conner we ne'er hun been able to rein— 

He careen o'er the mountain, he travela the main-~ 

He's Eternity's Arab— he trieth hia i>aee 

With the worlds in their orbits, and winneth the race. 

Oh I a charger of mettle I warrant is hc^ 

That will weary hb tidCTs whoe'er they may be. 

And we all of OS mount, and he bean us along 

Without hcsring our cheek-word or feeling our thong ; 

No will does he heed, and no rest does he need, 

Oh I a brave Iron Grey is this galloping steed. 

On, on, and for ever, for ever, he goe s 
When his halting place is— not the wisest one knows ; 
Be waito not to drink at the Joy-rippled riil. 
He lags not to breathe up the Pain-furrowed hill. 
Right pleasant forsooth is our place on his back. 
When he bounds in the sun on Life's flowery tnck. 
When his musical hoofs press the green moss of Hope ; 
And he tramples'the pansy on Love's ftury slope. 
Oh, the journeying then is right pleasant indeed. 
As we laugh in our strength on tlUs galloping steed. 

But alack and alas ! he is soon off the grass, 
With dark stony defiles and dry deserts to pass. 
And his step is so hard and he ruses such dust, 
Hat full many are groaning, yet ride him they must. 
On, on, through the gloomy morass of Despair — 
Through the thorns of Remorse and the yew-trees of Can ; 
Our limbs and our fonhcad an son to the quick. 
But stiU we must ride him, bruised, weary, and sick ; 
Gentle hearts may be shaken and stined till they bleed. 
But on they must go with this galloping steed. 

In the stone-hurdled chunhyard he maketh no stop. 

But the boldest penhance of his riden will drop. 

They may cling to him closely, but cannot hold fiut 

When he leaps o'er the graye-tnuch that Death opened last. 

Betrapped ami bedecked with his velvet and plumes, 

▲ grand cirele be runs in the show-place of tambe ; 

He carries a King'— but he tumeth the crypt. 

And the Monarch that strode him so gaily hath slipped,— 

Yet, on goes the barb at the top of his speed. 

What's the fall of such things to this galloping steed ? 

Right over the pynmid walls does he bound. 
In the Babylon deserts his hoof-prints an found. 
He snorts in his pride — and the temples of light 
Wear a Aadowy mist like the coming of night. 
On, on, and for ever, he turns not aside. 
He neks not the road, be it narrow or wide ; 
In the paths of the city he maketh no stay. 
Over Manthon's Plain he is stntching away. 
Oh I show me a pedigree, find me a speed, 
That shall rival the fame of this galloping steed. 

He bath tnversed the Past, through the Present he flies, 
With the Future before him right onward he hies ; 
He skims the broad waten, he tnads the dark woods, 
On, on, and for ever, through forests and floods. 
Full many among us an riding him now — 
All tind and gasping with sweat on our brow. 
We may suffer and writhe, but 'tis ever in vun. 
So let's sit on him bravely and scorn to complain ; 
For we know there's a goal and a glorious meed. 
For the riden of Time— that old galloping steed. 

Eliza Cook. 



DIAMOND DUST. 

Malice is the spur of wit, good nature the bridle. 

Yanitt has many silly tricks ; despotism, many cm^ 
derices; love, many strange ways; but foUy is oonstaEit, 

CoNCKALBO griefii are the most consuming, aa secret 
maladies are the most fatal. 

Ir your means suit not with your ends, pursue those 
ends which suit with your means. 

Zbal, not rightly directed, is pernicious, for as it 
makes a good cause better, so it makes a bad cause worse. 

Thk possession of superior talent creates more wiabes 
than it gratifies. 

Many hsTO attempted to define briefly what Poetry 
IS — few with more success than Dr. Shelton Mackenaie, 
who thus describes it : — '* The best thoughts in the best 
language." 

Whxn man is capable of self-knowledge, he is rartlj 
deceived as to his own fiite; and presentiment is oft but 
judgment in disguise. 

The aim of an honest man's life is not the happiness 
which serves only himself, but the virtue which is usefal 
to others. 

The sorrow, of which no one spesks to us, which gains 
no change firom time, cuts deeper than reiterated blows. 

There is this difference between a thankful and an 
unthankful man : the one is always pleased in the good 
he has done, and the other only once in what be has 
received. 

The most common things are the most useful : which 
shows both the wisdom and goodness of the great Father 
of the family of the world. ' 

It is delightful to rekindle Smiles on an infantine 
countenance. Grief is out of place, where even reflection 
has yet left no trace. 

To write well we require to feel truly, but not heart- 
breakingly. Real grirf is a foe to intellectual fertility. ' 

F&BauENT disappointments teach us to mistrust our > 
own inclinations, and shrink even from the vows our 
hearts may prompt. j 

There is no oblivion for the imaginative. 

Almost every heart possesses some one deep memory, 
some one powerful feeling, which 'has its harmonious con- 
nection with a particular hour and a particular scene. 

EvxRYBODT first dedares that there is nothing like 
love, and then attempts to liken it to something. 

Persons endowed with strong feelings and passions, 
often, like children with a box of jewels, squander their 
precious things without knowing their value. 

History — ^the Newgate Calendar of kings and rulers, 
which finds no materials in the happiness or virtue of 
states, and is, therefore, little better than a record of 
human crime and misery. 

We may respect where we cannot love, but love ne- 
cessitates respect. 



This Number completes the Second Volome. An Index ind Title* 1 
page we re«dy» and may be ordered of any Bookseller. All the ' 
back Numbers are reprinted. Cases for bindittg Vol. I. or 71., 
One Shilling each. 



END OF SECOND VOLUME. 



printed and FUBLISRED BY J. O. CLARRE, 3, RAQUET COURT, FLEET STEEET, LONDON* 



. r 



